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THE   DEATH   OF   NELSON. 

Br  ROBERT  SOUTHEY. 

[Robert  Sodthey  :  An  English  poet  and  man  of  letters  ;  born  at  Bristol, 
August  12,  1774.  He  studied  at  Balliol  College,  Oxford,  where  he  met  Coleridge, 
and  formed  with  him  the  scheme  of  a  communistic  colony,  on  a  basis  called 
"  Pantisocracy. "  After  some  travel  and  the  study  of  law,  he  settled  down  to 
literary  work  at  Greta  Hall,  Keswick.  He  was  made  poet  laureate  in  1813,  and 
pensioned  by  the  government.  His  death  in  1843  was  caused  by  overwork. 
Besides  numerous  contributions  to  periodicals,  notably  to  the  Quarterly 
Beview,  he  wrote  the  poems  "Joan  of  Arc,"  "Thalaba,"  "Madoc,"  "The 
Curse  of  Kehama,"  and  "Roderick,"  lives  of  Nelson,  "Wesley,  and  Bunyan, 
a  "History  of  Brazil,"  a  "History  of  the  Peninsular  War,"  and  "The 
Doctor."] 

Nelson,  having  dispatched  his  business  at  Portsmouth, 
endeavored  to  elude  the  populace  by  taking  a  byway  to  the 
beach ;  but  a  crowd  collected  in  his  train,  pressing  forward,  to 
obtain  a  sight  of  his  face ;  many  were  in  tears,  and  many  knelt 
down  before  him,  and  blessed  him  as  he  passed.  England  has 
had  many  heroes,  but  never  one  who  so  entirely  possessed  the 
love  of  his  fellow-countrymen  as  Nelson.  The  finest  type  of 
soul  and  brain.  Nelson  was  a  man  that  kings  might  safely  copy 
as  a  model  of  conduct.  All  men  knew  instinctively  that  his 
heart  was  as  humane  as  it  was  fearless ;  that  there  was  not  in  his 
nature  the  slightest  alloy  of  selfishness  or  cupidity;  but  that, 
with  perfect  and  entire  devotion,  he  served  his  country  with  all 
his  heart,  and  with  all  his  soul,  and  with  all  his  strength ; 
and,  therefore,  they  loved  him  as  truly  and  as  fervently  as  he 
loved  England.  They  pressed  upon  the  parapet  to  gaze  after 
liim  when  his  barge  pushed  off,  and  he  was  returning  their 
cheers  by  waving  his  hat.  The  sentinels,  who  endeavored  to 
prevent  them  from  trespassing  ui)on  this  ground,  were  wedged 
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among  the  crowd ;  and  an  officer  who,  not  very  prudently  upon 
such  an  occasion,  ordered  them  to  drive  the  people  down  with 
their  bayonets,  was  compelled  speedily  to  retreat ;  for  the  people 
would  not  be  debarred  from  gazing,  till  the  last  moment,  upon 
the  hero  —  the  darling  hero  of  England ! 

It  had  been  part  of  Nelson's  prayer,  that  the  British  fleet 
might  be  distinguished  by  humanity  in  the  victory  which  he 
expected.  Setting  an  example  himself,  he  twice  gave  orders 
to  cease  firing  on  the  "Redoubtable,"  supposing  that  she  had 
struck,  because  her  guns  were  silent;  for,  as  she  carried  no  flag, 
there  was  no  means  of  instantly  ascertaining  the  fact.  From 
this  ship,  which  he  had  thus  twice  spared,  he  received  his  death. 
A  ball  fired  from  her  mizzen  top,  which,  in  the  then  situation  of 
the  two  vessels,  was  not  more  than  fifteen  yards  from  that  part 
of  the  deck  where  he  was  standing,  struck  the  epaulet  on  his 
left  shoulder,  about  a  quarter  after  one,  just  in  the  heat  of 
action.  He  fell  upon  his  face,  on  the  spot  which  was  covered 
with  his  poor  secretary's  blood.  Hardy,  who  was  a  few  steps 
from  him,  turning  round,  saw  three  men  raising  him  up. 
"They  have  done  for  me  at  last,  Hardy,"  said  he.  "I  hope 
not,"  cried  Hardy.  "Yes!"  he  replied;  "my  backbone  is 
shot  through."  Yet  even  now,  not  for  a  moment  losing  his 
presence  of  mind,  he  observed,  as  they  were  carrying  him  down 
the  ladder,  that  the  tiller  ropes,  which  had  been  shot  away,  were 
not  yet  replaced,  and  ordered  that  new  ones  should  be  rove  im- 
mediately: then,  that  he  might  not  be  seen  by  the  crew,  he 
took  out  his  handkerchief,  and  covered  his  face  and  his  stars. 
Had  he  but  concealed  these  badges  of  honor  from  the  enemy, 
England,  perhaps,  would  not  have  had  cause  to  receive  with 
sorrow  the  news  of  the  battle  of  Trafalgar.  The  cockpit  was 
crowded  with  wounded  and  dying  men,  over  whose  bodies  he 
was  with  some  difficulty  conveyed,  and  laid  upon  a  pallet  in  the 
midshipmen's  berth.  It  was  soon  perceived,  upon  examination, 
that  the  wound  was  mortal.  This,  however,  was  concealed 
from  all  except  Captain  Hardy,  the  chaplain,  and  the  medical 
attendants.  He  himself  being  certain,  from  the  sensation  in  his 
back,  and  the  gush  of  blood  he  felt  momently  within  his  breast, 
that  no  human  care  jould  avail  him,  insisted  that  the  surg-eon 
should  leave  him,  and  attend  to  those  to  whom  he  might  be 
useful;  "for,"  said  he,  "you  can  do  nothing  for  me."  All 
that  could  be  done  was  to  fan  him  with  paper,  and  frequently 
to  give  him  lemonade  to  alleviate  his  intense  thirst.     He  was 
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in  great  pain,  and  expressed  much  anxiety  for  the  event  of  the 
action,  which  now  began  to  dechxre  itself.  As  often  as  a  ship 
struck,  the  crew  of  the  "Victory"  hurraed;  and  at  every  hurra 
a  visible  expression  of  joy  gleamed  in  the  ej'es  and  marked  the 
countenance  of  the  dying  hero.  But  he  became  impatient  to 
see  Hardy;  and  as  thai;  ofificer,  though  often  sent  for,  could  not 
leave  the  deck,  Nelson  feared  that  some  fatal  cause  prevented 
him,  and  repeatedly  cried:  "Will  no  one  bring  Hardy  to  me? 
he  must  be  killed!  he  is  surely  dead!"  An  hour  and  ten 
minutes  elapsed  from  the  time  Nelson  received  his  wound, 
before  Hardy  could  come  to  him.  They  shook  hands  in  silence. 
Hardy  in  vain  struggling  to  suppress  the  feelings  of  that  most 
painful  and  yet  sublimest  moment.  "Well,  Hardy,"  said  Nel- 
son, "how  goes  the  day  with  us?"  "Very  well,"  replied 
Hardy;  "ten  ships  have  struck,  but  five  of  the  A'an  have 
tacked,  and  show  an  intention  to  bear  down  upon  the  'Vic- 
tory. '  I  have  called  two  or  three  of  our  fresh  ships  round,  and 
have  no  doubt  of  giving  them  a  drubbing."  "I  hope,"  said 
Nelson,  "none  of  our  ships  have  struck."  Hardy  answered, 
"there  was  no  fear  of  that."  Then,  and  not  till  then.  Nel- 
son spoke  of  himself.  "I  am  a  dead  man,  Hardy,"  said  he; 
"I  am  going  fast;  it  will  be  all  over  with  me  soon.  Come 
nearer  to  me.  Let  my  dear  Lady  Hamilton  have  my  hair,  and 
all  other  things  belonging  to  me."  Hardy  observed  that  he 
hoped  Mr.  Beatty  could  yet  hold  out  some  prospect  of  life. 
"Oh!  no,"  he  replied;  "it  is  impossible.  My  back  is  shot 
through.  Beatty  will  tell  you  so."  tlardy  then,  once  more, 
shook  hands  with  him,  and  with  a  heart  almost  bursting,  has- 
tened upon  deck. 

By  this  time  all  feeling  below  the  breast  was  gone ;  and  Nel- 
son, having  made  the  surgeon  ascertain  this,  said  to  him :  "  You 
know  I  am  gone.  I  know  it.  I  feel  something  rising  in  my 
breast,"  putting  his  hand  on  his  left  side,  "which  tells  me  so." 
And  upon  Beatty's  inquiring  whether  his  pain  was  very  great,  he 
replied,  "so  great,  that  he  wished  he  was  dead.  Yet,"  said  he, 
in  a  lower  voice,  "one  would  like  to  live  a  little  longer,  too!  " 
And  after  a  few  minutes,  in  the  same  undertone,  he  added: 
"  What  would  become  of  poor  Lady  Hamilton,  if  she  knew  my 
situation!"  Next  to  his  country  she  occupied  his  thoughts. 
Captain  Hardy,  some  fifty  minutes  after  he  had  left  the  cockpit, 
returned ;  and,  again  taking  the  hand  of  his  dying  friend  and 
commander,  congratulated  him  on  having  gained  a  complete 
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victory.  How  many  of  the  enemy  were  taken  lie  did  not  know, 
as  it  was  impossible  to  perceive  them  distinctly  ;  but  fourteen 
or  fifteen  at  least.  "  That's  well,"  cried  Nelson,  "  but  I  bar- 
gained for  twenty."  And  then,  in  a  stronger  voice  he  said  : 
"  Anchor,  Hardy ;  anchor."  Hardy,  upon  this,  hinted  that 
Admiral  Collingwood  would  take  upon  himself  the  direction 
of  affairs.  "  Not  while  I  live,  Hardy,"  said  the  dying  Nelson, 
ineffectually  endeavoring  to  raise  himself  from  the  bed  :  "  do 
you  anchor."  His  previous  orders  for  preparing  to  anchor  had 
shown  how  clearly  he  foresaw  the  necessity  of  this.  Presently, 
calling  Hardy  back,  he  said  to  him  in  a  low  voice,  "  Don't  throw 
me  overboard ;  "  and  he  desired  that  he  might  be  buried  by  his 
parents,  unless  it  should  please  the  king  to  order  otherwise. 
Then  reverting  to  private  feelings  :  "  Take  care  of  my  dear 
Lady  Hamilton,  Hardy  :  take  care  of  poor  Lady  Hamilton. 
Kiss  me.  Hardy,"  said  he.  Hardy  knelt  down  and  kissed  his 
cheek  ;  and  Nelson  said,  '^  Now  I  am  satisfied.  Thank  God  I 
have  done  my  duty  !  "  Hardy  stood  over  him  in  silence  for  a 
moment  or  two,  then  knelt  again  and  kissed  his  forehead. 
"  Who  is  that?"  said  Nelson  ;  and  being  informed,  he  replied, 
"  God  bless  you,  Hardy  !  "  And  Hardy  then  left  him  —  for- 
ever. Nelson  now  desired  to  be  turned  upon  his  right  side,  and 
said,  "  I  wish  I  had  not  left  the  deck ;  for  I  shall  soon  be  gone." 
Death  was,  indeed,  rapidly  a23proaching.  He  said  to  the  chap- 
lain, "  Doctor,  I  have  not  been  a  great  sinner ; "  and  after  a 
short  pause,  "  Remember  that  I  leave  Lady  Hamilton  and  my 
daughter  Horatia  as  a  legacy  to  my  country."  His  articulation 
now  became  difficult ;  but  he  was  distinctly  heard  to  say, 
"Thank  God,  I  have  done  my  duty  !  "  These  words  he  repeat- 
edly pronounced  ;  and  they  were  the  last  words  which  he 
uttered.  He  expired  at  thirty  minutes  after  four, — three  hours 
and  a  quarter  after  he  had  received  his  wound. 

The  death  of  Nelson  was  felt  in  England  as  something  inore 
than  a  public  calamity :  men  started  at  the  intelligence,  and 
turned  pale,  as  if  they  had  heard  of  the  loss  of  a  dear  friend. 
An  object  of  our  admiration  and  affection,  of  our  pride  and  of  our 
hopes,  was  suddenly  taken  from  us  ;  and  it  seemed  as  if  we  had 
never  till  then  known  how  deeply  we  loved  and  reverenced 
him.  What  the  country  had  lost  in  its  great  naval  hero  —  the 
greatest  of  our  own  and  of  all  former  times  —  was  scarcely 
taken  into  the  account  of  grief.  So  perfectly,  indeed,  had  he 
performed  his  part,  that  the  maritime  war,  after  the  battle  of 
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Hamilton, 

Letter  of  Loi'd  Nelson  Avritten  two  da^^s  before  the  battle 
of  Trafalgar  to  Lady  Hamilton,  telling  her  the  enemy's  com- 
bined fleets  are  coming  out  of  port  and  that  he  hopes  to  live 
to  finish  his  letter.     Victory,  19  October,  1805. 

At  the  end  of  the  letter  is  a  postscript  b}'  Lady  Hamilton, 
written  on  the  receipt  of  the  letter  after  Nelson's  death. 

.  .  .  Battle,  may  heaven  bless  you  prays  your  Nelson  and  Bronte.  Octo- 
l)er  20th  in  the  morning  we  were  down  to  the  mouth  of  the  straights  but 
the  Wind  had  not  come  far  enough  to  the  Westward  to  allow  the  combined 
fleets  to  W^eather  the  shoals  off  Trafalgar,  but  they  were  counted  as  far 
as  forty  sail  of  ships  of  War,  which  I  suppose  to  be  31  of  the  Line  and  six 
frigates.  A  group  of  them  was  seen  off  the  Lighthouse  of  Cadiz  this  morn- 
ing, but  it  blows  so  very  fresh  and  thick  weather  that  I  rather  believe  they 
will  go  into  the  Harbor  before  night.  May  God  Almighty  give  us  success 
over  these  fellows  and  enable  us  to  get  a  Peace. 

This  letter  was  found  upon  His  Desk  and  brought  to  I.ady  Hamilton  by 
Captain   Hardy. 

Oh,  miserable,  huml)led 
Emma. 
Oh,  glorious  and  liappy  Nelson! 


[Vol..  XX.  p.  (i()68.] 
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Trafalgar,  was  considered  at  an  end.  The  fleets  of  the  enemy- 
were  not  merely  defeated,  but  destroyed ;  new  navies  must  be 
built,  and  a  new  race  of  seamen  reared  for  them,  before  the 
possibility  of  their  invading  our  shores  could  again  be  contem- 
plated. It  was  not,  therefore,  from  any  selfish  reflection  upon 
the  magnitude  of  our  loss  that  we  mourned  for  him :  the  gen- 
eral sorrow  was  of  a  higher  character.  The  people  of  England 
grieved  that  funeral  ceremonies,  and  public  monuments,  and 
posthumous  rewards,  were  all  which  they  could  now  bestow 
upon  him  whom  the  king,  the  legislature,  and  the  nation  would 
have  alike  delighted  to  honor  ;  whom  every  tongue  would  have 
blessed ;  whose  presence  in  every  village  through  which  he 
might  have  passed  would  have  wakened  the  church  bells,  ha\'e 
given  schoolboys  a  holiday,  have  drawn  children  from  their 
sports  to  gaze  upon  him,  and  "old  men  from  their  chimney 
corner"  to  look  upon  Nelson  ere  they  died.  The  victory  of 
Trafalgar  was  celebrated,  indeed,  with  the  usual  forms  of  re- 
joicing, but  they  were  without  joy ;  for  such  already  was  the 
glory  of  the  British  navy,  through  Nelson's  surpassing  genius, 
that  it  scarcely  seemed  to  receive  any  addition  from  the  most 
signal  victory  that  ever  was  achieved  upon  the  seas ;  and  the 
destruction  of  this  mighty  fleet,  by  which  all  the  maritime 
schemes  of  France  were  totally  frustrated,  hardly  appeared  to 
add  to  our  security  or  strength  ;  for,  while  Nelson  was  living 
to  watch  the  combined  squadrons  of  the  enemy,  we  felt  our- 
selves as  secure  as  now,  when  they  were  no  longer  in  existence. 
There  was  reason  to  suppose,  from  the  appearances  upon 
opening  his  bod}'^,  that  in  the  course  of  nature  he  might  have 
attained,  like  his  father,  to  a  good  old  age.  Yet  he  cannot  be 
said  to  have  fallen  prematurely  whose  work  was  done  ;  nor 
ought  he  to  be  lamented,  who  died  so  full  of  honors,  and  at  the 
height  of  human  fame.  The  most  triumphant  death  is  that  of 
the  martyr  ;  the  most  awful  that  of  the  martyred  patriot ;  the 
most  splendid  that  of  the  hero  in  the  hour  of  victory ;  and  if 
the  chariot  and  the  horses  of  fire  had  been  vouchsafed  for  Nel- 
son's translation,  he  could  scarcely  have  departed  in  a  brighter 
blaze  of  glory.  He  has  left  us,  not  indeed  his  mantle  of  inspi- 
ration, but  a  name  and  an  example  which  are  at  this  hour  in- 
spiring thousands  of  the  youth  of  England  —  a  name  whicli  is 
our  pride,  and  an  example  which  will  continue  to  be  our  shield 
and  our  strength.  Thus  it  is  that  the  spirits  of  the  great  and 
the  wise  continue  to  live  and  to  act  after  them. 
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LOCHIEL'S   WARNING. 

By  THOMAS  CAMPBELL. 

[Thomas  Campbell  :  A  Scotch  poet  and  author ;  born  July  27,  1777,  in 
Glasgow,  where  he  attended  the  university,  and  made  great  local  fame  by  his 
translations  of  Greek  poetry  and  drama.  During  his  travels  on  the  Continent 
(1800-1811)  he  was  an  eyewitness  of  the  battle  of  Hohenlinden.  He  settled  in 
England ;  edited  the  Neio  Monthly  Magazine  (1820-1830)  ;  was  lord  rector  of 
Glasgow  University  (1827-1829)  ;  died  at  Boulogne,  June  15,  1844,  and  was  buried 
in  Westminster  Abbey.  Campbell's  chief  poems  are:  "The  Pleasures  of 
Hope  "  (1799),  "  Gertrude  of  Wyoming,"  "  The  Exile  of  Erin,"  "  Ye  Mariners 
of  England,"  "Lochiel's  Warning,"  "Hohenlinden,"  "O'Connor's  Child," 
"  The  Battle  of  the  Baltic,"  "  The  Soldier's  Dream,"  "Lord  Ullin's  Daughter."] 

Seer  — 

Lochiel,  Lochiel,  beware  of  the  day 
When  the  Lowlands  shall  meet  thee  in  battle  array ! 
For  a  field  of  the  dead  rushes  red  on  my  sight, 
And  the  clans  of  Culloden  are  scattered  in  fight : 
They  rally,  they  bleed,  for  their  kingdom  and  crown, 
Woe,  woe  to  the  riders  that  trample  them  down  ! 
Proud  Cumberland  prances,  insulting  the  slain. 
And  their  hoof-beaten  bosoms  are  trod  to  the  plain. 
But  hark !  through  the  fast-flashing  lightning  of  war, 
What  steed  to  the  desert  flies  frantic  and  far  ? 
'Tis  thine,  0  Glenullin !  whose  bride  shall  await, 
Like  a  love-lighted  watchfire,  all  night  at  the  gate. 
A  steed  comes  at  morning :  no  rider  is  there ; 
But  its  bridle  is  red  with  the  sign  of  despair ! 
Weep,  Albin !  to  death  and  captivity  led ! 
Oh,  weep !  but  thy  tears  cannot  number  the  dead ; 
For  a  merciless  sword  on  Culloden  shall  wave  — 
Cvdloden,  that  reeks  with  the  blood  of  the  brave ! 

Lochiel  — 

Go  preach  to  the  coward,  thou  death-telling  seer ! 
Or,  if  gory  Culloden  so  dreadful  appear, 
Draw,  dotard,  around  thy  old  wavering  sight. 
This  mantle,  to  cover  the  phantoms  of  fright ! 

Seer  — 

Ha !  laugh'st  thou,  Lochiel,  my  vision  to  scorn  ? 
Proud  bird  of  the  mountain,  thy  plume  shall  be  torn ! 
Say,  rushed  the  bold  eagle  exultingly  forth 
From  his  home  in  the  dark-rolling  clouds  of  the  North  ? 
Lo !  the  death  shot  of  foemen  outspeeding,  he  rode 
Companionless,  bearing  destruction  abroad  j 
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But  dowu  let  him  stoop,  from  his  havoc  on  high ! 
Ah !  home  let  him  speed,  —  for  the  spoiler  is  nigh. 
Why  flames  the  far  summit?     Why  shoot  to  the  blast 
Those  embers,  like  stars  from  the  firmament  cast  ? 
'Tis  the  fire  shower  of  ruin,  all  dreadfully  driven 
From  his  eyrie,  that  beacons  the  darkness  of  heaven. 

0  crested  Lochiel  I  the  peerless  in  might, 
Whose  banners  arise  on  the  battlements'  height, 
Heaven's  fire  is  around  thee,  to  blast  and  to  burn  ; 
Keturn  to  thy  dwelling !  all  lonely  return ! 

For  the  blackness  of  ashes  shall  mark  where  it  stood, 
And  a  wild  mother  scream  o'er  her  famishing  brood ! 

Lochiel  — 

False  wizard,  avaunt !  I  have  marshaled  my  clan. 
Their  swords  are  a  thousand,  —  their  bosoms  are  one ! 
They  are  true  to  the  last  of  their  blood  and  their  breath, 
And  like  reapers  descend  to  the  harvest  of  death. 
Then  welcome  be  Cumberland's  steed  to  the  shock  I 
Let  him  dash  his  proud  foam  like  a  wave  on  the  rock ! 
But  woe  to  his  kindred,  and  woe  to  his  cause, 
When  Albin  her  claymore  indignantly  draws ! 
When  her  bonneted  chieftains  to  victory  crowd, 
Clanranald  the  dauntless,  and  jNIoray  the  proud, 
All  plaided  and  plumed  in  their  tartan  array  — 

Seer  — 
Lochiel !  Lochiel  1  beware  of  the  day  ! 
For  dark  and  despairing,  my  sight  I  may  seal, 
But  man  cannot  cover  what  God  would  reveal. 
'Tis  the  sunset  of  life  gives  me  mystical  lore, 
And  coming  events  cast  their  shadows  before. 

1  tell  thee,  Culloden's  dread  echoes  shall  ring 

With  the  bloodhounds  that  bark  for  thy  fugitive  king. 

Lo !  anointed  by  heaven  with  the  vials  of  wrath. 

Behold,  where  he  flies  on  his  desolate  path ! 

Now  in  darkness  and  billows  he  sweeps  from  my  sight ; 

Rise !  rise !  ye  wild  tempests,  and  cover  his  flight !  — 

'Tis  finished.     Their  thunders  are  hushed  on  the  moors,  — 

CuUoden  is  lost,  and  ray  country  deplores. 

But  where  is  the  iron-bound  prisoner  ?     Where  ? 

For  the  red  eye  of  battle  is  shut  in  despair. 

Say,  mounts  he  the  ocean  wave,  banished,  forlorn. 

Like  a  limb  from  his  country  cast  bleeding  and  torn  ? 

Ah  I  no ;  for  a  darker  departure  is  near ; 

The  war  drum  is  muffled,  and  black  is  the  bier; 
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His  deatli  bell  is  tolling ;  0  mercy,  dispel 
Yon  sight,  that  it  freezes  my  spirit  to  tell ! 
Life  flatters,  convulsed,  in  his  quivering  limbs, 
And  his  blood-streaming  nostril  in  agony  swims ! 
Accursed  be  the  fagots  that  blaze  at  his  feet. 
Where  his  heart  shall  be  thrown,  ere  it  ceases  to  beat, 
With  the  smoke  of  its  ashes  to  poison  the  gale — 
Locliiel — 

Down,  soothless  insulter !     I  trust  not  the  tale ! 

For  never  shall  Albin  a  destiny  meet 

So  black  with  dishonor,  so  foul  with  retreat. 

Though  my  perishing  ranks  should  be  strewed  in  their  gore, 

Like  ocean  weeds  heaped  on  the  surf-beaten  shore, 

Lochiel,  untainted  by  flight  or  by  chains, 

While  the  kindling  of  life  in  his  bosom  remains. 

Shall  victor  exult,  or  in  death  be  laid  low. 

With  his  back  to  the  field,  and  his  feet  to  the  foe ! 

And,  leaving  in  battle  no  blot  on  his  name. 

Look  proudly  to  heaven  from  the  deathbed  of  fame ! 


THE  TRIAL   OF  EUGENE   ARAM. 

By  BULWER-LYTTON. 

[Edward  George  Earle  Lytton-Bulwer,  later  Lord  Lytton,  English 
novelist,  playwright,  and  poet,  was  born  in  Norfolk  in  1803.  He  graduated  at 
Trinity  College,  Cambridge  ;  became  a  member  of  Parliament  for  many  years, 
colonial  secretary  1858-1859 ;  was  editor  of  the  New  Monthly  Magazine  1831-1833  ; 
elected  lord  rector  of  Glasgow  University  1856  ;  died  January  18,  1873.  His  novels 
include  (among  many  others)  :  "Pelham,"  "Paul  Clifford,"  "Eugene  Aram," 
"The  Last  Days  of  Pompeii,"  "  Rienzi,"  "Ernest  Maltravers,"  "Alice,  or  the 
Mysteries,"  "Zanoni,"  "The  Caxtons,  "My  Novel,"  "Kenelm  Chillingly,"  and 
"The  Coming  Race";  his  plays,  the  permanent  favorites  "Richelieu,"  "Money," 
and  "  The  Lady  of  Lyons"  ;  his  poems,  the  satirical  "New  Timon,"  and  trans- 
lations of  Schiller's  ballads. 

A  THOUGHT  comes  over  us,  sometimes,  in  our  career  of 
pleasure,  or  the  troubled  exultation  of  our  ambitious  pursuits  : 
a  thought  comes  over  us,  like  a  cloud,  —  that  around  us  and 
about  us  Deatli  —  Shame  —  Crime  —  Despair,  are  busy  at  their 
work.  I  have  read  som.evi^here  of  an  enchanted  land,  where  the 
inmates  walked  along  voluptuous  gardens,  and  built  palaces, 
and  heard  music,  and  made  merry  :  while  around  and  within 
the  land,  were  deep  caverns,  where  the  gnomes  and  the  fiends 
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dwelt :  and  ever  and  anon  their  groans  and  laughter,  and  the 
sounds  of  their  unutterable  toils,  or  ghastly  revels,  traveled  to 
the  upper  air,  mixing  in  an  awful  strangeness  with  the  summer 
festivity  and  buoyant  occupation  of  those  above.  And  this  is 
the  picture  of  human  life  !  These  reflections  of  the  madden- 
ing disparities  of  the  world  are  dark,  but  salutary  :  — 

They  wrap  our  thoughts  at  banquets  in  the  shroud ; 

but  we  are  seldom  sadder  without  being  also  wiser  men  I 

The  third  of  August,  1759,  rose  bright,  calm,  and  clear  ;  it 
was  the  morning  of  the  trial  ;  and  when  Ellinor  stole  into  her 
sister's  room,  she  found  Madeline  sitting  before  the  glass,  and 
braiding  her  rich  locks  with  an  evident  attention  and  care. 

"  I  wish,"  said  she,  "  that  you  had  pleased  me  by  dressing 
as  for  a  holiday.  See,  I  am  going  to  wear  the  dress  I  was  to 
have  been  married  in." 

Ellinor  shuddered  ;  for  what  is  more  appalling  than  to  find 
the  signs  of  gayety  accompanying  the  reality  of  anguish ! 

"  Yes,"  continued  Madeline,  with  a  smile  of  inexj^ressible 
sweetness,  "  a  little  reflection  will  convince  you  that  this  day 
ought  not  to  be  one  of  mourning.  It  was  the  suspense  that  has 
so  worn  out  our  hearts.  If  he  is  acquitted,  as  we  all  believe 
and  trust,  think  how  appropriate  wdll  be  the  outward  seeming 
of  our  joy !  If  not,  why,  I  shall  go  before  him  to  our  marriage 
home,  and  in  marriage  garments.  Ay,"  she  added,  after  a 
moment's  pause,  and  with  a  much  more  grave,  settled,  and 
intense  expression  of  voice  and  countenance  —  "ay;  do  you 
remember  how  Eugene  once  told  us,  that  if  we  went  at  noon- 
day to  the  bottom  of  a  deep  pit,  we  should  be  able  to  see  the 
stars,  which  on  the  level  ground  are  invisible  ?  Even  so,  from 
the  depths  of  grief  —  worn,  wretched,  seared,  and  dying  —  the 
blessed  apparitions  and  tokens  of  heaven  make  themselves 
visible  to  our  eyes.  And  I  know  —  I  have  seen  —  I  feel  here," 
pressing  her  hand  on  her  heart,  "  that  my  course  is  run  ;  a  few 
sands  only  are  left  in  the  glass.  Let  us  waste  them  bravely. 
Stay,  Ellinor  !  You  see  these  poor  withered  rose  leaves  :  Eu- 
gene gave  them  to  me  the  day  before  —  before  that  fixed  for 
our  marriage.  I  shall  w^ear  them  to-day,  as  I  would  have  worn 
them  on  the  wedding  day.  When  he  gathered  the  poor  flower, 
how  fresh  it  was  ;  and  I  kissed  off  the  dew  :  now  see  it  I  But 
come,  come  ;  this  is  trifling  :  we  must  not  be  late.  Help  me, 
22 
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Nell,  help  me  :  come,  bustle,  quick,  quick  !  Nay,  be  not  so 
slovenly  ;  I  told  you  I  would  be  dressed  with  care  to-day." 

And  when  Madeline  was  dressed,  though  the  robe  sat  loose 
and  in  large  folds  over  her  shrunken  form,  yet,  as  she  stood 
erect,  and  looked  with  a  smile  that  saddened  Ellinor  more  than 
tears  at  her  image  in  the  glass,  perhaps  her  beauty  never 
seemed  of  a  more  striking  and  lofty  character,  —  she  looked, 
indeed,  a  bride,  but  the  bride  of  no  earthly  nuptials.  Pres- 
ently they  heard  an  irresolute  and  trembling  step  at  the  door, 
and  Lester,  knocking,  asked  if  they  were  prepared. 

"  Come  in,  father,"  said  Madeline,  in  a  calm  and  even  cheer- 
ful voice  ;  and  the  old  man  entered. 

He  cast  a  silent  glance  over  Madeline's  white  dress,  and 
then  at  his  own,  which  was  deep  mourning  :  the  glance  said 
volumes,  and  its  meaning  was  not  marred  by  words  from  any 
one  of  the  three. 

"  Yes,  father,"  said  Madeline,  breaking  the  pause,  —  "  we  are 
all  ready.     Is  the  carriage  here  ?  " 

"  It  is  at  the  door,  my  child." 

"  Come,  then,  Ellinor,  come  !  "  and  leaning  on  her  arm, 
Madeline  walked  towards  the  door.  When  she  got  to  the 
threshold,  she  paused,  and  looked  round  the  room. 

"  What  is  it  you  Avant  ?  "  asked  Ellinor. 

"  I  was  but  bidding  all  here  farewell,"  replied  Madeline,  in  a 
soft  and  touching  voice.  "  And  now  before  we  leave  the  house, 
father,  —  sister,  one  word  with  you  ;  you  have  ever  been  very, 
very  kind  to  me,  and  most  of  all  in  this  bitter  trial,  when  I 
must  have  taxed  your  patience  sadly  —  for  I  know  all  is  not 
right  here  (touching  her  forehead),  —  I  cannot  go  forth  this  day 
without  thanking  you.  Ellinor,  my  dearest  friend  —  my  fond- 
est sister — my  playmate  in  gladness  —  my  comforter  in  grief  — 
my  nurse  in  sickness,  —  since  we  were  little  children,  we  have 
talked  together,  and  laughed  together,  and  wept  together,  and 
though  we  knew  all  the  thoughts  of  each  other,  we  have  never 
known  one  thought  that  we  would  have  concealed  from  God  ! 
and  now  we  are  going  to  part  !  —  do  not  stop  me,  it  must  be  so, 
I  know  it.  But,  after  a  little  while  may  you  be  happy  again  ; 
not  so  buoyant  as  you  have  been  —  that  can  never  be,  but  still 
happy !  You  are  formed  for  love  and  home,  and  for  those  ties 
you  once  thought  would  be  mine.  God  grant  that  /may  have 
suffered  for  us  both,  and  that  tv  hen  we  meet  hereafter  you  may 
tell  me  i/ou  have  been  happy  here  ! 
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"But  yon,  father,"  added  Madeline,  tearing  herself  from 
the  neck  of  her  weeping  sister,  and  sinking  on  her  knees  before 
Lester,  who  leaned  against  tlie  wall  convulsed  with  his  emo- 
tions, and  covering  his  face  with  his  hands — "but  you, — what 
can  I  say  to  youf  You,  who  have  never,  —  no,  not  in  my  first 
childhood,  said  one  harsh  word  to  me  —  who  have  sunk  all  a 
father's  authority  in  a  father's  love,  —  how  can  I  say  all  that 
I  feel  for  you  ?  —  the  grateful,  overflowing  (painful,  yet  oh, 
how  sweet !  )  remembrances  which  crowd  around  and  suffocate 
me  now?  The  time  will  come  when  Ellinor  and  Ellinor's  chil- 
dren must  be  all  in  all  to  you — when  of  3'our  poor  Madeline 
nothing  will  be  left  but  a  memory  ;  but  they,  they  will  watch 
on  you  and  tend  you,  and  protect  3'Our  gray  hairs  from  sorrow, 
as  I  might  once  have  hoped  I  also  was  fated  to  do." 

"  My  child  !  my  child !  you  break  my  heart !  "  faltered  forth 
at  last  the  poor  old  man,  who  till  now  had  in  vain  endeavored 
to  speak. 

"  Give  me  your  blessing,  dear  father,"  said  Madeline,  her- 
self overcome  by  her  feelings.  "  Put  your  hand  on  ni}^  head  and 
bless  me  —  and  say,  that  if  I  have  ever  unconsciously  given 
you  a  moment's  pain,  I  am  forgiven  I  " 

"  Forgiven  !  "  repeated  Lester,  raising  his  daughter  with 
weak  and  trembling  arms,  as  his  tears  fell  fast  upon  her  cheek  : 
"  never  did  I  feel  what  an  angel  had  sat  beside  my  hearth  till 
now !  But  be  comforted  —  be  cheered.  What  if  heaven  had 
reserved  its  crowning  mercy  till  this  day,  and  Eugene  be 
amongst  us,  free,  acquitted,  triumphant  before  the  night !  " 

"  Ha  !  "  said  Madeline,  as  if  suddenly  roused  by  the  thought 
into  new  life  :  —  "  ha !  let  us  hasten  to  find  your  words  true. 
Yes!  yes!  —  if  it  should  be  so  —  if  it  should.  And,"  added 
she  in  a  hollow  voice  (the  enthusiasm  checked),  "if  it  were  not 
for  my  dreams,  1  might  believe  it  would  be  so:  — but  —  come 
—  I  am  ready  now !  " 

The  carriage  went  slowly  through  the  crowd  that  the  fame 
of  the  approaching  trial  had  gathered  along  the  streets,  but  the 
blinds  were  drawn  down,  and  the  father  and  daughter  escaped 
that  worst  of  tortures,  the  curious  gaze  of  strangers  on  distress. 
Places  had  been  kept  for  them  in  court,  and  as  they  left  the 
carriage  and  entered  the  fatal  spot,  the  venerable  figure  of 
Lester,  and  the  trembling  and  veiled  forms  that  clung  to  him, 
arrested  all  eyes.  They  at  length  gained  their  seats,  and  it 
was   not  long  before  a  bustle  in  the  court  drew  off  attention 
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from  them.  A  buzz,  a  murmur,  a  movement,  a  dread  pause! 
Houseman  was  first  arraigned  on  his  former  indictment,  ac- 
quitted, and  admitted  evidence  against  Aram,  who  was  there- 
upon arraigned.  The  prisoner  stood  at  the  bar !  Madeline 
gasped  for  breath,  and  clung,  with  a  convulsive  motion,  to  her 
sister's  arm.  But  presently,  with  a  long  sigh,  she  recovered 
her  self-possession,  and  sat  quiet  and  silent,  fixing  her  eyes 
upon  Aram's  countenance  ;  and  the  aspect  of  that  countenance 
was  well  calculated  to  sustain  her  courage,  and  to  mingle  a  sort 
of  exulting  pride  with  all  the  strained  and  fearful  acuteness  of 
her  sympathy.  Something,  indeed,  of  what  he  had  suffered 
was  visible  in  the  prisoner's  features ;  the  lines  around  the 
mouth,  in  which  mental  anxiety  generally  most  deeply  writes 
its  traces,  were  grown  marked  and  furrowed  ;  gray  hairs  were 
here  and  there  scattered  amongst  the  rich  and  long  luxuriance 
of  the  dark  brown  locks,  and  as,  before  his  imprisonment,  he 
had  seemed  considerably  younger  than  he  was,  so  now  time 
had  atoned  for  its  past  delay,  and  he  might  have  appeared  to 
have  told  more  years  than  had  really  gone  over  his  head ;  but 
the  remarkable  light  and  beauty  of  his  eye  was  undimmed  as 
ever,  and  still  the  broad  expanse  of  his  forehead  retained  its 
unwrinkled  surface  and  striking  expression  of  calmness  and 
majesty.  High,  self-collected,  serene,  and  undaunted,  he 
looked  upon  the  crowd,  the  scene,  the  judge,  before  and  around 
him ;  and,  even  on  those  who  believed  him  guilty,  that  invol- 
untary and  irresistible  respect  which  moral  firmness  always 
produces  on  the  mind,  forced  an  unwilling  interest  in  his  fate, 
and  even  a  reluctant  hope  of  his  acquittal. 

Houseman  was  called  upon.  No  one  could  regard  his  face 
without  a  certain  mistrust  and  inward  shudder.  In  men  prone 
to  cruelty,  it  has  generally  been  remarked  that  there  is  an  ani- 
mal expression  strongly  prevalent  in  the  countenance.  The 
murderer  and  the  lustful  man  are  often  alike  in  the  physical 
structure.  The  bull  throat,  the  thick  lips,  the  receding  fore- 
head, the  fierce,  restlCoS  eye,  which  some  one  or  other  says 
reminds  you  of  the  buffalo  in  the  instant  before  he  becomes 
dangerous,  are  the  outward  tokens  of  the  natural  animal  un- 
softened,  unenlightened,  unredeemed,  consulting  only  the  im- 
mediate desires  of  his  nature,  whatever  be  the  passion  (lust  or 
revenge)  to  which  they  prompt.  And  this  animal  expression, 
the  witness  of  his  character,  was  especially  stamped  upon 
Houseman's  rugged  and  harsh  features,  rendered,  if  possible, 
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still  more  remarkable  at  that  time  by  a  mixture  of  sulleuness 
and  timidity.  The  conviction  that  his  own  life  was  saved 
could  not  prevent  remorse  at  his  treachery  in  accusing  his 
comrade  —  a  confused  principle  of  honor  of  which  villains  are 
the  most  susceptible  when  every  other  honest  sentiment  has 
deserted  them. 

With  a  low,  choked,  and  sometimes  a  faltering  tone,  House- 
man deposed  that,  in  the  night  between  the  7th  and  8tli  of 
January,  1744-5,  some  time  before  eleven  o'clock,  he  went  to 
Aram's  house  ;  that  they  conversed  on  different  matters ;  that 
he  stayed  there  about  an  hour ;  that  some  three  hours  after- 
wards he  passed,  in  company  with  Clarke,  by  Aram's  house, 
and  Aram  was  outside  the  door,  as  if  he  were  about  to  return 
home  ;  that  Aram  invited  them  both  to  come  in  ;  that  they  did 
so  ;  that  Clarke,  who  intended  to  leave  the  town  before  day- 
break, in  order,  it  was  acknowledged,  to  make  secretly  away 
with  certain  property  in  his  possession,  was  about  to  quit  the 
house,  when  Aram  proposed  to  accompany  him  out  of  the  town  ; 
that  he  (Aram)  and  Houseman  then  went  forth  with  Clarke ; 
that  when  they  came  into  the  field  where  St.  Robert's  Cave  is, 
Aram  and  Clarke  went  into  it,  over  the  hedge,  and  when  they 
came  within  six  or  eight  yards  of  the  cave,  he  saw  them  quar- 
reling ;  that  he  saw  Aram  strike  Clarke  several  times,  upon 
which  Clarke  fell,  and  he  never  saw  him  rise  again ;  that  he 
saw  no  instrument  Aram  had,  and  knew  not  that  he  had  any ; 
that  upon  this,  without  any  interposition  or  alarm,  he  left  them 
and  returned  home  ;  that  the  next  morning  he  went  to  Aram's 
house,  and  asked  what  business  he  had  with  Clarke  last  night, 
and  what  he  had  done  with  him?  Aram  replied  not  to  this 
question ;  but  threatened  him,  if  he  spoke  of  his  being  in 
Clarke's  company  that  night ;  vowing  revenge,  either  by  him- 
self or  some  other  person,  if  he  mentioned  anything  relating 
to  the  aft'air.     This  was  the  sum  of  Houseman's  evidence. 

A  Mr.  Beckwith  was  next  called,  who  deposed  that  Aram's 
garden  had  been  searched,  owing  to  a  vague  suspicion  that  lie 
might  have  been  an  accomplice  in  the  frauds  of  Clarke  ;  that 
some  parts  of  clothing,  and  also  some  pieces  of  cambric  which 
he  had  sold  to  Clarke  a  little  while  before,  Avere  found  there. 

The  third  witness  was  the  watchman,  Thomas  Barnet,  who 
deposed,  that  before  midnight  (it  might  be  a  little  after  eleven) 
he  saw  a  person  come  out  from  Aram's  house,  who  had  a  Avide 
coat  on,  with  the  cape  about  his  head,  and  seemed  to  shim  him  ; 
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whereupon  he  went  up  to  him,  and  put  by  the  cape  of  his  great- 
coat, and  perceived  it  to  be  Richard  Houseman.  He  contented 
himself  with  wishing  him  good  night. 

The  officers  who  executed  the  warrant  then  gave  their  evi- 
dence as  to  the  arrest,  and  dwelt  on  some  expressions  dropped 
by  Aram  before  he  arrived  at  Knaresborough,  which,  however, 
were  felt  to  be  wholly  unimportant.  ^" 

After  this  evidence  there  was  a  short  pause  :  and  then  a 
shiver,  —  that  recoil  and  tremor  which  men  feel  at  any  exposi- 
tion of  the  relics  of  the  dead,  —  ran  through  the  court ;  for  the 
next  witness  was  mute  —  it  was  the  skull  of  the  deceased  !  On 
the  left  side  there  was  a  fracture,  that  from  the  nature  of  it 
seemed  as  it  could  only  have  been  made  by  the  stroke  of  some 
blunt  instrument.  The  piece  was  broken,  and  could  not  be 
replaced  but  from  within. 

The  surgeon,  Mr.  Locock,  who  produced  it,  gave  it  as  his 
opinion  that  no  such  breach  could  proceed  from  natural  decay — 
that  it  was  not  a  recent  fracture,  by  the  instrument  with  which 
it  was  dug  up,  but  seemed  to  be  of  many  years'  standing. 

This  made  the  chief  part  of  the  evidence  against  Aram  ; 
the  minor  points  we  have  omitted,  and  also  such  as,  like  that  of 
Aram's  hostess,  would  merely  have  repeated  what  the  reader 
knew  before. 

And  now  closed  the  criminatory  evidence  —  and  now  the 
prisoner  was  asked  the  thrilling  and  awful  question,  "  What 
he  had  to  say  in  his  own  behalf  ?  "  Till  now,  Aram  had  not 
changed  his  posture  or  his  countenance  ;  his  dark  and  piercing 
eye  had  for  one  instant  fixed  on  each  witness  that  appeared 
against  him,  and  then  dropped  its  gaze  upon  the  ground.  But 
at  this  moment,  a  faint  hectic  flushed  his  cheek,  and  he  seemed 
to  gather  and  knit  himself  up  for  defense.  He  glanced  round 
the  court  as  if  to  see  what  had  been  the  impression  created 
against  him.  His  eye  rested  on  the  gray  locks  of  Rowland 
Lester,  who,  looking  down,  had  covered  his  face  with  his  hands. 
But  beside  that  venerable  form  was  the  still  and  marble  face 
of  Madeline ;  and  even  at  that  distance  from  him,  Aram  per- 
ceived how  intent  was  the  hushed  suspense  of  her  emotions. 
But  when  she  caught  his  eye  —  that  eye  which,  even  at  such  a 
moment,  beamed  unutterable  love,  pity,  regret  for  her  —  a 
wild,  a  convulsive  smile  of  encouragement,  of  anticipated 
triumph,  broke  the  reiDOse  of  her  colorless  features,  and  sud- 
denly dying  away,  left  her  lips  anart,  in  that  expression  which 
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the  great  masters  of  old,  faithful  to  nature,  give  alike  to  the 
struggle  of  hope  and  tlie  pause  of  terror. 

"My  lord,"  began  Aram,  in  that  remarkable  defense  still 
extant,  and  still  considered  as  wholly  unequaled  from  the  lips 
of  one  defending  his  own  cause  :  "  ^ly  lord,  I  know  not  Avhether 
it  is  of  right,  or  through  some  indulgence  of  your  lordship, 
that  I  am  allowed  the  liberty  at  this  bar,  and  at  this  time,  to 
attempt  a  defense,  incapable  and  uninstructed  as  I  am  to  speak. 
Since,  while  I  see  so  many  eyes  upon  me,  so  numerous  and 
awful  a  concourse,  fixed  with  attention,  and  filled  with  I  know 
not  what  expectancy,  I  labor,  not  with  guilt,  my  lord,  but  with 
perplexity.  For,  having  never  seen  a  court  but  this,  being 
wholly  unacquainted  with  law,  the  customs  of  the  bar,  and  all 
judiciary  proceedings,  I  fear  I  shall  be  so  little  capable  of 
speaking  with  propriety,  that  it  might  reasonably  be  expected 
to  exceed  my  hope,  should  I  be  able  to  speak  at  all. 

"I  have  heard,  my  lord,  the  indictment  read,  wherein  I 
find  myself  charged  with  the  highest  of  human  crimes.  You 
will  grant  me,  then,  your  patience,  if  I,  single  and  unskillful, 
destitute  of  friends,  and  unassisted  by  counsel,  attempt  some- 
thing, perhaps,  like  argument,  in  my  defense.  What  I  have 
to  say  will  be  but  short,  and  that  brevity  may  be  the  best  part 
of  it. 

"  My  lord,  the  tenor  of  my  life  contradicts  this  indictment. 
Who  can  look  back  over  what  is  known  of  my  former  years, 
and  charge  me  with  one  vice  —  one  offense  ?  No  !  I  concerted 
not  schemes  of  fraud  —  projected  no  violence  —  injured  no 
man's  projDerty  or  person.  My  days  were  honestly  laborious 
—  my  nights  intensely  studious.  This  egotism  is  not  presump- 
tuous—  is  not  unreasonable.  What  man,  after  a  temperate  use 
of  life,  a  series  of  thinking  and  acting  regularly,  without  one 
single  deviation  from  a  sober  and  even  tenor  of  conduct,  ever 
plunged  into  the  depth  of  crime  precipitately,  and  at  once  ? 
Mankind  are  not  instantaneously  corrupted.  Villainy  is  always 
progressive.  We  decline  from  right  —  not  suddenly,  but  step 
after  step. 

"  If  my  life  in  general  contradicts  the  indictment,  my  health, 
at  that  time  in  particular,  contradicts  it  more.  A  little  time 
before,  I  had  been  confined  to  my  bed  —  I  had  suffered  under 
a  long  and  severe  disorder.  The  distemper  left  me  but  slov/ly, 
and  in  part.  So  far  from  being  well  at  the  time  I  was  cliarged 
with  this  fact,  I  never,  to  this  day,  perfectly  recovered.     Could 
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a  person  in  this  condition  execute  violence  against  another  ?  — ■ 
I,  feeble  and  valetudinary,  with  no  inducement  to  engage  —  no 
ability  to  accomplish  —  no  weapon  wherewith  to  perpetrate 
such  a  fact,  —  without  interest,  without  power,  without  motives, 
without  means ! 

"  My  lord,  Clarke  disappeared ;  true :  but  is  that  a  proof 
of  his  death?  The  fallibility  of  all  conclusions  of  such  a  sort, 
from  such  a  circumstance,  is  too  obvious  to  require  instances. 
One  instance  is  before  you :  this  very  castle  affords  it. 

"In  June,  1757,  William  Thompson,  amidst  all  the  vigi- 
lance of  this  place,'  in  open  daylight,  and  double-ironed,  made 
his  escape,  notwithstanding  an  immediate  inquiry  set  on  foot ; 
notwithstanding  all  advertisements,  all  search,  he  was  never 
seen  or  heard  of  since.  If  this  man  escaped  unseen,  through 
all  these  difficulties,  how  easy  for  Clarke,  v/hom  no  difficulties 
opposed !  Yet  what  would  be  thought  of  a  prosecution  com- 
menced against  any  one  seen  last  with  Thompson  ? 

"  These  bones  are  discovered  !  Where  ?  Of  all  places  in 
the  world,  can  we  think  of  any  one,  except,  indeed,  the  church- 
yard, where  there  is  so  great  a  certainty  of  finding  human 
bones,  as  a  hermitage  ?  In  time  past  the  hermitage  was  a  place, 
not  only  of  religious  retirement,  but  of  burial.  And  it  has 
scarce,  or  never,  been  heard  of,  but  that  every  cell  now  known 
contains  or  contained  these  relics  of  humanity  ;  some  mutilated 
—  some  entire  !  Give  me  leave  to  remind  your  lordship,  that 
here  sat  solitaey  sanctity,  and  here  the  hermit  and  the 
anchorite  hoped  that  repose  for  their  bones  when  dead,  they 
here  enjoyed  when  living.  I  glance  over  a  few  of  the  many 
evidences  that  these  cells  were  used  as  repositories  of  the  dead, 
and  enumerate  a  few  of  the  many  caves  similar  in  origin  to  St. 
Robert's,  in  which  human  bones  had  been  found."  Here  the 
prisoner  instanced,  with  remarkable  felicity,  several  places  in 
which  bones  had  been  found,  under  circumstances,  and  in  spots, 
analogous  to  those  in  point.  And  the  reader,  who  will  remem- 
ber that  it  is  the  great  principle  of  the  law,  that  no  man  can  be 
condemned  for  murder,  unless  the  remains  of  the  deceased  be 
found,  will  perceive  at  once  how  important  this  point  was  to 
the  prisoner's  defense.  After  concluding  his  instances  with  two 
facts,  of  skeletons  found  in  fields  in  the  vicinity  of  Knaresbor- 
ough,  he  burst  forth  :  — 

"  Is,  then,  the  invention  of  those  bones  forgotten  or  indus- 
triously concealed,  that  the  discovery  of  these  in  question  may 
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appear  the  more  extraordinary?  Extraordinary  —  yet  how 
common  an  event!  Every  place  conceals  such  remains.  In 
fields  —  in  hills  —  in  highway  sides  —  on  wastes  —  on  commons, 
lie  frequent  and  unsuspected  bones.  And  mark  — no  example, 
perhaps,  occurs  of  more  than  one  skeleton  being  found  in  one 
cell.  Here  you  find  but  one,  agreeable  to  the  peculiarity  of 
every  known  cell  in  Britain.  Had  tivo  skeletons  been  dis- 
covered, then  alone  might  the  fact  have  seemed  suspicious  and 
uncommon.  What  !  Have  we  forgotten  how  difficult,  as  in 
the  case  of  Perkin  Warbec,  and  Lambert  Symnell,  it  has  been 
sometimes  to  identify  the  living ;  and  shall  we  now  assign  per- 
sonality to  bones  —  bones  which  may  belong  to  either  sex? 
How  know  you  that  this  is  even  the  skeleton  of  a  man  ?  But 
another  skeleton  was  discovered  by  some  laborer.  Was  not 
that  skeleton  averred  to  be  Clarke's,  full  as  confidentlv  as 
this  ?  ^ 

"My  lord,  my  lord  — must  some  of  the  living  be  made 
answerable  for  all  the  bones  that  earth  has  concealed,  and 
chance  exposed  ?  The  skull  that  has  been  produced  has  been 
declared  fractured.  But  who  can  surely  tell  whether  it  was 
the  cause  or  the  consequence  of  death?  In  May,  1732,  the 
remains  of  William  Lord  Archbishop  of  this  province  were 
taken  up  by  permission  of  their  cathedral ;  the  bones  of  the 
skull  were  found  broken,  as  these  are  :  yet  he  died  by  no 
violence  !  —  by  no  blow  that  could  have  caused  that  fracture. 
Let  it  be  considered  how  easily  the  fracture  on  the  skull  pro- 
duced is  accounted  for.  At  the  dissolution  of  religious  houses, 
the  ravages  of  the  times  affected  both  the  living  and  the  dead. 
In  search  after  imaginary  treasures,  coffins  were  broken,  graves 
and  vaults  dug  open,  monuments  ransacked,  shrines  demol- 
ished ;  Parliament  itself  was  called  in  to  restrain  these  viola- 
tions. And  now,  are  the  depredations,  the  iniquities,  of  those 
times  to  be  visited  on  this  ?  But  here,  above  all,  was  a  castle 
vigorously  besieged ;  every  spot  around  was  the  scene  of  a 
sally,  a  conflict,  a  flight,  a  pursuit.  Where  the  slaughtered 
fell,  there  were  they  buried.  What  place  is  not  burial  earth 
m  war  ?  How  many  bones  must  still  remain  in  the  vicinity 
of  that  siege,  for  futurity  to  discover  !  Can  you,  then,  with 
so  many  probable  circumstances,  choose  the  one  least  probable  ? 
Can  you  impute  to  the  living  what  zeal  in  its  fury  may  have 
done ;  what  nature  may  have  taken  off  and  piety  interred  ; 
or  what  war  alone  may  have  destroyed,  alone  deposited  ? 
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"  And  now,  glance  over  the  circumstantial  evidence  —  how 
wreak — how  frail  !  I  almost  scorn  to  allude  to  it.  I  will  not 
condescend  to  divell  upon  it.  The  witness  of  one  man, — 
arraigned  himself  !  Is  there  no  chance  that,  to  save  his  own 
life,  he  might  conspire  against  mine  ? —  no  chance  that  he  might 
have  committed  this  murder,  if  murder  hath  indeed  been  done  ? 
that  conscience  betrayed  to  his  first  exclamation  ?  that  craft 
suggested  his  throwing  that  guilt  on  me,  to  the  knowledge 
of  which  he  had  unwittingly  confessed?  He  declares  that 
he  saw  me  strike  Clarke  —  that  he  saw  him  fall ;  yet  he  utters 
no  cry,  no  reproof.  He  calls  for  no  aid ;  he  returns  quietly 
home  ;  he  declares  that  he  knows  not  what  became  of  the 
body,  yet  he  tells  where  the  body  is  laid.  He  declares  that 
he  went  straight  home,  and  alone  ;  yet  the  woman  with  whom 
I  lodged  deposes  that  Houseman  and  I  returned  to  my  house 
in  company  together  ;  what  evidence  is  this  ?  and  from  whom 
does  it  come  ?  ask  yourselves.  As  for  the  rest  of  the  evidence, 
what  does  it  amount  to  ?  The  watchman  sees  Houseman  leave 
my  house  at  night.  What  more  probable  —  but  what  less  con- 
nected with  the  murder,  real  or  supposed,  of  Clarke  ?  Some 
pieces  of  clothing  are  found  buried  in  my  garden;  but  how 
can  it  be  shown  that  they  belonged  to  Clarke?  Who  can 
swear  to  —  who  can  prove  anything  so  vague  ?  And  if  found 
there,  even  if  belonging  to  Clarke,  what  proof  that  they  were 
there  deposited  by  me?  How  likely  that  the  real  criminal 
may,  in  the  dead  of  night,  have  preferred  any  spot,  rather  than 
that  round  his  own  home,  to  conceal  the  evidence  of  his  crime  ? 

"How  impotent  such  evidence  as  this  !  and  how  poor,  how 
precarious,  even  the  strongest  of  mere  circumstantial  evidence 
invariably  is !  Let  it  rise  to  probability,  to  the  strongest 
degree  of  probability ;  it  is  but  probability  still.  Recollect 
the  case  of  the  two  Harrisons,  recorded  by  Dr.  Howell ;  both 
suffered  on  circumstantial  evidence  on  account  of  the  disap- 
pearance of  a  man  who,  like  Clarke,  contracted  debts,  borrowed 
money,  and  went  off  unseen.  And  this  man  returned  several 
years  after  their  execution.  Why  remind  you  of  Jacques  du 
Moulin,  in  the  reign  of  Charles  the  Second?  —  why  of  the 
unhappy  Coleman,  convicted,  though  afterwards  found  inno- 
cent, and  whose  children  perished  for  want,  because  the  world 
believed  the  father  guilty?  Why  should  I  mention  the  per- 
jury of  Smith,  who,  admitted  king's  evidence,  screened  himself 
by  accusing  Fainloth  and  Loveday  of  the  murder  of  Dunn? 
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The  first  was  executed,  the  second  was  about  to  share  the  same 
fate,  when  the  perjury  of  Smith  was  iucontrovertibly  proved. 

"  And  now,  my  lord,  having  endeavored  to  show  that  the 
whole  of  this  charge  is  altogether  repugnant  to  every  part  of 
my  life  ;  that  it  is  inconsistent  with  my  condition  of  health 
about  that  time  ;  that  no  rational  inference  of  the  death  of  a 
person  can  be  drawn  from  his  disappearance  ;  that  hermitages 
were  the  constant  repositories  of  the  bones  of  the  recluse  ; 
that  the  proofs  of  these  are  well  authenticated  ;  that  the  revo- 
lution in  religion,  or  the  fortunes  of  war,  have  mangled  or 
buried  the  dead ;  that  the  strongest  circumstantial  evidence  is 
often  lamentably  fallacious  ;  that  in  my  case,  that  evidence,  so 
far  from  being  strong,  is  weak,  disconnected,  contradictory,  — 
what  remains  ?  A  conclusion,  perhaps,  no  less  reasonably  than 
impatiently  wished  for.  I,  at  last,  after  nearly  a  year's  con- 
finement, equal  to  either  fortune,  intrust  myself  to  the  candor, 
the  justice,  the  humanity  of  your  lordship,  and  to  j'ours,  my 
countrymen,  gentlemen  of  the  jury." 

The  prisoner  ceased ;  and  the  painful  and  choking  sensa- 
tions of  sympathy,  compassion,  regret,  admiration,  all  uniting, 
all  mellowing  into  one  fearful  hope  for  his  acquittal,  made 
themselves  felt  through  the  crowded  court. 

In  two  persons  only  an  uneasy  sentiment  remained  —  a 
sentiment  that  the  prisoner  had  not  completed  that  which 
they  would  have  asked  from  him.  The  one  was  Lester ;  he 
had  expected  a  more  warm,  a  more  earnest,  though,  perhaps, 
a  less  ingenious  and  artful  defense.  He  had  exjjected  Aram 
to  dwell  far  more  on  the  improbable  and  contradictory  evi- 
dence of  Houseman ;  and  above  all,  to  have  explained  away 
all  that  was  still  left  unaccounted  for  in  his  acquaintance  with 
Clarke  (as  w'e  will  still  call  the  deceased),  and  the  allegation 
that  he  had  gone  out  with  him  on  the  fatal  night  of  the  dis- 
appearance of  the  latter.  At  every  word  of  the  prisoner's 
defense,  he  had  waited  almost  breathlessly,  in  the  hope  that 
the  next  sentence  would  begin  an  explanation  or  a  denial  on 
this  point ;  and  when  Aram  ceased,  a  chill,  a  depression,  a  dis- 
appointment, remained  vaguely  on  his  mind.  Yet  so  lightly 
and  so  haughtily  had  Aram  approached  and  glanced  over  the 
immediate  evidence  of  the  witnesses  against  him,  that  his 
silence  here  might  have  been  but  the  natural  result  of  a  dis- 
dain that  belonged  essentially  to  his  calm  and  proud  charac- 
ter.    The  other  person  we  referred  to.  and  whom  his  defense 
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had  not  impressed  with,  a  belief  in  its  truth,  equal  to  an  ad- 
miration for  its  skill,  was  one  far  more  important  in  deciding 
the  prisoner's  fate  —  it  was  the  judge  ! 

But  Madeline  —  alas  !  alas  !  how  sanguine  is  a  woman's 
heart,  when  the  innocence,  the  fate,  of  the  one  she  loves  is 
concerned  !  —  a  radiant  flush  broke  over  a  face  so  colorless 
before ;  and  with  a  joyous  look,  a  kindled  eye,  a  lofty  brow, 
she  turned  to  Ellinor,  pressed  her  hand  in  silence,  and  once 
more  gave  up  her  whole  soul  to  the  dread  procedure  of  the 
court. 

The  judge  now  began.  It  is  greatly  to  be  regretted  that 
we  have  no  minute  and  detailed  memorial  of  the  trial,  except 
only  the  prisoner's  defense.  The  summing  up  of  the  judge 
was  considered  at  that  time  scarcely  less  remarkable  than  the 
speech  of  the  prisoner.  He  stated  the  evidence  with  peculiar 
care  and  at  great  length  to  the  jury.  He  observed  how  the 
testimony  of  the  other  deponents  confirmed  that  of  House- 
man ;  and  then,  touching  on  the  contradictory  parts  of  the 
latter,  he  made  them  understand  how  natural,  how  inevitable, 
was  some  such  contradiction  in  a  witness  who  had  not  only 
to  give  evidence  against  another,  but  to  refrain  from  crimi- 
nating himself.  There  could  be  no  doubt  but  that  House- 
man was  an  accomplice  in  the  crime  ;  and  all  therefore  that 
seemed  improbable  in  his  giving  no  alarm  when  the  deed  was 
done,  etc.,  etc.,  was  easily  rendered  natural  and  reconcilable 
with  the  other  parts  of  his  evidence.  Commenting  then  on 
the  defense  of  the  prisoner  (who,  as  if  disdaining  to  rely  on 
aught  save  his  own  genius  or  his  own  innocence,  had  called 
no  witnesses,  as  he  had  employed  no  counsel),  and  eulogizing 
its  eloquence  and  art,  till  he  destroyed  their  effect,  by  guard- 
ing the  jury  against  that  impression  which  eloquence  and  art 
produce  in  defiance  of  simple  fact,  he  contended  that  Aram 
had  yet  alleged  nothing  to  invalidate  the  positive  evidence 
against  him. 

I  have  often  heard,  from  men  accustomed  to  courts  of  law, 
that  nothing  is  more  marvelous  than  the  sudden  change  in  the 
mind  of  a  jury,  which  the  summing  up  of  the  judge  can  pro- 
duce ;  and  in  the  present  instance  it  was  like  magic.  That 
fatal  look  of  a  common  intelligence,  of  a  common  assent,  was 
exchanged  among  the  doomers  of  the  prisoner's  life  and  death 
as  the  judge  concluded. 
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They  found  the  prisoner  guilty. 

♦  *****♦ 

The  judge  drew  on  the  bhick  cap. 

******* 

Aram  received  his  sentence  in  profound  composure.  Be- 
fore he  left  the  bar,  he  drew  himself  up  to  his  full  height,  and 
looked  slowly  around  the  court  with  that  thrilling  and  almost 
sublime  unmovedness  of  aspect,  which  belonged  to  him  alone 
of  all  men,  and  which  was  rendered  yet  more  impressive  by 
a  smile  —  slight  but  eloquent  beyond  all  words  —  of  a  soul 
collected  in  itself:  no  forced  and  convulsive  effort  vainly 
masking  the  terror  or  the  pang  ;  no  mockery  of  self  that  would 
mimic  contempt  for  others,  but  more  in  majesty  than  bitterness  ; 
rather  as  daring  fate  than  defying  the  judgment  of  others  ; 
rather  as  if  he  wrapped  himself  in  the  independence  of  a  quiet, 
than  the  disdain  of  a  despairing,  heart ! 

The  Death  . — The  Prison. — An  Interview. — Its  Result. 

"...  Lay  her  i'  the  earth  ; 
And  from  her  fair  and  unpoHuted  flesh 
May  violets  spring. 

***** 
See  in  my  heart  there  was  a  kind  of  fighting 
That  would  not  let  me  sleep."  —  Hamlet. 

"Bear  with  me  a  little  longer,"  said  Madeline;  "I  shall  be 
well,  quite  well,  presently." 

Ellinor  let  down  the  carriage  window  to  admit  the  air  ;  and 
she  took  the  occasion  to  tell  the  coachman  to  drive  faster. 
There  was  that  change  in  Madeline's  voice  which  alarmed  her. 

"  How  noble  was  his  look  !  you  saw  him  smile  !  "  continued 
Madeline,  talking  to  herself  :  "  And  they  will  murder  him  after 
all.  Let  me  see ;  this  day  week,  ay,  ere  this  day  week,  we  shall 
meet  again." 

"  Faster  ;  for  God's  sake,  Ellinor,  tell  them  to  drive  faster  !  " 
cried  Lester,  as  he  felt  the  form  that  leaned  on  his  bosom 
wax  heavier  and  heavier.  They  sped  on  ;  the  house  was  in 
sight ;  that  lonely  and  cheerless  house  ;  not  their  sweet  home 
at  Grassdale,  with  the  ivy  round  its  porch,  and  the  quiet  church 
behind  !  The  sun  was  setting  slowly,  and  Ellinor  drew  the 
blind  to  shade  the  glare  from  her  sister's  eye. 
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Madeline  felt  tlie  kindness,  and  smiled.  Ellinor  wiped  her 
eyes,  and  tried  to  smile  again.  The  carriage  stopped,  and 
Madeline  Avas  lifted  out ;  she  stood,  supported  by  her  father 
and  Ellinor,  for  a  moment  on  the  threshold.  She  looked  on 
the  golden  sun  and  the  gentle  earth,  and  the  little  motes 
dancing  in  the  western  ray  ;  all  was  steeped  in  quiet,  and  full 
of  the  peace  and  tranquillity  of  the  pastoral  life !  "  No,  no," 
she  muttered,  grasping  her  father's  hand.  "  How  is  this  ?  this 
is  not  his  hand  !  Ah,  no,  no  ;  I  am  not  with  him  !  Father," 
she  added,  in  a  louder  and  deeper  voice,  rising  from  his  breast, 
and  standing  alone  and  unaided,  —  "father,  bury  this  little 
packet  with  me,  they  are  his  letters  ;  do  not  break  the  seal, 
and  —  and  tell  him  that  I  never  felt  how  deeply  I  —  loved  him 
—  till  all  —  the  world  —  had  —  deserted  him  ! " 

She  uttered  a  faint  cry  of  pain,  and  fell  at  once  to  the 
ground ;  she  lived  a  few  hours  longer,  but  never  made  speech 
or  sign,  or  evinced  token  of  life  but  its  breath,  which  died  at 
last  gradually  —  imperceptibly  —  away. 

On  the  following  evening  Walter  obtained  entrance  to 
Aram's  cell  :  that  morning  the  prisoner  had  seen  Lester ;  that 
morning  he  had  heard  of  Madeline's  death.  He  had  shed  no 
tear ;  he  had,  in  the  affecting  language  of  Scripture,  "  turned 
his  face  to  the  wall "  ;  none  had  seen  his  emotions  ;  yet  Lester 
felt  in  that  bitter  interview  that  his  daughter  was  duly 
mourned. 

Aram  did  not  lift  his  eyes  when  Walter  was  admitted,  and 
the  young  man  stood  almost  at  his  knee  before  he  perceived 
him.  Aram  then  looked  up,  and  they  gazed  on  each  other  for 
a  moment,  but  without  speaking,  till  Walter  said  in  a  hollow 
voice :  — 

"  Eugene  Aram  !  " 

"Ay!" 

"  Madeline  Lester  is  no  more." 

"  I  have  heard  it  !  I  am  reconciled.  Better  now  than 
later." 

"  Aram  I  "  said  Walter,  in  a  tone  trembling  with  emotion, 
and  passionately  clasping  his  hands,  "  I  entreat,  I  implore  you, 
at  this  awful  time,  if  it  be  within  your  power,  to  lift  from  my 
heart  a  load  that  weighs  it  to  the  dust,  that,  if  left  there,  will 
make  me  through  life  a  crushed  and  miserable  man  :  I  implore 
you,  in  the  name  of  common  humanity,  by  your  hopes  of  heaven, 
to  remove  it !     The  time  now  has  irrevocably  passed,  when  your 
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denial  or  your  confession  could  alter  your  doom  ;  your  daj^s  are 
numbered  ;  there  is  no  hope  of  reprieve  :  I  implore  you,  then, 
if  you  were  led  —  I  will  not  ask  how,  or  wherefore  —  to  the 
execution  of  the  crime  for  the  charge  of  which  you  die,  to  say, 
—  to  whisper  to  me  but  one  word  of  confession,  and  I,  the  sole 
child  of  the  murdered  man,  will  forgive  you  from  the  bottom 
of  my  soul," 

Walter  paused,  unable  to  proceed. 

Aram's  brow  worked  ;  he  turned  aside ;  he  made  no  answer  ; 
his  head  dropped  on  his  bosom,  and  his  eyes  were  unmovedly 
fixed  on  the  earth. 

"  Reflect,"  continued  Walter,  recovering  himself,  —  "  reflect ! 
I  have  been  the  involuntary  instrument  in  bringing  you  to  this 
awful  fate,  —  in  destroying  the  happiness  of  my  own  house, — 
in  —  in  —  in  breaking  the  heart  of  the  woman  whom  I  adored 
even  as  a  boy.  If  you  be  innocent,  what  a  dreadful  remem- 
brance is  left  to  me !  Be  merciful,  Aram  I  be  merciful :  and 
if  this  deed  was  done  by  your  hand,  say  to  me  but  one  word 
to  remove  the  terrible  uncertainty  that  now  harrows  up  my 
being.  What  now  is  earth,  is  man,  is  opinion,  to  you  ?  God 
only  now  can  judge  you.  The  eye  of  God  reads  your  heart 
while  I  speak  ;  and,  in  the  awful  hour  when  eternity  opens  to 
you,  if  the  guilt  has  been  indeed  committed,  think,  —  oh,  think 
how  much  lighter  will  be  your  offense  if,  by  vanquishing  the 
stubborn  heart,  you  can  relieve  a  human  being  from  a  doubt 
that  otherwise  will  make  the  curse  —  the  horror  of  an  existence. 
Aram,  Aram,  if  the  father's  death  came  from  you,  shall  the  life 
of  the  son  be  made  a  burden  to  him  through  you  also  ?  " 

"What  would  you  have  of  me?  Speak  !  "  said  Aram,  but 
without  lifting  his  face  from  his  breast. 

"Much  of  your  nature  belies  this  crime.  You  are  wise, 
calm,  beneficent  to  the  distressed.  Revenge,  passion,  —  nay, 
the  sharp  pangs  of  hunger,  may  have  urged  you  to  one  criminal 
deed :  but  your  soul  is  not  wholly  hardened :  nay,  I  think  I 
can  so  far  trust  you,  that  if  at  this  dread  moment — the  clay  of 
Madeline  Lester  scarce  yet  cold,  woe  busy  and  softening  at 
your  breast,  and  the  son  of  the  murdered  dead  before  you ;  if 
at  this  moment  you  can  lay  your  hand  on  your  heart,  and  say, 
'  Before  God,  and  at  peril  of  my  soul,  I  am  innocent  of  this 
deed,'  I  will  depart,  —  I  will  believe  you,  and  bear,  as  bear  I 
may,  the  reflection,  tliat  I  have  been  one  of  the  unconscious 
agents  in  condemning:  to  a  fearful  death  an  innocent  man  !     If 
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innocent  in  this  —  how  good,  how  perfect,  in  all  else  I  But,  if 
you  cannot  at  so  dark  a  crisis  take  that  oath,  —  then  !  oh  then  ! 
be  just  —  be  generous,  even  in  guilt,  and  let  me  not  be  haunted 
throughout  life  by  the  specter  of  a  ghastly  and  restless  doubt ! 
Speak  I  oh,  speak  I  " 

Well,  well  may  we  judge  how  crushing  must  have  been  that 
doubt  in  the  breast  of  one  naturally  bold  and  fiery,  when  it 
thus  humbled  the  very  son  of  the  murdered  man  to  forget 
wrath  and  vengeance,  and  descend  to  prayer  !  But  Walter  had 
heard  the  defense  of  Aram ;  he  had  marked  his  mien  ;  not 
once  in  that  trial  had  he  taken  his  eyes  from  the  prisoner,  and 
he  had  felt,  like  a  bolt  of  ice  through  his  heart,  that  the  sen- 
tence passed  on  the  accused,  Ms  judgment  could  not  have 
passed !  How  dreadful  must,  then,  have  been  the  state  of  his 
mind  when,  repairing  to  Lester's  house,  he  found  it  the  house 
of  death  —  the  pure,  the  beautiful  spirit  gone  —  the  father 
mourning  for  his  child,  and  not  to  be  comforted — and  Ellinor  ? 
No  !  scenes  like  these,  thoughts  like  these,  pluck  the  pride  from 
a  man's  heart ! 

"  Walter  Lester !  "  said  Aram,  after  a  pause,  but  raising 
his  head  with  dignity,  though  on  the  features  there  was  but 
one  expression,  woe,  unutterable  woe,  —  "  Walter  Lester,  I  had 
thought  to  quit  life  with  my  tale  untold;  but  you  have  not 
appealed  to  me  in  vain  !  I  tear  the  self  from  my  heart !  I 
renounce  the  last  haughty  dream  in  which  I  wrapt  myself  from 
the  ills  around  me.  You  shall  learn  all  and  judge  accordingly. 
But  to  your  ear  the  tale  can  scarce  be  told :  the  son  cannot 
hear  in  silence  that  which,  unless  I  too  unjustly,  too  wholly 
condemn  myself,  I  must  say  of  the  dead !  But  time,"  contin- 
ued Aram,  mutteringly,  and  with  his  eyes  on  vacancy,  "  time 
does  not  press  too  fast.  Better  let  the  hand  speak  than  the 
tongue :  yes  ;  the  day  of  execution  is  —  ay,  ay  —  two  days  yet 
to  it  —  to-morrow?  no  !  Young  man,"  he  said  abruptly,  turn- 
ing to  Walter,  "  on  the  day  after  to-morrow,  about  seven  in  the 
evening  —  the  eve  before  that  morn  fated  to  be  my  last  —  come 
to  me.  At  that  time  I  will  place  in  your  hands  a  paper  con- 
taining the  whole  history  that  connects  myself  with  your  father. 
On  the  word  of  a  man  on  the  brink  of  another  world,  no  truth 
that  imports  your  interest  therein  shall  be  omitted.  But  read 
it  not  till  I  am  no  more  ;  and  when  read,  confide  the  tale  to 
none  till  Lester's  gray  hairs  have  gone  to  the  grave.  This 
swear  !  'tis  an  oath  difficult  perhaps  to  ^^ep,  but " 
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"  As  my  Redeemer  lives,  I  will  sv>'ear  to  both  conditions  !  " 
cried  Walter,  with  a  solemn  fervor.  "But  tell  me  now,  at 
least "' 

"Ask  me  no  more  !  "  interrupted  Aram,  in  his  turn.  "The 
time  is  near  when  you  will  know  all !  Tarry  that  time,  and 
leave  me  !     Yes,  leave  me  now  —  at  once  —  leave  me  !  " 

To  dwell  lingeringly  over  those  passages  which  excite  pain 
without  satisfying  curiosity  is  scarcely  the  duty  of  the  drama, 
or  of  that  province  even  nobler  than  the  drama ;  for  it  requires 
minuter  care  —  indulges  in  more  complete  description  —  yields 
to  more  elaborate  investigation  of  motives  —  commands  a 
greater  variety  of  cliords  in  the  human  heart  —  to  which,  with 
poor  and  feeble  power  for  so  high,  yet  so  ill-appreciated,  a  task 
we  now,  not  irreverently  if  rashly,  aspire  I 

We  glance  not  around  us  at  the  chamber  of  death  —  at  the 
broken  heart  of  Lester  —  at  the  twofold  agony  of  his  surviving 
child — the  agony  which  mourns  and  yet  seeks  to  console  an- 
other —  the  mixed  emotions  of  Walter,  in  which  an  unsleeping 
eagerness  to  learn  the  fearful  all  formed  the  main  part  —  the 
solitary  cell  and  solitary  heart  of  the  convicted  —  we  glance  not 
at  these  ;  we  pass  at  once  to  the  evening  in  which  Aram  again 
saw  V/alter  Lester,  and  for  the  last  time. 

"  You  are  come,  punctual  to  tlie  hour,"  said  he,  in  a  low, 
clear  voice  :  "  I  have  not  forgotten  my  word  ;  the  fulfillment  of 
that  promise  has  been  a  victory  over  myself  which  no  man  can 
appreciate  :  but  I  owed  it  to  you.  I  have  discharged  the  debt. 
Enough  !  I  have  done  more  than  I  at  first  purposed.  I  have 
extended  my  narration,  but  superficially  in  some  parts,  over  my 
life  ;  that  prolixity,  perhaps,  I  owed  to  myself.  Remember  your 
promise  :  this  seal  is  not  broken  till  the  pulse  is  stilled  in  the 
hand  which  now  gives  you  these  papers !  " 

Walter  renewed  his  oath,  and  Aram,  pausing  for  a  moment, 
continued  in  an  altered  and  softening  voice  :  — 

"  Be  kind  to  Lester  :  soothe,  console  him  ;  never  by  a  hint 
let  him  think  otherwise  of  me  than  he  does.  For  his  sake  more 
than  mine  I  ask  this.  Venerable,  kind  old  man  !  the  warmth 
of  human  affection  has  rarely  glowed  for  me.  To  the  few  who 
loved  me,  how  deeply  I  have  repaid  the  love  !  But  these  are 
not  words  to  pass  between  you  and  me.  Farewell !  Yet,  be- 
fore we  part,  say  this  much  :  whatever  I  liave  revealed  in  this 
confession  —  whatever  has  been  my  wrong  to  you,  or  whatever 
(a  less  offcjise)  the  language  I  have  now,  justifying  myself,  used 
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to  —  to  your  father  —  say,  that  you  grant  me  that  pardon  which 
one  man  may  grant  another." 

*'  Fully,  cordially,"  said  Walter. 

"  In  the  day  that  for  you  brings  the  death  that  to-morrow 
awaits  me,"  said  Aram,  in  a  deep  tone,  "  be  that  forgiveness 
accorded  to  yourself !  Farewell.  In  that  untried  variety  of 
being  which  spreads  beyond  us,  who  knows  but,  that  in  our 
several  progress  from  grade  to  grade,  and  world  to  world.,  our 
souls,  though  in  far  distant  ages,  may  meet  again  !  —  one  dim 
and  shadowy  memory  of  this  hour  the  link  between  us :  fare- 
well —  farewell  I  " 

For  the  reader's  interest  we  think  it  better  (and  certainly  it 
is  more  immediately  in  the  due  course  of  narrative,  if  not  of 
actual  events)  to  lay  at  once  before  him  the  confession  that 
Aram  placed  in  Walter's  hands,  without  waiting  till  that  time 
when  Walter  himself  broke  the  seal  of  a  confession,  —  not  of 
deeds  alone,  but  of  thoughts  how  wild  and  entangled  —  of  feel- 
inors  how  strange  and  dark  —  of  a  starred  soul  that  had  wandered 
from  how  proud  an  orbit,  to  what  perturbed  and  unholy  regions 
of  night  and  chaos !  For  me,  I  have  not  sought  to  derive  the 
reader's  interest  from  the  vulgar  sources  that  such  a  tale  might 
have  afforded ;  I  have  suffered  him,  almost  from  the  beginning, 
to  pierce  into  Aram's  secret ;  and  I  have  prepared  him  for  that 
guilt,  with  which  other  narrators  of  this  story  might  have  only- 
sought  to  surprise. 

The  Confession;  and  the  Fate. 

"  In  winter's  tedious  nights,  sit  by  the  fire 
With  good  old  folks,  and  let  them  tell  thee  tales 
Of  woeful  ages  long  ago  betid  : 
And  ere  thou  bid  good  night,  to  quit  their  grief, 
Tell  them  the  lamentable  fall  of  me." — Bichard  IT. 

"  I  was  born  at  Rarasgill,  a  little  village  in  Netherdale.  My 
family  had  originally  been  of  some  rank ;  they  were  formerly 
lords  of  the  town  of  Aram,  on  tlie  southern  banks  of  the  Tees. 
But  time  had  humbled  these  pretensions  to  consideration, 
though  they  were  still  fondly  cherished  by  the  inheritors  of  an 
ancient  name,  and  idle  but  haughty  recollections.  My  father 
resided  on  a  small  farm,  and  was  especially  skillful  in  horticul- 
ture, a  taste  I  derived  from  him.  When  I  was  about  thirteen, 
the  deep  and  intense  passion  that  has  made  the  demon  of  my 
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life  first  stirred  palpably  within  me.  I  had  always  been,  from 
my  cradle,  of  a  solitary  disposition,  and  inclined  to  reverie  and 
musing ;  these  traits  of  character  heralded  the  love  that  now 
seized  me  —  the  love  of  knowledge.  Opportunity  or  accident 
first  directed  my  attention  to  the  abstruser  sciences.  I  pored 
my  soul  over  that  noble  study,  which  is  the  best  foundation  of 
all  true  discovery  ',  and  the  success  I  met  with  soon  turned 
my  pursuits  into  more  alluring  channels.  History,  poetry, — 
the  mastery  of  the  past,  and  the  spell  that  admits  us  into  the 
visionary  world,  took  the  place  which  lines  and  numbers  had 
done  before.  I  became  gradually  more  and  more  rapt  and  soli- 
tary in  my  habits ;  knowledge  assumed  a  yet  more  lovely  and 
bewitching  character,  and  every  day  the  passion  to  attain  it 
increased  upon  me;  I  do  not  —  I  have  not  now  the  heart  to 
do  it — enlarge  upon  what  I  acquired  without  assistance,  and 
with  labor  sweet  in  proportion  to  its  intensity.  The  world, 
the  creation,  all  things  that  lived,  moved,  and  were,  became  to 
me  objects  contributing  to  one  passionate,  and,  I  fancied,  one 
exalted  end.  I  suffered  the  lowlier  pleasures  of  life,  and  the 
charms  of  its  more  common  ties,  to  glide  away  from  me  un- 
tasted  and  unfelt.  As  you  read,  in  the  East,  of  men  remaining 
motionless  for  days  together,  with  their  eyes  fixed  upon  the 
heavens,  my  mind,  absorbed  in  the  contemplation  of  the  things 
above  its  reach,  had  no  sight  of  what  passed  around.  My  par- 
ents died,  and  I  was  an  orphan.  I  had  no  home  and  no  wealth  ; 
but  wherever  the  field  contained  a  flower,  or  the  heavens  a  star, 
there  was  matter  of  thought,  and  food  for  delight,  to  me.  I 
wandered  alone  for  months  together,  seldom  sleeping  but  in 
the  open  air,  and  shunning  the  human  form  as  that  part  of 
God's  works  from  which  I  could  learn  the  least.  I  came  to 
Knaresbro' :  the  beauty  of  the  country,  a  facility  in  acquiring 
books  from  a  neighboring  library  that  was  open  to  me,  made 
me  resolve  to  settle  there.  And  now,  new  desires  opened  upon 
me  with  new  stores  :  I  became  haunted  with  the  ambition  to 
enlighten  and  instruct  my  race.  At  first,  I  had  loved  knowl- 
edge solely  for  itself :  I  now  saw  afar  an  object  grander  than 
knowledge.  To  what  end,  said  I,  are  these  labors  ?  Why  do 
I  feed  a  lamp  which  consumes  itself  in  a  desert  place?  Why 
do  I  heap  up  riches,  without  asking  who  shall  gather  them  ? 
I  was  restless  and  discontented.  What  could  I  do?  I  was 
friendless ;  I  was  strange  to  my  kind ;  I  saw  my  desires 
checked  when  their  aim  was  at  the  highest ;  all  that  was  aspir- 
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ing  in  my  hopes,  and  ardent  in  my  nature,  was  cramped  and 
chilled.  I  exhausted  the  learning  within  my  reach.  Where, 
with  my  appetite  excited,  not  slaked,  was  I,  destitute  and 
penniless,  to  search  for  more  ?  My  abilities,  by  bowing  them 
to  the  lowliest  tasks,  but  kept  me  from  famine :  was  this  to  be 
my  lot  forever  ?  And  all  the  while  I  was  thus  grinding  down 
my  soul  in  order  to  satisfy  the  vile  physical  wants,  what  golden 
hours,  what  glorious  advantages,  what  openings  into  new 
heavens  of  science,  what  chances  of  illuminating  mankind  were 
forever  lost  to  me  !  Sometimes,  when  the  young,  to  whom  I 
taught  some  homely  elements  of  knowledge,  came  around  me  ; 
when  they  looked  me  in  the  face  with  their  laughing  eyes  ; 
when,  for  they  all  loved  me,  they  told  me  their  little  pleasures 
and  their  petty  sorrows,  I  have  wished  that  I  could  have  gone 
back  again  into  childhood,  and,  becoming  as  one  of  them, 
entered  into  that  heaven  of  quiet  which  was  denied  me  now. 
Yet  it  was  more  often  with  an  indignant  than  a  sorrowful  spirit 
that  I  looked  upon  my  lot.  For,  there  lay  my  life  imprisoned 
in  penury  as  in  the  walls  of  a  jail ;  Heaven  smiled  and  earth 
blossomed  around,  but  how  scale  the  stern  barriers  ?  —  how 
steal  through  the  inexorable  gate  ?  True,  that  by  bodily  labor 
I  could  give  food  to  the  body  —  to  starve  by  such  labor  the 
craving  wants  of  the  mind.  Beg  I  could  not.  When  ever 
lived  the  real  student,  the  true  minister  and  priest  of  Knowl- 
edge, who  was  not  filled  with  the  lofty  sense  of  the  dignity  of 
his  calling  ?  Was  I  to  show  the  sores  of  my  pride,  and  strip 
my  heart  from  its  clothing,  and  ask  the  dull  fools  of  wealth 
not  to  let  a  scholar  starve  ?  No  !  —  he  whom  the  vilest  poverty 
ever  stooped  to  this,  may  be  the  quack,  but  never  the  true  dis- 
ciple, of  Learning.  What  did  I  then  ?  I  devoted  the  mean- 
est part  of  my  knowledge  to  the  procuring  the  bare  means  of 
life,  and  the  knowledge  that  pierced  to  the  depths  of  earth, 
and  numbered  the  stars  of  heaven  —  why,  that  was  valueless 
in  the  market ! 

"  In  Knaresbro',  at  this  time,  I  met  a  distant  relation,  Richard 
Houseman.  Sometimes  in  our  walks  we  encountered  each  other  ; 
for  he  sought  me,  and  I  could  not  always  avoid  him.  He  was 
a  man  like  myself,  born  to  poverty,  yet  he  had  always  enjoyed 
what  to  him  was  wealth.  This  seemed  a  mystery  to  me  ;  and 
when  we  met,  we  sometimes  conversed  upon  it.  '  You  are  poor, 
with  all  your  wisdom,'  said  he.  '  I  know  nothing,  but  I  am 
never  poor.     Why  is  this  ?     The  world  is  my  treasury.     I  live 
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upon  my  kind.     Society  is  my  foe.     La^YS  order  me  to  starve 
but  self-preservation  is  an  instinct  more  sacred  than  society,  and 
more  imperious  than  laws.' 

"The  audacity  of  his  discourse  revolted  me.  At  first  I 
turned  away  in  disgust;  then  I  stood  and  heard  —  to  ponder 
and  inquire.  Notliing  so  tasks  the  man  of  books  as  his  first 
blundering  guess  at  the  problems  of  a  guilty  heart!  Houseman 
had  been  a  soldier  ;  he  had  seen  the  greatest  part  of  Europe  ; 
he  possessed  a  strong,  shrewd  sense  ;  he  was  a  villain,  —  but 
a  villain  bold,  adroit,  and  not  then  thoroughly  unredeemed. 
Trouble  seized  me  as  I  heard  him,  and  the  shadow  of  his  life 
stretched  farther  and  darker  over  the  wilderness  of  mine. 
When  Houseman  asked  me,  '  What  law  befriended  the  man 
without  money  ?  —  to  what  end  I  had  cultivated  my  mind  ?  — 
or  what  good  the  voice  of  knowledge  could  effect  while  Poverty 
forbade  it  to  be  heard  ? '  the  answer  died  upon  m}^  lips.  Then 
I  sought  to  escape  from  these  terrible  doubts.  I  plunged  again 
into  my  books.  I  called  upon  ni}'-  intellect  to  defend,  —  and  my 
intellect  betrayed  me.  For  suddenly  as  I  pored  over  my  scanty 
books,  a  gigantic  discovery  in  science  gleamed  across  me.  I  saw 
the  means  of  effecting  a  vast  benefit  to  truth  and  to  man — of 
adding  a  new  conquest  to  that  only  empire  which  no  fate  can 
overthrow,  and  no  time  wear  away.  And  in  this  discovery  I 
was  stopped  by  the  total  inadequacy  of  my  means.  The  books 
and  implements  I  required  were  not  within  my  reach  ;  a  hand- 
ful of  gold  would  buy  them ;  I  had  not  wherewithal  to  buy 
bread  for  the  morrow's  meal  !  In  my  solitude  and  misery  this 
discovery  haunted  me  like  a  visible  form  ;  it  smiled  upon  me  — 
a  fiend  that  took  the  aspect  of  beauty  ;  it  wooed  me  to  its 
charms  that  it  might  lure  my  soul  into  its  fangs.  I  heard  it 
murmur,  '  One  bold  deed  and  I  am  thine  !  Wilt  thou  lie  down 
in  the  ditch  and  die  the  dog's  death,  or  hazard  thy  life  for  the 
means  that  may  serve  and  illumine  the  world?  Shrinkest  tliou 
from  men's  laws,  though  the  laws  bid  thee  rot  on  their  out- 
skirts ?  Is  it  not  for  the  service  of  man  that  thou  shouldst  for 
once  break  the  law  on  behalf  of  that  knowledge  from  which  all 
laws  take  their  source  ?  If  thou  wrongest  the  one,  thou  shalt 
repay  it  in  boons  to  the  million.  For  the  ill  of  an  hour  thou 
shalt  give  a  blessing  to  ages  I '  So  spoke  to  me  the  tempter. 
And  one  day,  when  the  tempter  spoke  loudest,  Houseman  met 
me,  accompanied  by  a  stranger  who  had  just  visited  our  town, 
for  what  purpose  you  know  already.     His   name  —  supposed 
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name  —  was  Clarke.  Man,  I  am  about  to  speak  plainly  of  that 
stranger  —  liis  character  and  his  fate.  And  yet  —  yet  you  are 
his  son  !  I  would  fain  soften  the  coloring ;  but  I  speak  truth 
of  mj^self,  and  I  must  not,  unless  I  would  blacken  my  name  yet 
deeper  than  it  deserves,  varnish  truth  when  I  speak  of  others. 
Houseman  joined  me  and  presented  this  person.  From  the 
first  I  felt  a  dislike  of  the  stranger,  which  indeed  it  was  easy 
to  account  for.  He  was  of  a  careless  and  somewhat  insolent 
manner.  His  countenance  was  impressed  with  the  lines  and 
character  of  a  thousand  vices ;  you  read  in  the  brow  and  eye 
the  history  of  a  sordid  yet  reckless  life.  His  conversation  was 
repellent  to  me  beyond  expression.  He  uttered  the  meanest 
sentiments,  and  he  chuckled  over  them  as  the  maxims  of  a 
superior  sagacity ;  he  avowed  himself  a  knave  upon  system, 
and  upon  the  lowest  scale.  To  overreach,  to  deceive,  to  elude, 
to  shuffle,  to  fawn,  and  to  lie,  were  the  arts  to  which  he  con- 
fessed with  so  naked  and  cold  a  grossness  that  one  perceived 
that  in  the  long  habits  of  debasement  he  was  unconscious  of 
what  was  not  debased.  Houseman  seemed  to  draw  him  out : 
Clarke  told  us  anecdotes  of  his  rascality,  and  the  distresses  to 
which  it  had  brought  him  ;  and  he  finished  by  saying  :  '  Yet  you 
see  me  now  almost  rich,  and  wholly  contented.  I  have  always 
been  the  luckiest  of  human  beings  :  no  matter  what  ill  chances 
to-day,  good  turns  up  to-morrow.  I  confess  that  I  bring  on 
myself  the  ill,  and  Providence  sends  me  the  good.'  We  met 
accidentally  more  than  once,  and  his  conversation  was  always  of 
the  same  strain  —  his  luck  and  his  rascality:  he  had  no  other 
theme,  and  no  other  boast.  And  did  not  this  aid  the  voice  of 
the  tempter  ?  Was  it  not  an  ordination  that  called  upon  men 
to  take  Fortune  in  their  own  hands,  when  Fate  lavished  her 
rewards  on  this  low  and  creeping  thing,  that  could  only  enter 
even  Vice  by  its  sewers  and  alleys  ?  Was  it  worth  while  to  be 
virtuous,  and  look  on,  while  the  bad  seized  upon  the  feast  of 
life  ?  This  man  was  but  moved  by  the  basest  passions,  the 
pettiest  desires :  he  gratified  them,  and  Fate  smiled  upon  his 
daring.  I,  who  had  shut  out  from  my  heart  the  poor  tempta- 
tions of  sense  —  I,  who  fed  only  the  most  glorious  visions,  the 
most  august  desires  —  I  denied  myself  their  fruition,  trembling 
and  spellbound  in  the  cerements  of  human  laws,  without  hope, 
without  reward  —  losing  the  very  powers  of  virtue  because  I 
would  not  stray  into  crime  ! 

"  These  thoughts  fell  on  me  darkly  and  rapidly ;  but  they 
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led  us  yet  to  no  result.  I  saw  nothing  beyond  them.  I  suffered 
niy  indignation  to  gnaw  my  heart,  and  preserved  the  same  calm 
and  serene  demeanor  wliich  had  grown  with  my  growth  of  mind. 
Strange  that  while  I  upbraided  Fate,  I  did  not  cease  to  love 
mankind.  I  coveted  —  what?  the  power  to  serve  them.  I  had 
been  kind  and  loving  to  all  things  from  a  boy  ;  there  was  not  a 
dumb  animal  that  would  not  single  me  from  a  crowd  as  its  pro- 
tector, and  yet  I  was  doomed  —  but  I  must  not  forestall  the 
dread  catastrophe  of  my  life.  In  returning  at  night  to  my 
own  home,  from  my  long  and  solitary  walks,  I  often  passed  the 
house  in  which  Clarke  lodged ;  and  sometimes  I  met  him  reel- 
ing by  the  door,  insulting  all  who  passed  ;  and  yet  their  resent- 
ment was  absorbed  in  their  disgust.  '  And  this  loathsome  and 
groveling  thing,'  said  I  inly, '  squanders  on  low  excesses,  wastes 
upon  outrages  to  society,  that  with  which  I  could  make  my  soul 
as  a  burning  lamp,  that  should  shed  a  light  over  the  world  ! ' 

"  There  was  that  in  the  man's  vices  which  revolted  me  far 
more  than  the  villainy  of  Houseman.  The  latter  had  possessed 
few  advantages  of  education ;  he  descended  to  no  minutiae  of 
sin ;  he  was  a  plain,  blunt,  coarse  wretch,  and  his  sense  threw 
something  respectable  around  his  vices.  But  in  Clarke  you  saw 
the  traces  of  happier  opportunities  ;  of  better  education  ;  it  was 
in  him  not  the  coarseness  of  manner  that  displeased,  it  was  the 
lowness  of  sentiment  that  sickened  me.  Had  Houseman  money 
in  his  purse,  he  would  have  paid  a  debt  and  relieved  a  friend 
from  mere  indifference ;  not  so  the  other.  Had  Clarke  been 
overflowing  with  wealth,  he  would  have  slipped  from  a  creditor 
and  duped  a  friend ;  there  was  a  pitiful  cunning  in  his  nature, 
which  made  him  regard  the  lowest  meanness  as  the  subtlest  wit. 
His  mind,  too,  was  not  only  degraded,  but  broken  by  his  habits 
of  life ;  lie  had  the  laugh  of  the  idiot  at  his  own  debasement. 
Houseman  was  young  ;  he  might  amend  ;  but  Clarke  had  gray 
hairs  and  dim  eyes  ;  was  old  in  constitution,  if  not  years  ;  and 
everything  in  him  was  hopeless  and  confirmed ;  the  leprosy  was 
in  the  system.  Time,  in  this,  has  made  Houseman  what  Clarke 
was  then. 

"One  day,  in  passing  through  the  street,  though  it  was 
broad  noon,  I  encountered  Clarke  in  a  state  of  intoxication, 
and  talking  to  a  crowd  he  had  collected  about  him.  I  sought 
to  pass  in  an  opposite  direction ;  he  would  not  suffer  me ;  he, 
whom  I  sickened  to  touch,  to  see,  threw  himself  in  my  way, 
and  affected  gibe  and  insult,  nay,  even  threat.     But  when  ho 
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came  near,  lie  shrank  before  the  mere  glance  of  my  eye,  and  I 
passed  on,  unheeding  him.  The  insult  galled  me  ;  he  had 
taunted  my  poverty  —  poverty  was  a  favorite  jest  with  him; 
it  galled  me  :  anger  ?  revenge  ?  no  !  tliose  passions  I  had  never 
felt  for  any  man.  I  could  not  rouse  them  for  the  first  time  at 
such  a  cause ;  yet  I  was  lowered  in  my  own  eyes,  I  v/as  stung. 
Poverty !  he  taunt  me  I  I  wandered  from  the  town,  and  paused 
by  the  winding  and  shagged  banks  of  the  river.  It  was  a 
gloomy  winter's  day,  the  waters  rolled  on  black  and  sullen, 
and  the  dry  leaves  rustled  desolately  beneath  my  feet.  Who 
shall  tell  us  that  outward  nature  has  no  effect  upon  our  mood  ? 
All  around  seemed  to  frown  upon  my  lot.  I  read  in  the  face 
of  heaven  and  earth  a  confirmation  of  the  curse  which  man 
hath  set  upon  poverty.  I  leaned  against  a  tree  that  over- 
hung the  waters,  and  suffered  my  thoughts  to  glide  on  in 
the  bitter  silence  of  their  course.  I  heard  my  name  uttered 
—  I  felt  a  hand  on  my  arm,  I  turned,  and  Houseman  was  by 
my  side. 

" '  What !  moralizing  ? '  said  he,  with  his  rude  smile. 

"  I  did  not  answer  him. 

" '  Look,'  said  he,  pointing  to  the  waters, '  where  yonder  fish 
lies  waiting  his  prey,  —  that  prey  his  kind.  Come,  you  have 
read  Nature,  is  it  not  so  universally  ? ' 

"  Still  I  did  not  answer  him. 

" '  They  who  do  not  as  the  rest,'  he  renewed,  '  fulfill  not  the 
object  of  their  existence;  they  seek  to  be  wiser  than  their 
tribe,  and  are  fools  for  their  pains.  Is  it  not  so?  I  am  a 
plain  man  and  would  learn.' 

"  Still  I  did  not  answer. 

" '  You  are  silent,'  said  he  :  '  do  I  offend  you?  ' 

"  '  No  ! ' 

"  '  Now,  then,'  he  continued,  '  strange  as  it  may  seem,  we, 
so  different  in  mind,  are  at  this  moment  alike  in  fortunes.  I 
have  not  a  guinea  in  the  Avide  world  ;  you,  perhaps,  are  equally 
destitute.  But  mark  the  difference.  I,  the  ignorant  man,  ere 
three  days  have  passed,  will  have  filled  my  purse  ;  you,  the 
wise  man,  Avill  be  still  as  poor.  Come,  cast  away  your  wisdom, 
and  do  as  I  do.' 

"'How?' 

" '  Take  from  the  superfluities  of  others  v/hat  your  neces- 
sities crave.  My  horse,  my  pistol,  a  ready  hand,  a  stout  heart, 
these  are  to  me  what  coffers  are  to  others.     There  is  the  chance 
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of  detection  and  of  death  ;  I  allow  it ;  but  is  not  this  chance 
better  than  some  certainties?' 

"  The  tempter  with  the  glorious  face  and  the  demon  fangs 
rose  again  before  me  —  and  spoke  in  the  Robber's  voice. 

" '  Will  you  share  the  danger  and  the  booty  ? '  renewed 
Houseman,  in  a  low  voice. 

"  '  Speak  out,'  said  I ;  '  explain  your  purpose' ! ' 

"  Houseman's  looks  brightened. 

" '  Listen  !  '  said  he  ;  '  Clarke,  despite  his  present  wealth 
lawfully  gained,  is  about  to  purloin  more ;  he  has  converted 
his  legacy  into  jewels  ;  he  has  borrowed  other  jewels  on  false 
pretenses ;  he  intends  to  make  these  also  his  own,  and  to  leave 
the  town  in  the  dead  of  night ;  he  has  confided  to  me  his  pur- 
pose, and  asked  my  aid.  He  and  I,  be  it  known  to  you,  were 
friends  of  old ;  we  have  shared  together  other  dangers  and 
other  spoils.  Now  do  you  guess  my  meaning?  Let  us  ease 
him  of  his  burden  !  I  offer  to  you  the  half ;  share  the  enter- 
prise and  its  fruits.' 

"  I  rose,  I  walked  away,  I  pressed  my  hands  on  my  heart. 
Houseman  saw  the  conflict ;  he  followed  me  ;  he  named  the 
value  of  the  prize  he  proposed  to  gain ;  that  which  he  called 
my  share  placed  all  my  wishes  within  my  reach  !  jueisure, 
independence, — knowledge.  The  sublime  discovery —  the  pos- 
session of  the  glorious  Fiend.  All,  all  within  my  grasp)  — and 
by  a  single  deed  —  no  frauds  oft  repeated  —  no  sins  long  con- 
tinued—  a  single  deed  I  I  breathed  heavily  —  but  the  weight 
still  lay  upon  my  heart.  I  shut  my  eyes  and  shuddered  —  the 
mortal  shuddered,  but  still  the  demon  smiled. 

" '  Give  me  your  hand,'  said  Houseman. 

" 'No,  no,'  I  said,  breaking  away  from  him.  ' I  must  pause 
—  I  must  consider  —  I  do  not  yet  refuse,  but  I  will  not  now 
decide.' 

"  Houseman  pressed,  but  I  persevered  in  my  determination  ; 
he  would  have  threatened  me,  but  my  nature  was  haughtier 
than  his,  and  I  subdued  him.  It  was  agreed  that  he  should 
seek  me  that  night  and  learn  my  choice ;  the  next  night  was 
the  one  on  which  the  robbery  was  to  be  committed.  We  parted  ; 
I  returned  an  altered  man  to  my  home.  Fate  had  woven  her 
mesh  around  me  ;  a  new  incident  had  occurred  Avhich  strength- 
ened the  web  :  there  was  a  poor  girl  whom  I  had  been  accus- 
tomed to  see  in  my  walks.  She  supported  her  family  by  lier 
dexterity  in    making  lace, — a   quiet,  patient-looking,  gentle 
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creature.  Clarke  had,  a  few  days  since,  under  pretense  of  pur- 
chasing lace,  decoyed  her  to  his  house  (when  all  but  himself 
were  from  home),  where  he  used  the  most  brutal  violence 
towards  her.  The  extreme  poverty  of  the  parents  had  enabled 
him  easily  to  persuade  them  to  hush  up  the  matter,  but  some- 
thing of  the  story  got  abroad  ;  the  poor  girl  was  marked  out 
for  that  gossip  and  scandal  which  among  the  very  lowest  classes 
are  as  coarse  in  the  expression  as  malignant  in  the  sentiment ; 
and  in  the  paroxysm  of  shame  and  despair,  the  unfortunate  girl 
had  that  day  destroyed  herself.  This  melancholy  event  wrung 
forth  from  the  parents  the  real  story  :  the  event  and  the  story 
reached  my  ears  in  the  very  hour  in  which  my  mind  was  waver- 
ing to  and  fro.  '  And  it  is  to  such  uses,'  said  the  Tempter, 
'  that  this  man  puts  his  gold  !  ' 

"Houseman  came,  punctual  to  our  dark  appointment.  I 
gave  him  my  hand  in  silence.  The  tragic  end  of  his  victim, 
and  the  indignation  it  caused,  made  Clarke  yet  more  eager  to 
leave  the  town.  He  had  settled  with  Houseman  that  he  would 
abscond  that  very  night,  not  wait  for  the  next,  as  at  first  he  had 
intended.  His  jewels  and  property  were  put  in  a  small  com- 
pass. He  had  arranged  that  he  would,  towards  midnight  or 
later,  quit  his  lodging ;  and  about  a  mile  from  the  town.  House- 
man had  engaged  to  have  a  chaise  in  readiness.  For  this  ser- 
vice Clarke  had  promised  Houseman  a  reward,  with  which  the 
latter  appeared  contented.  It  was  agreed  that  I  should  meet 
Houseman  and  Clarke  at  a  certain  spot  in  their  way  from  the 
town.  Houseman  appeared  at  first  fearful  lest  I  should  relent 
and  waver  in  my  purpose.  It  is  never  so  with  men  whose 
thoughts  are  deep  and  strong.  To  resolve  was  the  arduous 
step  —  once  resolved,  and  I  cast  not  a  look  behind.  Houseman 
left  me  for  the  present.  I  could  not  rest  in  my  chamber.  I 
went  forth  and  walked  about  the  town  :  the  night  deepened  — 
I  saw  the  lights  in  each  house  withdrawn,  one  by  one,  and  at 
length  all  was  hushed :  Silence  and  Sleep  kej^t  court  over  the 
abodes  of  men.  Nature  never  seemed  to  me  to  make  so  dread 
a  pause. 

"  The  moon  came  out,  but  with  a  pale  and  sickly  counte- 
nance. It  was  winter  ;  the  snow,  which  had  been  falling  towards 
eve,  lay  deep  upon  the  ground ;  and  the  frost  seemed  to  lock 
the  universal  nature  into  the  same  dread  tranquillity  which  had 
taken  possession  of  my  soul. 

"  Houseman  was  to  have  come  to  me  at  midnight,  just  be- 
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fore  Clarke  left  bis  liouse,  but  it  was  nearly  two  bours  after 
tbat  time  ere  be  arrived.  ?was  tben  walking  to  and  fro  before 
my  own  door ;  I  saw  tbat  be  was  not  alone,  but  witb  Clarke. 
'  Ha !  '  said  be,  '  tbis  is  fortunate  ;  1  see  you  are  just  going 
home.  You  were  engaged,  I  recollect,  at  some  distance  from 
tbe  town,  and  bave,  I  suppose,  just  returned.  Will  you  admit 
Mr.  Clarke  and  myself  for  a  sbort  time  ?  —  for  to  tell  you  tbe 
trutb,'  said  be,  in  a  lower  voice  —  '  tbe  watcbman  is  about,  and 
we  must  not  be  seen  by  bim  !  I  bave  told  Clarke  tbat  be  may 
trust  you,  —  we  are  relatives !  ' 

"  Clarke,  wbo  seemed  strangely  credulous  and  indifferent, 
considering  tbe  cbaracter  of  bis  associate,  —  but  tbose  wbom 
Fate  destroys  sbe  first  blinds, — made  tbe  same  request  in  a 
careless  tone,  assigning  tbe  same  cause.  Unwillingly,  I  opened 
tbe  door  and  admitted  tbem.  We  went  up  to  my  cbamber. 
Clarke  spoke  witb  tbe  utmost  unconcern  of  tbe  fraud  be  pur- 
posed, and,  witb  a  beartlessness  tbat  made  my  veins  boil,  of 
tbe  poor  wretcb  bis  brutality  bad  destroyed.  Tbey  stayed  for 
nearly  an  bour,  for  tbe  watcbman  remained  some  time  in  tbat 
beat  —  and  tben  Houseman  asked  me  to  accompany  tbem  a  lit- 
tle way  out  of  tbe  town.  Clarke  seconded  tbe  request.  We 
walked  fortb  :  tbe  rest  —  wby  need  I  tell  ?  I  cannot  —  O  God, 
I  cannot !  Houseman  lied  in  tbe  court.  I  did  not  strike  tbe 
blow  —  I  never  designed  a  murder.  Crime  enougb  in  a  rob- 
ber's deed!  He  fell — be  grasped  my  band,  raised  not  to 
strike  but  to  sbield  bim !  Nevermore  bas  tbe  rigbt  band 
cursed  by  tbat  dying  clasp  been  given  in  pledge  of  buman  faitb 
and  friendsbip.  But  tbe  deed  was  done,  and  tbe  robber's 
comrade,  in  tbe  eyes  of  man  and  law,  was  tbe  murderer's 
accomplice. 

"  Houseman  divided  tbe  booty :  my  sbare  be  buried  in  tbe 
eartb,  leaving  me  to  withdraw  it  wben  I  cbose.  Tliere,  per- 
haps, it  lies  still.  I  never  touched  what  I  bad  murdered  my 
02vn  life  to  gain.  His  sbare,  by  tbe  aid  of  a  gypsy  bag  witb 
whom  he  had  dealings.  Houseman  removed  to  London.  And 
now,  mark  what  poor  strugglers  we  are  in  tbe  eternal  web  of 
destiny  !  Three  days  after  that  deed,  a  relation  wbo  neglected 
me  in  life  died,  and  left  me  wealth  !  — wealth  at  least  to  me  !  — 
Wealth,  greater  than  tbat  for  which  1  bad  ...  1  The  news 
fell  on  me  as  a  thunderbolt.  Had  I  waited  but  three  little 
days !  Just  Heaven  I  when  they  told  me,  I  thought  I  beard 
the  devils  laugli  out  at  the  fool  wbo  had   boasted  wisdom  1 
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Had  I  waited  but  three  days,  three  little  days! — Had  but  a 
dream  been  sent  me,  had  but  my  heart  cried  within  me  — '  Thou 
hast  suffered  long,  tarry  yet !  '  No,  it  was  for  this,  for  the 
guilt  and  its  i^enance,  for  the  wasted  life  and  the  shameful 
death  —  with  all  my  thirst  for  good,  my  dreams  of  glory — that 
I  was  born,  that  I  was  marked  from  my  first  sleep  in  the  cradle  ! 

"  The  disappearance  of  Clarke  of  course  created  great  excite- 
ment ;  those  whom  he  had  overreached  had  naturally  an  inter- 
est in  discovering  him.  Some  vague  surmises  that  he  might 
have  been  made  away  with  were  rumored  abroad.  Houseman 
and  I,  owing  to  some  concurrence  of  circumstance,  were  ex- 
amined,—  not  that  suspicion  attached  to  me  before  or  after 
the  examination.  That  ceremony  ended  in  nothing.  House- 
man did  not  betray  himself ;  and  I,  who  from  a  boy  had  mas- 
tered my  passions,  could  master  also  the  nerves  by  which 
passions  are  betrayed:  but  I  read  in  the  face  of  the  woman 
with  whom  I  lodged  that  I  was  suspected.  Houseman  told  me 
that  she  had  openly  expressed  her  suspicion  to  him  ;  nay,  he 
entertained  some  design  against  her  life,  which  he  naturally 
abandoned  on  quitting  the  town.  This  he  did  soon  afterwards. 
I  did  not  linger  long  behind  him.  I  received  my  legacy,  and 
departed  on  foot  to  Scotland.  And  now  I  was  above  want  — 
was  I  at  rest  ?  Not  yet.  I  felt  urged  on  to  wander  ;  Cain's  curse 
descends  to  Cain's  children.  1  traveled  for  some  considerable 
time,  —  I  saw  men  and  cities,  and  I  opened  a  new  volume  in  my 
kind.  It  was  strange  ;  but  before  the  deed,  I  was  as  a  child 
in  the  v/ays  of  the  world,  and  a  child,  despite  my  knowledge, 
might  have  duped  me.  The  moment  after  it,  a  light  broke 
upon  me  ;  it  seemed  as  if  my  eyes  were  touched  with  a  charm, 
and  rendered  capable  of  piercing  the  hearts  of  men !  Yes,  it 
was  a  charm,  —  a  new  charm,  —  it  was  Suspicion  !  I  now  prac- 
ticed myself  in  the  use  of  arms,  —  they  made  my  sole  compan- 
ions. Peaceful  as  I  seemed  to  the  world,  I  felt  there  was  that 
eternally  within  me  v/ith  which  the  world  was  at  war. 

"  And  what  became  of  the  superb  ambition  which  had  un- 
done me  ?  Where  vanished  that  Grand  Discovery  which  was 
to  benefit  the  world  ?  The  ambition  died  in  remorse,  and  the 
vessel  that  should  have  borne  me  to  the  far  Land  of  Science 
lay  rotting  piecemeal  on  a  sea  of  blood.  The  Past  destroyed 
my  old  heritage  in  the  Future.  The  consciousness  that  at  any 
hour,  in  the  possession  of  honors,  by  the  hearth  of  love,  I  might 
be  dragged  forth  and  proclaimed  a  murderer ;  that  I  held  my 
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life,  my  reputation,  at  the  breatli  of  accident ;  that  in  the 
moment  I  least  dreamed  of,  the  earth  might  yield  its  dead, 
and  the  gibbet  demand  its  victim,  —  this  could  I  feel — all  this 
—  and  not  see  a  specter  in  the  i^lace  of  science?  —  a  specter 
that  walked  by  my  side,  that  slept  in  my  bed,  that  rose  from 
my  books,  that  glided  between  me  and  the  stars  of  heaven,  that 
stole  along  the  flowers,  and  withered  their  sweet  breath  ;  that 
whispered  in  my  ear,  '  Toil,  fool,  and  be  wise  ;  the  gift  of  wis- 
dom is  to  place  us  above  the  reach  of  fortune,  but  tliou  art  her 
veriest  minion  ! '  Yes  ;  I  paused  at  last  from  my  wanderings, 
and  surrounded  myself  with  books,  and  knowledge  became  once 
more  to  me  what  it  had  been,  a  thirst,  but  not  what  it  had 
been,  a  reward.  I  occupied  my  thoughts,  I  laid  up  new  hoards 
within  my  mind,  I  looked  around,  and  I  saw  few  whose  stores 
were  like  my  own,  —  but  gone  forever  the  sublime  desire  of 
applying  wisdom  to  the  service  of  mankind !  Mankind  had 
grown  my  foes.  I  looked  upon  them  with  other  eyes.  I  knew 
that  I  carried  wdthin  me  that  secret  which,  if  bared  to  day, 
would  make  them  loathe  and  hate  me,  —  yea,  though  I  coined 
my  future  life  into  one  series  of  benefits  to  them  and  their 
posterity  !  Was  not  this  thought  enough  to  quell  my  ardor  — 
to  chill  activity  into  rest?  The  brighter  the  honors  I  might 
win  —  the  greater  services  I  might  bestow  on  the  world,  the 
more  dread  and  fearful  might  be  my  fall  at  last!  I  might 
be  but  piling  up  the  scaffold  from  which  I  was  to  be  hurled ! 
Possessed  by  these  thoughts,  a  new  view  of  human  affairs  suc- 
ceeded to  my  old  aspirings  :  the  moment  a  man  feels  that  an 
object  has  ceased  to  charm,  his  reasonings  reconcile  himself  to 
his  loss.  '  Why,'  said  I,  '  why  flatter  myself  that  I  can  serve, 
that  I  can  enlighten  mankind  ?  Are  we  fully  sure  that  indi- 
vidual wisdom  has  ever,  in  reality,  done  so?  Are  we  really 
better  because  Newton  lived,  and  happier  because  Bacon 
thought?'  These  freezing  reflections  pleased  the  present  state 
of  my  mind  more  than  the  warm  and  yearning  enthusiasm  it 
had  formerly  nourished.  ]\Iere  w^orldly  ambition  from  a  boy  I 
had  disdained  ;  the  true  worth  of  scepters  and  crowns,  the 
disquietude  of  power,  the  humiliations  of  vanity,  had  never 
been  disguised  from  my  sight.  Intellectual  ambition  had  in- 
spired me.  I  now  regarded  it  equally  as  a  delusion.  I  cov- 
eted light  solely  for  my  own  soul  to  bathe  in. 

"Rest  now  became  to  me  the  sole  to  kalon^  the  sole  charm 
of  existence.     I  grew  enamored  of  the  doctrine  of  those  old 
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mystics  who  have  phiced  happiness  only  in  an  even  and  balanced 
quietude.  And  where  but  m  utter  loneliness  was  that  quietude 
to  be  enjoyed  ?  I  no  longer  wondered  that  men  in  former 
times,  when  consumed  by  the  recollection  of  some  haunting 
guilt,  fled  to  the  desert  and  became  hermits.  Tranquillity  and 
solitude  are  the  only  soothers  of  a  memory  deeply  troubled  ; 
light  griefs  fly  to  the  crowd,  fierce  thoughts  must  battle  them- 
selves to  rest.  Many  years  had  flown,  and  I  had  made  my 
home  in  many  places.  All  that  was  turbulent,  if  not  all  that 
was  unquiet,  in  my  recollections,  had  died  away.  Time  had 
lulled  me  into  a  sense  of  security.  I  breathed  more  freely.  I 
sometimes  stole  from  the  past.  Since  I  had  quitted  Knares- 
bro'  chance  had  often  thrown  it  in  my  power  to  serve  my 
brethren  —  not  by  wisdom,  but  by  charity  or  courage  —  by  indi- 
vidua.1  acts  that  it  soothed  me  to  remember.  If  the  grand  aim 
of  enlightening  a  world  was  gone,  if  to  so  enlarged  a  benevo- 
lence had  succeeded  apathy  or  despair,  still  the  man,  the  human 
man,  clung  to  my  heart ;  still  was  I  as  prone  to  pity,  as 
prompt  to  defend,  as  glad  to  cheer  whenever  the  vicissitudes  of 
life  afforded  me  the  occasion,  and  to  poverty,  most  of  all,  my 
hand  never  closed.  For  oh  !  what  a  terrible  devil  creeps  into 
that  man's  soul  who  sees  famine  at  his  door  !  One  tender  act, 
and  how  many  black  designs,  struggling  into  life  v/ithin,  you 
may  crush  forever  !  He  who  deems  the  world  his  foe,  —  con- 
vince him  that  he  has  one  friend,  and  it  is  like  snatching  a 
dagger  from  his  hand  ! 

"I  came  to  a  beautiful  and  remote  part  of  the  country. 
Walter  Lester,  I  came  to  Grassdale  I  —  the  enchanting  scenery 
around,  the  sequestered  and  deep  retirement  of  the  place,  ar- 
rested me  at  once.  '  And  among  these  valleys,'  I  said,  '  will  I 
linger  out  the  rest  of  my  life,  and  among  these  quiet  graves 
shall  mine  be  dug,  and  my  secret  shall  die  with  me  ! ' 

"  I  rented  the  lonely  house  in  which  I  dwelt  when  you  first 
knew  me  ;  thither  I  transported  my  books  and  instruments  of 
science,  and  a  deep  quiet,  almost  amounting  to  content,  fell 
like  a  sweet  sleep  upon  my  soul ! 

"  In  this  &"tate  of  mind,  the  most  free  from  memory  that  I 
had  known  for  twelve  years,  I  first  saw  Madeline  Lester.  Even 
with  that  first  time  a  sudden  and  heavenly  light  seemed  to 
dav/n  upon  me.  Her  face  —  its  still,  its  serene,  its  touching 
beauty  —  shone  down  on  my  desolation  like  a  dream  of  mercy — 
like  a  hope  of  pardon.     My  heart  warmed  as  I  beheld  it,  my 
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pulse  woke  from  its  even  slowness.  I  was  young  once  more. 
Young  !  the  youth,  the  freshness,  the  ardor  —  not  of  the  frame 
only,  but  of  the  soul.  But  I  then  only  saw,  or  spoke  to  her  — 
scarce  knew  her — not  loved  her — nor  was  it  often  that  we  met. 
The  soutli  wind  stirred  the  dark  waters  of  my  mind,  but  it 
passed,  and  all  became  hushed  again.  It  was  not  for  two  years 
from  the  time  we  first  saw  each  other  that  accident  brought 
us  closely  together.  I  pass  over  the  rest.  We  loved  !  Yet, 
oh,  what  struggles  were  mine  during  the  progress  of  that  love  ! 
How  unnatural  did  it  seem  to  me  to  yield  to  a  passion  that 
united  me  with  my  kind  ;  and  as  I  loved  her  more,  how  far 
more  torturing  grew  my  fear  of  the  future  !  That  which  had 
almost  slept  before  awoke  again  to  terrible  life.  The  soil  that 
covered  the  past  might  be  riven,  the  dead  awake,  and  that 
ghastly  chasm  separate  me  forever  from  her  I  What  a  doom, 
too,  might  I  bring  upon  that  breast  which  had  begun  so  con- 
fidingly to  love  me  !  Often  —  often  I  resolved  to  fly  —  to  for- 
sake her  —  to  seek  some  desert  spot  in  the  distant  parts  of  the 
world,  and  never  to  be  betrayed  again  into  human  emotions  ! 
But  as  the  bird  flutters  in  the  net,  as  the  hare  doubles  from  its 
pursuers,  I  did  but  wrestle,  I  did  but  trifle,  with  an  irresistible 
doom.  Mark  how  strange  are  the  coincidences  of  Fate  —  Fate 
that  gives  us  warnings,  and  takes  away  the  power  to  obey 
them  —  the  idle  prophetess,  the  juggling  fiend  !  On  the  same 
evening  that  brought  me  acquainted  with  Madeline  Lester, 
Houseman,  led  by  schemes  of  fraud  and  violence  into  that  part 
of  the  country,  discovered  and  sought  me  !  Imagine  my  feel- 
ings, when  in  the  hush  of  night  I  opened  the  door  of  my  lonel}' 
home  to  his  summons,  and  by  the  light  of  that  moon  which  had 
witnessed  so  never-to-be-forgotten  a  companionship  between  us, 
beheld  my  accomplice  in  murder  after  the  lapse  of  so  many  years. 
Time  and  a  course  of  vice  had  changed,  and  liardened,  and  lowered 
his  nature  :  and  in  the  power  —  at  the  will  —  of  that  nature,  I 
beheld  myself  abruptly  placed.  He  passed  that  night  under  my 
roof.  He  was  poor.  I  gave  him  what  was  in  my  hands.  He 
promised  to  leave  that  part  of  England  —  to  seek  me  no  more. 

"  The  next  day  I  could  not  bear  my  own  thoughts ;  the 
revulsion  was  too  sudden,  too  full  of  turbulent,  fierce,  tortur- 
ing emotions ;  I  fled  for  a  short  relief  to  the  house  to  which 
Madeline's  father  had  invited  me.  But  in  vain  I  sought,  by 
wine,  by  converse,  by  human  voices,  human  kindness,  to  fly 
the  ghost  that  had  been  raised  from  the  grave  of  time.     I  soon 
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returned  to  my  own  thoughts.  I  resolved  to  wrap  myself  once 
more  in  the  solitude  of  my  heart.  But  let  me  not  repeat  what 
I  have  said  before,  somewliat  prematurely,  in  my  narrative.  I 
resolved  —  I  struggled  in  vain  :  Fate  had  ordained  that  the 
sweet  life  of  Madeline  Lester  should  wither  beneath  the  poison 
tree  of  mine.  Houseman  sought  me  again ;  and  noAv  came  on 
the  humbling  part  of  crime,  its  low  calculations,  its  poor  defense, 
its  paltry  trickery,  its  mean  hypocrisy  !  They  made  my  chief- 
est  penance  I  I  was  to  evade,  to  beguile,  to  buy  into  silence 
this  rude  and  despised  ruffian.  No  matter  now  to  repeat  how 
this  task  was  fulfilled  :  I  surrendered  nearly  my  all  on  the  con- 
dition of  his  leaving  England  forever  :  not  till  I  thought  that 
condition  already  fulfilled,  till  the  day  had  passed  on  which  he 
should  have  left  England,  did  I  consent  to  allow  Madeline's  fate 
to  be  irrevocably  vv^oven  with  mine. 

"How  often,  when  the  soul  sins,  are  her  loftiest  feelings 
punished  through  her  lowest  !  To  me,  lone,  rapt,  forever  on 
the  wing  to  unearthly  speculation,  galling  and  humbling  was 
it,  indeed,  to  be  suddenly  called  from  the  eminence  of  thought, 
to  barter,  in  pounds  and  pence,  for  life,  and  with  one  like 
Houseman  !  These  are  the  curses  that  deepen  tlie  tragedy  of 
life,  by  grinding  down  our  pride.  But  I  wander  back  to  what 
I  have  before  said.  I  was  to  marry  Madeline  ;  I  was  once  more 
poor,  but  want  did  not  rise  before  me;  I  had  succeeded  in 
obtaining  the  promise  of  a  competence  from  one  whom  you 
know.  For  that  which  I  had  once  sought  to  force  from  my 
kind,  I  asked  now,  not  with  the  spirit  of  a  beggar,  but  of  the 
just  claimant,  and  in  that  spirit  it  was  granted.  And  now  I 
was  really  happy  ;  Houseman  I  believed  removed  forever  from 
my  path  ;  Madeline  was  about  to  be  mine  ;  I  surrendered  my- 
self to  love,  and,  blind  and  deluded,  I  wandered  on,  and  awoke 
on  the  brink  of  that  precipice  into  which  I  am  about  to  plunge. 
You  know  the  rest.  But  oh  !  what  now  was  my  horror  !  "it 
had  not  been  a  mere  worthless,  isolated  unit  in  creation  that  I 
had  seen  blotted  out  of  the  sum  of  life.  The  murder  done  in 
my  presence,  and  of  which  Law  would  deem  me  the  accomplice, 
had  been  done  upon  the  brother  of  him  whose  child  was  my 
betrothed  !  Mysterious  avenger,  relentless  Fate  !  How,  when 
I  deemed  myself  the  farthest  from  her,  had  I  been  sinking  into 
her  grasp  I  How  incalculable,  how  measureless,  how  viewless 
the  consequences  of  one  crime,  even  when  we  think  we  have 
weighed  them  all  with  scales  that  would  have  turned  with  a 
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hair's  weight  !  Hear  me  —  as  the  voice  of  a  man  who  is  on 
the  brink  of  a  world,  the  awful  nature  of  which  reason  cannot 
pierce  —  hear  me  !  when  your  heart  tempts  to  some  wandering 
from  the  line  allotted  to  the  rest  of  men,  and  whispers,  '  This 
may  be  crime  in  others,  but  it  is  not  so  in  thee  ;  or,  it  is  but 
one  misdeed,  it  shall  entail  no  other,'  —  tremble;  cling  fast, 
fast  to  the  path  you  are  lured  to  leave.     Remember  me  ! 

"  But  in  this  state  of  mind  I  was  yet  forced  to  play  the 
hypocrite.  Had  I  been  alone  in  the  Avorld,  had  Madeline  and 
Lester  not  been  to  me  what  they  were,  I  might  have  disproved 
the  charge  of  fellowship  in  murder  ;  I  might  have  wrung  from 
the  pale  lips  of  Houseman  the  actual  truth  ;  but  though  I  might 
clear  myself  as  the  murderer,  I  must  condemn  myself  as  the 
robber,  and  in  avowal  of  that  lesser  guilt,  though  I  might  have 
lessened  the  abhorrence  of  others,  I  should  have  inflicted  a  blow, 
worse  than  that  of  my  death  itself,  on  the  hearts  of  those  who 
deemed  me  sinless  as  themselves.  Their  eyes  were  on  me  ; 
their  lives  were  set  on  my  complete  acquittal,  less  even  of  life 
than  honor  ;  my  struggle  against  truth  was  less  for  myself  than 
them.  My  defense  fulfilled  its  end :  Madeline  died  without  dis- 
trusting the  innocence  of  him  she  loved.  Lester,  unless  you 
betray  me,  will  die  in  the  same  belief.  Li  truth,  since  the  arts 
of  hypocrisy  have  been  commenced,  the  pride  of  consistency 
would  have  made  it  sweet  to  me  to  leave  the  world  in  a  like 
error,  or  at  least  in  doubt.  For  you  I  conquer  that  desire,  the 
proud  man's  last  frailty.  And  now  my  tale  is  done.  From 
what  passes  at  this  instant  within  my  heart,  I  lift  not  the  veil ! 
Whether  beneath  be  despair,  or  hope,  or  fiery  emotions,  or  one 
settled  and  ominous  calm,  matters  not.  My  last  hours  shall  not 
belie  my  life  :  on  the  verge  of  death  I  will  not  play  the  das- 
tard, and  tremble  at  the  Dim  Unknown.  Perhaps  I  am  not 
Vv'ithout  hope  that  the  Great  and  Unseen  Spirit,  whose  emana- 
tion within  me  I  have  nursed  and  worshiped,  though  erringly 
and  in  vain,  may  see  in  his  fallen  creature  one  bewildered  by 
his  reason  rather  than  yielding  to  his  vices.  The  guide  I  re- 
ceived from  heaven  betrayed  me,  and  I  was  lost ;  but  I  have 
not  plunged  wittingly  from  crime  to  crime.  Against  one 
guilty  deed,  some  good,  and  much  suffering,  may  be  set  ;  and 
dim  and  afar  off  from  my  allotted  bourn,  1  may  behold  in  her 
glorious  home  the  face  of  her  who  taught  me  to  love,  and  who, 
even  there,  could  scarce  be  blessed  without  shedding  the  light 
of  her  divine  forgiveness  upon  mc.     Enough  !  ere  you  break 
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this  seal,  my  doom  rests  not  with  man  nor  earth.  The  burn- 
ing desires  I  have  known  —  the  resplendent  visions  I  have 
nursed  —  the  sublime  aspirings  that  have  lifted  me  so  often 
from  sense  and  clay  —  these  tell  me  that,  whether  for  good  or 
ill,  I  am  the  thing  of  an  Immortality,  and  the  creature  of  a 
God  !  As  men  of  the  old  wisdom  drew  their  garments  around 
their  face,  and  sat  down  collectedly  to  die,  I  wrap  myself  in 
the  settled  resignation  of  a  soul  firm  to  the  last,  and  taking  not 
from  man's  vengeance  even  the  method  of  its  dismissal.  The 
courses  of  my  life  I  swayed  with  my  own  hand  ;  from  my  own 
hand  shall  come  the  manner  and  moment  of  my  death  ! 

"Eugene  Aram. 
"August,  1759." 

On  the  day  after  that  evening  in  which  Aram  had  given 
the  above  confession  to  Walter  Lester  —  on  the  day  of  execu- 
tion, when  they  entered  the  condemned  cell,  they  found  the 
prisoner  lying  on  the  bed ;  and  when  they  approached  to  take 
off  the  irons,  they  found  that  he  neither  stirred  nor  answered 
to  their  call.  They  attempted  to  raise  him,  and  he  then  uttered 
some  words  in  a  faint  voice.  They  perceived  that  he  was  cov- 
ered with  blood.  He  had  opened  his  veins  in  two  places  in  the 
arm  with  a  sharp  instrument  which  he  had  contrived  to  conceal. 
A  surgeon  was  instantly  sent  for,  and  by  the  customary  appli- 
cations the  prisoner  in  some  measure  was  brought  to  himself. 
Resolved  not  to  defraud  the  law  of  its  victim,  they  bore  him, 
though  he  appeared  unconscious  of  all  around,  to  the  fatal  spot. 
But  when  he  arrived  at  that  dread  place,  his  sense  suddenly 
seemed  to  return.  He  looked  hastily  round  the  throng  that 
swayed  and  murmured  below,  and  a  faint  flush  rose  to  his 
cheek;  he  cast  his  eyes  impatiently  above,  and  breathed  hard 
and  convulsively.  The  dire  preparations  were  made,  com- 
pleted; but  the  prisoner  drew  back  for  an  instant  —  was  it 
from  mortal  fear  ?  He  motioned  to  the  clergyman  to  approach, 
as  if  about  to  whisper  some  last  request  in  his  ear.  The  clergy- 
man bowed  his  head — there  was  a  minute's  awful  pause — Aram 
seemed  to  struggle  as  for  words,  when,  suddenly  throwing  him- 
self back,  a  bright  triumphant  smile  flashed  over  his  whole 
face.  With  that  smile  the  haughty  spirit  passed  away,  and  the 
law's  last  indignity  was  wreaked  upon  a  breathless  corpse ! 
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EUGENE  ARAM'S   DREAM. 

By  THOMAS  HOOD. 

[Thomas  Hood,  English  poet,  was  born  IMay  23,  1708,  in  London  ;  don  of  a 
bookseller  and  nephew  of  an  engraver.  A  merchant's  clerk  at  thirteen,  the 
engraver's  apprentice  at  nineteen,  his  health  gave  out  from  the  confinement 
of  each ;  he  next  became  a  subeditor  of  the  London  Mayazine  for  two  years ; 
then  a  professional  man  of  letters,  editing  The  Gem  in  1829,  starting  the  Coinic 
Annual  in  1830,  succeeding  Hook  as  editor  of  the  Xeio  Monthly  in  1841,  and 
stai'ting  Hood's  Own  in  1844.  He  died  May  3,  1845.  An  eleven-volume  edition 
of  his  works  was  issued  1882-1884.  His  fame  rests  chiefly  on  his  matchless  lines 
"The  Song  of  the  Shirt,"  "The  Bridge  of  Sighs,"  "  Fair  Ines,"  "A  Deathbed," 
"  I  Remember,"  "Eugene  Aram's  Dream,"  etc. ;  but  his  humorous  pieces,  like 
"The  Lost  Heir,"  "Ode  to  a  Child,"  etc.,  the  tragi-grotesque  "Miss  Kilman- 
segg,"  and  others,  swell  its  volume.] 

'TwAs  in  the  prime  of  summer  time, 

An  evening  calm  and  cool, 
And  four  and  twenty  happy  boys 

Came  bounding  out  of  school ; 
There  were  some  that  ran,  and  some  that  leapt 

Like  troutlets  in  a  pool. 

Away  they  sped,  with  gamesome  minds, 

And  souls  untouched  by  sin ; 
To  a  level  mead  they  came,  and  there 

They  drave  the  wickets  in  : 
Pleasantly  shone  the  setting  sun 

Over  the  town  of  Lynn. 

Like  sportive  deer  they  coursed  about, 

And  shouted  as  they  ran,  — 
Turning  to  mirth  all  things  of  earth, 

As  only  boyhood  can. 
But  the  usher  sat  remote  from  all, 

A  melancholy  man ! 

His  hat  was  off,  his  vest  apart, 

To  catch  Heaven's  blessed  breeze; 
For  a  burning  thought  was  in  his  brow. 

And  his  bosom  ill  at  ease ; 
So  he  leaned  his  head  on  his  hands,  and  read 

The  book  between  his  knees. 

Leaf  after  leaf  he  turned  it  o'er. 
Nor  ever  glanced  aside, 


6708  EUGENE  ARAM'S  DREAM. 

For  the  peace  of  his  soul  he  read  that  book 

In  the  golden  eventide ; 
Much  study  had  made  him  very  lean, 

And  pale,  and  leaden-eyed. 

At  last  he  shut  the  ponderous  tome  ; 

With  a  fast  and  fervent  grasp 
He  strained  the  dusky  covers  close, 

And  fixed  the  brazen  hasp : 
"  0  God !  could  I  so  close  my  mind, 

And  clasp  it  with  a  clasp ! " 

Then  leaping  on  his  feet  upright, 
Some  moody  turns  he  took,  — 

Now  up  the  mead,  then  down  the  mead. 
And  past  a  shady  nook,  — 

And  lo !  he  saw  a  little  boy 
That  pored  upon  a  book. 

i(  My  gentle  lad,  what  is't  you  read, 

Romance  or  fairy  fable  ? 
Or  is  it  some  historic  page, 

Of  kings  and  crowns  unstable  ?  " 
The  young  boy  gave  an  upward  glance,  -=• 

''  It  is  'The  Death  of  Abel.' " 

The  usher  took  six  hasty  strides, 
As  smit  with  sudden  pain,  — 

Six  hasty  strides  beyond  the  place, 
Then  slowly  back  again ; 

And  down  he  sat  beside  the  lad. 
And  talked  vrith  him  of  Cain ; 

And,  long  since  then,  of  bloody  men 
Whose  deeds  tradition  saves ; 

Of  lonely  folk  cut  off  unseen, 
And  hid  in  sudden  graves ; 

Of  horrid  stabs,  in  groves  forlorn. 
And  murders  done  in  caves  ; 

And  how  the  sprites  of  injured  men 
Shriek  upward  from  the  sod,  — 

Ay,  how  the  ghostly  hand  will  point 
To  show  the  burial  clod ; 

And  unknown  facts  of  guilty  acts 
Are  seen  in  dreams  from  God ; 
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He  told  how  murderers  walked  the  earth 

Beneath  the  curse  of  Cain, 
With  crimson  clouds  before  their  eyes, 

And  flames  about  their  brain; 
For  blood  has  left  upon  their  souls 

Its  everlasting  stain. 

*'And  well,"  quoth  he,  "I  know,  for  truth, 

Their  pangs  must  be  extreme,  — 
Woe,  woe,  unutterable  woe, 

Who  spill  life's  sacred  stream  ! 
For  ichy  f    JMethought,  last  night,  I  wrought 

A  murder  in  a  dream  ! 

"  One  that  had  never  done  me  wrong, 

A  feeble  man,  and  old ; 
I  led  him  to  a  lonely  field,  — 

The  moon  shone  clear  and  cold ; 
*  Now  here,'  said  I,  '  this  man  shall  die, 

And  I  will  have  his  gold ! ' 

"  Two  sudden  blows  with  ragged  stick, 

And  one  with  a  heavy  stone. 
One  hurried  gash  with  a  hasty  knife, 

And  then  the  deed  was  done ; 
There  was  nothing  lying  at  my  foot 

But  lifeless  flesh  and  bone. 

"Nothing  but  lifeless  flesh  and  bone. 

That  could  not  do  me  ill ; 
And  yet  I  feared  him  all  the  more, 

For  lying  there  so  still ; 
There  was  a  manhood  in  his  look, 

That  murder  could  not  kill. 

"And,  lo!  the  universal  air 

Seemed  lit  with  ghastly  flame ; 
Ten  thousand  thousand  dreadful  eyes 

Were  looking  down  in  blame ; 
I  took  the  dead  man  by  his  hand, 

And  called  upon  his  name. 

"  0  God !  it  made  me  quake  to  see 

Such  sense  within  the  slain ; 
But  when  I  touched  the  lifeless  clay, 

The  blood  gushed  out  amain ; 
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For  every  clot  a  burning  spot 
Was  scorching  in  my  brain. 

"My  head  was  like  an  ardent  coal ; 

My  heart  as  solid  ice ; 
My  wretched,  wretched  soul,  I  knew, 

Was  at  the  devil's  price ; 
A  dozen  times  I  groaned ;  the  dead 

Had  never  groaned  but  twice. 

"  And  now,  from  forth  the  frowning  sky, 
From  the  heaven's  topmost  height, 

I  heard  a  voice, — the  awful  voice 
Of  the  blood-avenging  sprite : 

'  Thou  guilty  man !  take  up  thy  dead, 
And  hide  it  from  my  sight ! ' 

"  I  took  the  dreary  body  up. 

And  cast  it  in  a  stream,  — 
A  sluggish  water,  black  as  ink. 

The  depth  was  so  extreme. 
My  gentle  boy,  remember  this 

Is  nothing  but  a  dream ! 

"  Down  went  the  corpse  with  hollow  plunge, 

And  vanished  in  the  pool ; 
Anon  I  cleansed  my  bloody  hands, 

And  washed  my  forehead  cool, 
And  sat  among  the  urchins  young, 

That  evening  in  the  school. 

"  0  heaven !  to  think  of  their  white  souls. 
And  mine  so  black  and  grim  ! 

I  could  not  share  in  childish  prayer, 
Nor  join  in  evening  hymn ; 

Like  a  devil  of  the  pit  I  seemed, 
Mid  holy  cherubim. 

"  And  peace  went  with  them,  one  and  all, 
And  each  calm  pillow  spread ; 

But  guilt  was  my  grim  chamberlain. 
That  lighted  me  to  bed ; 

And  drew  my  midnight  curtains  round, 
With  fingers  bloody  red. 
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"All  niglit  I  lay  in  agony, 

In  anguish  dark  and  deep, 
My  fevered  eyes  I  dared  not  close, 

But  stared  aghast  at  Sleep ; 
For  Sin  has  rendered  unto  her 

The  keys  of  hell  to  keep. 

"All  night  I  lay  in  agony, 

From  weary  chime  to  chime. 
With  one  besetting,  horrid  hint, 

That  racked  me  all  the  time, — 
A  mighty  yearning  like  the  first 

Fierce  impulse  nnto  crime. 

"One  stern  tyrannic  thought,  that  made 

All  other  thoughts  its  slave ; 
Stronger  and  stronger  every  pulse 

Did  that  temptation  crave, 
Still  urging  me  to  go  and  see 

The  dead  man  in  his  grave. 

"  Heavily  I  rose  up,  as  soon 

As  light  was  in  the  sky. 
And  sought  the  black,  accursed  pool, 

With  a  wild,  misgiving  eye ; 
And  I  saw  the  dead  in  the  river  bed, 

For  the  faithless  stream  was  dry. 

"Merrily  rose  the  lark,  and  shook 

The  dewdrop  from  its  wing; 
But  I  never  marked  its  morning  flight, 

I  never  heard  it  sing ; 
For  I  was  stooping  once  again 

Under  the  horrid  thing. 

"With  breathless  speed,  like  a  soul  in  chase, 

I  took  him  up  and  ran ; 
There  was  no  time  to  dig  a  grave 

Before  the  day  began : 
In  a  lonesome  wood,  with  heaps  of  leaves, 

I  hid  the  murdered  man ; 

"  And  all  that  day  I  read  in  school. 

But  my  thought  was  otherwhere ; 
As  soon  as  the  midday  task  was  done. 

In  secret  I  was  there ; 
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And  a  miglity  wind  had  swept  the  leaves, 
And  still  the  corpse  was  bare. 

"Then  down  I  cast  me  on  my  face, 

And  first  began  to  weep, 
For  I  knew  my  secret  then  was  one 

That  earth  refused  to  keep,  — 
Or  land  or  sea,  though  he  should  be 

Ten  thousand  fathoms  deep. 

"  So  wills  the  fierce  avenging  sprite, 
Till  blood  for  blood  atones; 

Ay,  though  he's  buried  in  a  cave, 
And  trodden  down  with  stones. 

And  years  have  rotted  off  his  flesh, 
The  world  shall  see  his  bones. 

"  0  God !  that  horrid,  horrid  dream 

Besets  me  now,  awake  ; 
Again,  again,  with  dizzy  brain, 

The  human  life  I  take ; 
And  my  red  right  hand  grows  raging  hot. 

Like  Cranmer's  at  the  stake. 

"  And  still  no  peace  for  the  restless  clay, 

Will  wave  or  mold  allow, 
The  horrid  thing  pwrswes  my  soul, — 

It  stands  before  me  now ! " 
The  fearful  boy  looked  up,  and  saw 

Huge  drops  upon  his  brow. 

That  very  night,  while  gentle  sleep 
The  urchin's  eyelids  kissed, 

Two  stern-faced  men  set  out  from  Lynn, 
Through  the  cold  and  heavy  mist; 

And  Eugene  Aram  walked  between, 
With  gyves  upon  his  wrist. 
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By  ARCHIBALD  FORBES. 

(From  "  Memories  and  Studies  of  War  and  Peace,"  1896.) 

[Archibald  Forbes:  A  Scotch  war  correspondent  and  author;  horn  in 
Moraj'shire,  in  1838.  After  studying  at  Aberdeen  University,  he  served  for 
several  years  in  the  Royal  Dragoons,  and  then  engaged  in  journalism.     He  was 
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special  correspondent  of  the  London  Daily  Xexcs  during  the  Franco-Prussian 
War  (1870-1871),  saw  fighting  with  the  Carlists  in  Spain,  and  reported  the 
Servian,  Russo-Turkish,  Afghanistan,  and  Zululand  campaigns.  He  afterwards 
lectured  on  his  experiences,  in  Great  Britain,  America,  and  Australia.  His 
publications  include:  "Glimpses  through  the  Cannon  Smoke"  (1880),  lives  of 
"  Chinese  "  Gordon,  Havelock,  Emperor  William  I.,  and  Emperor  Napoleon  III., 
"Barracks,  Bivouacs,  and  Battles,"  "Studies  of  War  and  Peace,"  "Tzar  and 
Sultan."] 

Slnxe  the  days  of  my  youth  —  now,  ahis  !  very  remote —  I 
have  lost  touch  in  a  great  measure  of  the  quiet  northern  region 
in  which  I  was  born  and  reared.  Many  things  which  in  my 
young  days  were  regarded  in  that  once  simple  and  primitive 
community  as  surprising  novelties  have,  no  doubt,  long  since 
passed  into  the  category  of  things  of  course,  or  even  in  their 
turn  have  fallen  obsolete.  But  forty-five  years  ago  our  parish, 
primitive  as  it  was,  possessed  an  unique  if  sinister  distinction. 
Among  its  inhabitants  there  lived,  and  moved,  and  had  his 
being,  a  completely  authenticated  and,  indeed,  self-acknowl- 
edged murderer.  His  long-planned  and  deliberate  crime  had 
been  perpetrated  in  our  midst.  I  myself  saw  the  stain  of 
blood  on  the  sand  of  the  roadside  just  in  front  of  the  wayside 
smithy ;  there  had  been  an  actual  witness  of  the  act,  who  was 
ready  and,  indeed,  eager  W' ith  damning  testimony ;  the  doer  of 
the  deed  never  wagged  his  tongue  in  defense  of  his  guilt,  and 
when  it  pleased  him  to  do  so  confessed  his  bloodguiltiness 
with  perfect  frankness.  Yet  when,  a  few  years  after  the  grim 
transaction,  I  went  out  into  the  world  from  my  native  valley, 
this  local  murderer  of  ours  was  living  there  in  complete  im- 
munity, earning  his  bread  in  rural  labor  among  his  fellow-men, 
unshunned  by  them  as  a  pariah,  and  held  in  all  respects  save 
for  occasional  lapses  into  unconvivial  inebriety,  a  not  discredit- 
able member  of  the  sequestered  and  primitive  community. 

I  never  made  a  boast  of  it,  because  I  did  not  consider  the 
trouvaille  as  anything  to  be  greatly  proud  of  ;  but,  as  a  matter 
of  fact,  it  was  I  who  found  him.  I  did  so  on  the  morning  after 
one  of  the  half-yearly  "feeing"  markets  in  Rottenslough,  a 
village  about  six  miles  from  our  valley.  Our  parish  post  office 
was  about  a  mile  from  the  manse,  and  it  was  one  of  the  pleas- 
ant duties  which  my  father  the  minister  devolved  on  me,  to  ride 
the  old  pony  there  every  morning  and  bring  back  the  manse 
letter  bag.  Doing  so  on  the  morning  after  this  Rottenslough 
market  day,  in  the  deep  wayside  ditch  near  the  crossroads  I 
found  an  upturned  old  gig  in  an  advanced  state  of  smash. 
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Broken  and  battered  though  it  was,  I  knew  it  at  a  glance  as 
the  rattletrap  appertaining  to  Sandy  Grant,  the  drunken  farmer 
of  Bodenfinnoch.  The  horse  apparently  had  kicked  himself 
free,  and  since  he  was  nowhere  to  be  seen,  had  probably  gone 
home  to  his  stable.  Sandy  himself,  with  a  strange  man  by  his 
side,  was  slumbering  sweetly  in  the  clover  of  the  field  beyond 
the  ditch.  In  answer  to  my  hail,  he  sat  up,  rubbing  his  eyes 
and  yawning  with  great  vigor.  "  Whaur  am  I  ?  "  was  his  in- 
genuous question.  Informed  on  this  point,  and  his  attention 
directed  to  the  fragmentary  condition  of  his  vehicle,  he  swore 
with  extreme  fervor,  and  protested  that  the  "  wyte  "  of  his  mis- 
chance was  wholly  due  to  his  still  slumbering  companion,  who, 
it  appeared,  had  on  the  previous  evening  "  made  him  blin' 
fou'  "  in  one  of  the  booths  on  the  market  stance.  This  com- 
panion he  incontinently  proceeded  to  kick  with  great  emphasis, 
a  process  which  ultimately  succeeded  in  arousing  the  strange 
man,  whom  Sandy  swore  he  "  didna  ken  frae  Adam." 

Sandy's  tempter  and  boon  companion,  as  he  rose  to  his  feet 
and  stared  around  him,  was  a  person  of  singular  aspect.  Hair 
and  beard  —  and  he  had  a  good  deal  of  both  —  w^ere  coal- 
black,  and  his  strong-lined  face  —  as  I  supposed  naturally 
swarthy  —  was  tanned  so  deeply  that  the  skin  might  have  been 
leather.  His  eyes  were  small,  black,  and  keen.  He  was  of  fair 
stature,  and  carried  his  head  well ;  but,  although  his  shoulders 
were  square  as  one  looked  at  him  in  front,  they  were  so  rounded 
at  the  back  that  it  almost  seemed  as  if  he  had  a  hump.  When 
he  moved  he  lifted  his  feet  in  a  curious  dragging  fashion,  as  if 
they  or  his  boots  were  too  heavy  for  him  to  move  in  the  ordi- 
nary way.  Years  after  when  visiting  the  Cascade  Prison  at 
Hobart  in  Tasmania,  I  saw  the  convict  lunatics  remaining  from 
the  transportation  times,  whose  backs  had  been  humped  by 
countless  lashes  and  whose  ankles  had  been  clogged  for  years 
with  heavy  irons  at  Norfolk  Island  and  Port  Arthur;  and 
there  came  back  to  me  then  the  vivid  memory  of  this  strange 
casual  incomer  into  our  valley,  as  I  first  saAv  him  on  this  morn- 
ing slouching  in  the  clover  field  by  the  crossroads  of  Black- 
hillock. 

Hospitable  Sandy  Grant  took  this  cliance  companion  of  his 
home  to  breakfast.  A  few  days  later  I  saw  the  "  foreigner," 
as  some  of  the  neighbors  had  begun  to  call  him,  driving  one  of 
Bodenfinnoch's  carts  from  the  moss  with  a  load  of  peat.  It 
appeared  that  he  had  taken  service  temporarily  with  Sandy  as 
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odd,  or,  as  it  used  to  be  called  among  us,  "  orra  "  man,  quietly 
remarking  that  he  did  not  particularly  care  where  he  lived  so 
long  as  he  was  able  to  earn  an  honest  living.  And  he  had 
thought  proper  to  give  some  account  of  himself.  His  name,  it 
appeared,  was  David  Morgan ;  he  was,  he  said,  a  Welshman  by 
birth ;  he  had  been  a  slate  quarrier  at  Bethesda,  near  Bangor, 
and  later  had  been  navvying  on  a  railway  in  the  north  of 
France.  It  seemed  that  he  had  come  north  in  quest  of  a 
brother  Avho  had  come  bridge  building  somewhere  into  Aber- 
deenshire, but  that  the  search  had  come  to  nothing.  His  money 
was  done ;  he  was  tired  of  tramping ;  he  liked  oatmeal  —  the 
simple  fare  of  our  valley  ;  and  so,  now  he  was  there,  he  was 
content  to  stop. 

I  think  he  Avas  for  some  six  months  "  orra  "  man  at  Boden- 
finnoch.  Then  he  struck  out  into  independence,  constructed 
for  himself  a  hovel  of  turf  on  the  muirland  of  Knockans,  and 
undertook  piecework  as  a  ditcher  and  drainer.  When  that 
work  was  slack  he  was  in  the  habit  of  working  on  the  neigh- 
boring farm  of  Coldhome,  the  tenant  of  which  was  an  old  man 
named  Macdonald,  who  had  for  housekeeper  a  middle-aged 
woman  whom  we  knew  as  Mrs.  Trevallack.  Life  went  on  so 
quietly  in  this  sequestered  parish  of  ours  that  the  history  of  this 
woman,  as  it  was  known  among  us,  was  quite  a  world's  won- 
der in  a  small  way.  She  was  a  south-country  woman,  who,  it 
seemed,  had  been  married  to  a  Cornishman  named  Trevallack, 
a  private  soldier  of  our  local  Highland  regiment.  Trevallack 
had  died  on  service  in  India,  and  (so  the  story  went)  she  had 
been  fallen  in  love  with  by  a  man  named  Macdonald,  who  was 
a  sergeant  in  the  regiment  and  was  the  son  of  the  old  farmer 
of  Coldhome.  He  could  not  marry  her,  because  the  married 
strength  of  the  regiment  was  fall  and  there  were  many  appli- 
cants in  front  of  him.  So  he  sent  her  home  to  the  care  of  his 
father,  who  was  a  widower,  promising  that  in  a  few  years, 
when  the  regiment  in  its  turn  should  come  home,  he  would  buy 
his  discharge,  marry  her,  and  settle  down  on  the  farm.  But 
war  after  war  —  in  Afghanistan,  in  Gwalior,  in  the  Punjaub  — 
had  detained  the  regiment  in  India.  The  Scottish  sergeant 
had  been  for  several  years  its  regimental  sergeant  major  ;  and, 
if  he  had  desired,  while  fighting  and  promotion  were  the  order 
of  the  day,  he  could  not  have  bought  his  discharge.  While  the 
regiment  remained  in  India,  Mrs.  Trevallack  had  been  living 
among  us  now  for  nearly  twelve  years,  wailing  patiently  for 
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the  happy  time  of  which  she  steadfastly  professed  her  assur- 
ance, tending  the  old  farmer  faithfully,  managing,  as  far  as  a 
woman  might,  the  details  of  the  work  of  the  sour  upland  farm, 
and  bearing  a  good  repute  in  the  parish  as  a  worthy  and  cour- 
ageous woman.  It  was  reported  now  that  her  long  expectancy 
was  soon  to  have  a  happy  ending.  The  term  for  which  ]\Iac- 
donald  had  enlisted  was  rapidly  drawing  to  a  close  ;  and,  in 
the  joy  of  her  heart,  Mrs.  Trevallack  made  no  secret  of  the 
knowledge  which  had  come  to  her,  that  the  gallant  soldier  for 
whom  she  had  waited  so  patiently  all  those  long  years  would 
reach  home  in  the  course  of  a  few  weeks. 

That  time  soon  passed.  One  cold  November  evening  my 
father  was  driving  home  from  a  meeting  of  Presbytery,  and  I 
was  his  companion  in  the  old  gig  which  he  had  bought  when 
he  married  my  mother.  As  we  came  round  a  sharp  turn  in 
the  road,  the  mare  shied  violently  at  the  blaze  of  light  stream- 
ing across  the  road  from  the  windows  and  open  door  of  WuUie 
Watt's  smithy.  On  the  open  space  outside  was  visible  in  the 
glow  of  light  a  group  of  men  and  women  from  the  neighbor- 
ing cottages.  They  were  silent,  as  is  the  wont  of  Scottish 
country  folk  in  the  actual  presence  of  calamity  ;  but  the  white 
blaze  from  the  forge  illuminated  the  horror  that  possessed 
every  face.  From  inside  the  smithy  the  sound  was  heard  of 
sobs  and  moans,  broken  intermittently  by  heart-piercing  wails. 
"  The  minister  !  "  "  The  minister  !  "  came  in  low  tones  from 
the  group  as  the  light  fell  on  my  father's  face.  Old  Geordie 
Riach  of  the  Rashes,  the  elder  of  the  district,  came  forward, 
doffing  his  broad  bonnet  and  so  baring  his  grand  old  head, 
and  said  in  a  hoarse  whisper  :  "  It's  murder,  your  Reverence 
—  rank  bluidy  murder,  dune  here  barely  ten  minutes  syne ; 
an'  the  murdered  man  —  ye  kirstened  him  yersel',  sir  —  gane 
tae  his  account  i'  the  twinklin'  o'  an  e'e.  For  God's  sake,  sir, 
tak'  tent"  —  the  minister  was  alighting  —  "tak'  tent,  sir,  or 
ye'll  step  intae  the  puddle  o'  his  life's  bluid ! " 

I  followed  my  father  and  his  venerable  elder  into  the 
smithy.  Right  in  the  blaze  from  the  forge,  on  a  couple  of 
sacks  which  had  been  hurriedly  spread,  lay  the  stark,  motion- 
less form  of  a  tall,  powerfully  built  man,  the  strongly  marked 
face  livid  in  the  pallor  of  the  white  light.  At  a  glance  my 
father  recognized  the  dead  man,  whom  in  childhood  he  had 
baptized,  in  youth  had  prepared  for  his  first  communion,  in 
early  manhood  had  bidden  Godspeed  when  he  left  the  parish 
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to  take  the  Queen's  shilling  and  join  the  old  corps  in  ^vhose 
ranks  had  served  many  of  the  good  old  stock  to  which  he 
belonged.  The  head  of  the  dead  soldier  lay  in  the  lap  of 
Mrs.  Trevallack,  whose  tears  were  raining  down  on  the  fast- 
setting  face  ;  whose  moans  and  wails  it  was  that  we  had  heard 
while  yet  outside  on  the  road,  and  that  we  still  listened  to  as 
we  looked  down  upon  her  and  her  dead. 

"Who  hath  done  this?"  asked  my  father,  in  his  solemn 
tones  of  quiet  authority. 

The  woman  looked  up,  dashed  the  tears  from  her  stream- 
ing eyes,  and  between  her  bursting  sobs  replied  in  her  south- 
country  Scots  :  — 

"I  met  JNIacdonald  at  the  crossroads  whaur  the  coach 
passes.  AVe  traivelt  thegither  through  the  moss  an'  ower  the 
muir.  Juist  as  we  gaed  by  the  smiddy  here  Dauvit  Morgan, 
the  foreign  ditcher,  dairted  oot  frae  the  gable  end  an'  gae 
Macdonald  ae  strong  stab  in  the  breist  wi'  a  lang  knife.  Oh, 
sir,  but  I  saw  the  cruel  flash  o't  i'  the  munelight  as  he  drove 
it  hame  !  He  left  it  stickin'.  See,  sir,  it's  in  my  man's  heart 
still !  An'  syne,  withoot  a  word,  the  murderin'  villain  sprang 
the  hedge  on  the  far  side  o'  the  road,  an'  got  clean  awa' !  " 

Before  midnight  the  rural  policeman  made  his  appearance, 
and  remained  in  charge  of  the  body  until,  in  the  small  hours 
of  the  morning,  arrived  from  Rottenslough  Neil  Robertson, 
the  superintendent  of  police  for  the  county.  He  authorized 
the  removal  of  the  dead  man  to  his  father's  house,  whither 
came,  before  the  short  winter  day  was  done,  the  Procurator 
Fiscal  from  the  county  town ;  and  this  functionary  of  justice 
promptly  set  about  the  "taking  of  precognitions"  —  the  Scot- 
tish legal  expression  for  the  preliminary  examination  of  persons 
whose  evidence  might  be  found  relevant.  The  only  witness  to 
the  actual  deed  was  the  woman  Trevallack,  who  positively 
testified  to  David  Morgan  as  the  murderer.  She  knew  him 
well,  since  from  time  to  time  he  worked  on  old  Macdonald's 
farm  ;  and  when  he  did  so,  he  took  his  meals  in  the  farm- 
house and  was  served  by  herself.  She  further  testified  that 
]\1  organ  was  actually  in  the  kitchen  of  Coldhome  when  she 
set  out  to  meet  the  returning  sergeant  major,  and  that  he  was 
the  only  person  to  whom  she  mentioned  the  errand  on  which 
she  was  leaving  home.  Asked  whether  she  was  aware  of  any 
reason  that  could  have  actuated  Morgan  to  take  the  life  of  the 
sergeant  major,  she  deposed  that  she  had  sometimes  thought 
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Morgan  had,  in  her  own  words,  "ta'en  a  notion"  of  herself, 
but  owned  that  this  was  merely  an  impression  on  her  part. 
Outside  of  Mrs.  Trevallack's  direct  testimony,  the  circum- 
stantial evidence  collected  by  the  Procurator  Fiscal  against 
Morgan  was  not  in  itself  of  great  strength.  Wullie  Watt  the 
blacksmith  deposed  that  "  the  foreigner,"  as  Morgan  was  com- 
monly called,  had  been  in  the  smithy  in  the  course  of  the 
"forenicht,"  but  had  left  quite  half  an  hour  before  Mrs. 
Trevallack's  scream  of  horror  was  heard  out  in  the  road. 
But  every  rural  smithy  in  the  north  of  Scotland  was  in  those 
days  the  evening  gossiping  place  of  the  countryside ;  and 
the  blacksmith  testified  that  "  the  foreigner  "  was  among  the 
habitual  frequenters  of  the  place.  Several  people  on  the 
evening  of  the  murder  had  met  Morgan,  apparently  on  his 
way  home  to  his  hovel  on  the  muir,  and  had  exchanged  with 
him  a  word  of  greeting  in  the  by-passing.  None  had  ob- 
served in  him  anything  "  by  ordnar,"  and  none  could  approxi- 
mately specify  the  time  of  meeting  him. 

Morgan  had  been  apprehended  in  the  early  morning  after 
the  night  of  the  murder,  and  had  been  straightway  carried 
to  the  county  jail.  The  police  had  found  him  sleeping  calmly 
in  his  hovel ;  and  when  awakened  he  had  evinced  no  sign  of 
perturbation.  A  smart  young  local  solicitor  volunteered  to 
undertake  his  defense ;  and  under  his  advice  the  prisoner 
declined  the  offer  made  to  him  by  the  Procurator  Fiscal  that 
he  should,  in  Scottish  legal  phraseology,  "  emit  a  declaration  " 
—  in  other  words,  make  a  statement  on  his  own  behalf.  He 
lay  in  the  county  jail  for  some  months,  and  then  was  removed 
to  Aberdeen  to  stand  his  trial  there  before  the  Circuit  Court, 
which  corresponds  to  the  English  Assizes.  The  bloody  tragedy 
in  our  quiet  sequestered  valley  had  thrilled  the  whole  north 
country ;  and  within  the  memory  of  man  the  old  Courthouse 
of  the  good  city  of  Bon  Accord  had  never  been  so  crowded 
as  on  the  morning  when  David  Morgan  was  brought  into  the 
dock  between  two  prison  warders  to  stand  his  trial  for  the 
willful  murder  of  ex-Sergeant  Major  John  Macdonald. 

A  judge  of  the  stern  old  school  was  on  the  bench.  The 
prosecution  by  the  Crown  was  conducted  by  the  Senior  Advo- 
cate Depute,  the  best  criminal  lawyer  of  his  day  in  Scotland. 
The  prisoner  had  no  means  wherewith  to  secure  the  services 
of  an  advocate  of  high  standing  at  the  Scottish  bar ;  but  his 
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solicitor  had  retained  for  the  defense  a  young  advocate,  Mr. 
Daner,  whom  he  knew  to  be  a  man  of  great  ability,  and  who 
later  rose  to  high  eminence  in  his  profession.  My  father  had 
come  into  town  to  be  present  at  a  trial  in  which  folk  of  his 
own  parish  were  deeply  concerned ;  and  young  as  I  was,  I 
had  a  seat  by  his  side  in  the  body  of  the  court. 

Of  the  details  of  the  initial  legal  proceedings  I  have  not 
retained  any  close  recollection,  nor  of  the  quaint  old-world 
phraseology  which  I  remember  to  have  found  bewildering ; 
but  I  do  remember  wondering  why  the  prisoner  was  uniformly 
spoken  of  as  the  "panel."  In  my  recollection  the  indictment 
was  read,  after  which  the  Counsel  for  the  Crown  briefly  and 
temperatel}^  opened  the  case  for  the  prosecution  and  promptly 
proceeded  to  call  his  witnesses.  Those  taken  first,  and  I 
thought  this  strange,  were  people  who  gave  merely  circum- 
stantial evidence  —  the  old  blacksmith  and  the  men  who  had 
met  Morgan  on  his  way  home.  Then  Margaret  Trevallack 
was  placed  in  the  witness  box.  She  wore  mourning,  her  once 
comely  face  was  now  deeply  worn,  but  her  bearing  was  firm 
and  composed.  The  evidence  she  gave  in  answer  to  the 
questions  of  the  Crown  Counsel  was  in  effect  the  same  as 
that  which  had  been  embodied  in  the  precognitions  taken  by 
the  Procurator  Fiscal.  She  swore  positively  to  Morgan  as 
the  murderer  of  Macdonald.  She  had  distinctly  seen  his 
face,  and  it  was  simply  impossible  that  she  could  have  been 
mistaken.  Her  evidence  was  given  Avith  a  quiet  force  of  con- 
viction which  justly  created  a  powerful  impression  on  the 
crowded  court. 

Then  Mr.  Daner  rose  to  cross-examine  the  woman  who  con- 
fronted him  so  impassively. 

"  You  say  you  are  a  widow,  IMrs.  Trevallack  ?  "  he  began. 

"  Ay,  sir,"  was  the  quiet  answer. 

"  Who  and  what  was  your  husband  ?  " 

"  William  Trevallack,  a  private  in  the  Abernethy  High- 
landers." 

"  Where  and  when  did  you  lose  him  ?  " 

"  He  died  of  cholera  at  Kurnaul  in  India,  twal'  year  ago 
last  January." 

"  Have  you  any  paper  to  prove  your  marriage  and  your 
husband's  death  ?  " 

"  No,  sir.  A  box  in  which  I  keepit  my  papers  was  stolen 
frae  me  on  the  voyage  hame  frae  India." 
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"  Of  what  country  was  your  husband  ?  " 

"  A  Cornishman,  he  tellt  me ;  frae  the  southwest  o'  England 
—  a  miner  tae  trade." 

"  That  will  do,  Mrs.  Trevallack,"  said  Mr.  Daner,  suavely, 
as  he  resumed  his  seat.  The  woman  had  perceptibly  paled 
under  his  quiet  and  brief  cross-examination,  and  I  noticed  her 
upper  lip  trembled  more  than  once;  but  she  maintained  her 
calm,  sad  composure,  and  left  the  witness  box  with  a  respectful 
courtesy  to  the  judge. 

The  Advocate  Depute  stated  that  Mrs.  Trevallack's  evidence 
completed  the  case  for  the  Crown,  and  Mr.  Daner  rose  to 
address  the  Court  for  the  defense.  He  spoke  as  unemotionally 
as  if  he  had  been  arguing  in  a  dry  commercial  suit,  and  his 
quiet  measured  manner  seemed  to  send  a  chill  through  the 
audience.  In  half  a  dozen  sentences  he  brushed  aside  as  futile 
and  feeble  the  circumstantial  evidence  adduced  on  the  part  of 
the  prosecution.  "Practically,"  said  he,  "in  this  case  the 
Crown  has  cited  but  a  single  witness.  I  will  not  pause  to 
argue  whether  a  conviction  could  legally  or  justly  follow  on 
the  evidence  of  a  single  witness  who  confessedly  caught  a  mere 
glimpse  of  the  face  of  the  murderer  of  Macdonald,  whoever  he 
may  be.  I  simply  proceed  to  destroy  the  case  for  the  Crown 
by  informing  the  jury  that  the  testimony  which  has  just  been 
uttered  by  Margaret  Trevallack  is  wholly  inadmissible,  and 
must  be  expurgated  from  the  record.  And  this,  my  lord  and 
gentlemen  of  the  jury,  because  the  said  Margaret  Trevallack  is 
no  widow,  as  she  perjured  herself  by  swearing  in  your  hearing 
that  she  is  ;  and  further,  and  of  far  more  importance,  because  " 
—  here  Mr.  Daner  paused  for  a  moment  in  the  midst  of  a 
silence  so  dead  that  a  pin-fall  could  have  been  heard  ;  then  he 
quietly  resumed  :  "  because  the  said  Margaret  Trevallack  is 
the  wife  of  the  panel  ;  and  it  is  a  principle  of  our  law  that  a 
wife  cannot  give  evidence  against  her  husband." 

The  scene  was  indescribable.  The  silence  in  which  the 
young  advocate  had  been  speaking  was  broken,  as  he  ended,  by 
an  universal  gasp  of  utter  astonishment.  The  judge  himself 
evinced  a  most  unwonted  excitement ;  the  audience  simply 
seethed  in  a  paroxysm  of  surprise.  Three  men  only  remained 
unmoved  :  the  prisoner,  his  counsel,  and  his  solicitor.  Mrs. 
Trevallack  had  fainted  dead  away  and  was  being  carried  out 
of   court   by   the   people  about  her.     The  "crrer"  called  for 
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"  Silence ! "  at  the   judge's  command,  and  Mr.  Daner  quietly 
resumed :  — 

"  It  only  remains  that  I  prove  the  truth  of  the  statement 
which  I  have  made,  to  the  satisfaction  of  your  lordship  and  of 
the  jury.  I  produce  a  certificate  of  the  marriage  of  Margaret 
Alison  of  Maybole,  Ayrshire,  spinster,  and  William  Trervallack 
of  Camborne,  Cornwall,  private  in  the  Abernethy  Regiment  of 
Royal  Highlanders,  celebrated  at  Cawnpore,  India,  and  duly 
dated  and  authenticatedo  I  produce  a  certified  copy  obtained 
from  the  Adjutant  General's  office,  of  the  sentence  of  a  general 
court-martial  held  at  Kurnaul  in  the  Upper  Province  of 
Bengal  on  January  9,  1836,  upon  No.  4130,  Private  William 
Trevallack  of  the  Abernethy  Regiment  of  Royal  Highlanders, 
convicted  for  assaulting  and  beating  on  parade  his  superior 
officer  Sergeant  John  Macdonald  of  the  same  regiment,  and 
sentenced  to  be  discharged  from  the  service  and  transported 
to  Botany  Bay  for  ten  years.  I  produce  original  of  warrant 
issued  by  the  Superintendent  of  Convicts  at  Port  Jackson, 
New  South  Wales,  dated  January  9,  1846,  certifying  that 
William  Trevallack  late  of  the  Abernethy  Highlanders 
had  duly  served  his  allotted  sentence  of  ten  years'  trans- 
portation and  was  row  r  free  man,  at  liberty  to  leave  the 
colony  for  whatever  destination  he  might  choose.  And 
finally  I  call  Jolm  Parry,  late  warder  in  Paramatta  Prison 
near  Port  Jackson,  to  swear  to  the  identity  of  the  panel, 
who  for  reasons  of  his  own  with  which  we  have  no  concern 
has  chosen  to  call  himself  David  Morgan,  with  the  ex-convict 
William  Trevallack,  of  whom  he  had  charge  when  Trevallack 
worked  in  his  chain  gang,  engaged  in  road  making  in  the  Blue 
Mountains  of  New  South  Wales  in  the  years  1844-45.  Call 
John  Parry  i  " 

John  Parry,  r.  tall,  grizzle-bearded  veteran,  entered  the  box 
and  curtly  identified  the  prisoner.  Cross-examined  for  the 
Crown,  he  read  from  his  notebook  the  particulars  of  sundry 
marks,  scars,  and  mutilations  on  the  prisoner's  person  which 
an  examination  would  reveal.  Two  surgeons  from  the  audi- 
ence volunteered  to  make  the  examination,  furnished  with  a 
copy  of  the  ex-warder's  particulars.  Returning  into  court 
with  the  prisoner  after  a  short  absence,  they  testified  on  oath 
that  they  had  found  on  his  body  all  the  evidences  of  identifi- 
cation which  Parry  had  specified.  Mr.  Daner  then  claimed 
that  he  had  completely  proved  every  link  in  the  chain  of 
25 
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identification  of  the  panel  as  the  husband  of  tho  woman 
who  in  the  witness  box  had  falsely  sworn  that  he  was  dead 
and  that  she  was  his  widow.  He  added  that  since  the  direct 
evidence  inculpating  him  as  the  murderer  of  Macdonald  had 
failed  and  was  of  no  avail  for  the  cause  charged  and  proven, 
and  since  the  circumstantial  evidence  was  clearly  of  no  account, 
his  client  was  entitled  to  a  finding  of  "Not  guilty"  at  the 
hands  of  the  jury. 

The  judge,  however,  demurred  to  this  demand.  In  his 
judgment  the  persons  concerned  with  conducting  the  defense 
of  the  prisoner,  knowing  what  they  knew,  had  not  done  their 
best  by  their  client.  Whether  they  had  in  a  measure  sacrificed 
him  to  an  anxiety  for  a  sensational  denouement  or  not,  he 
would  not  pretend  to  say.  The  witness  Margaret  Trevallack 
should  have  been  challenged  as  soon  as  she  entered  the  witness 
box,  and  the  reason  which  rendered  her  evidence  inadmissible 
should  have  been  at  once  brought  forward  as  the  justification 
of  the  challenge.  Instead  of  this,  she  had  been  allowed  to 
give  her  evidence,  and  that  evidence  must  have  impressed  the 
jury,  as  he  confessed  it  had  impressed  himself.  Legally,  it 
was  true  that  it  was  not  good  evidence,  but  nevertheless  the 
serious  tenor  of  it  remained  with  him,  and,  he  doubted  not, 
with  the  jury  also.  In  the  exercise  of  his  discretion  he  would 
direct  the  jury  to  bring  in  a  finding  of  "  Not  proven." 

The  verdict  of  "Not  proven,"  which  the  Scottish  law 
permits,  is  in  the  nature  of  a  compromise  —  when  the  person 
on  his  trial  has  not  succeeded  in  proving  his  innocence  of 
the  offense  laid  to  his  charge,  and  when,  nevertheless,  the 
evidence  does  not  warrant  the  finding  of  "Guilty."  The 
jury,  after  an  absence  from  court  for  a  few  minutes,  returned 
with  the  verdict  the  fitness  of  which  had  been  impressed  upon 
them  by  the  judge. 

Mrs.  Trevallack  never  returned  to  our  glen,  and  I  never 
heard  what  became  of  her.  Her  husband  came  back  among  us 
to  his  bothy  on  the  muir.  A  week  later,  on  a  Saturday  even- 
ing, he  presented  himself  at  Wullie  Watt's  smithy.  The  rustic 
congregation  around  the  forge  rather  drew  away  from  him,  and 
old  Wullie  frankly  told  him  that  he  was  not  welcome  there. 
Trevallack,  or  Morgan,  as  he  was  still  mostly  called,  replied 
that  he  had  no  intention  or  desire  to  intrude  ;  but  that  now 
that  he  had  undergone  his  trial  —  I  think  the  old  Scots  legal 
expression  is  "  thpled  his  assize "  —  and  could  not  be  tried 
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again,  he  would  fain  be  permitted  to  tell  his  story  to  the  folk 
who  had  come  to  know  him  as  a  good  comrade  and  harmless 
fellow,  and  whose  good  will,  come  what  might,  he  was  loath  to 
lose.  The  vote  of  the  smithy  parliament  was  in  favor  of  his 
being  allowed  to  deliver  himself,  and  the  manse  grieve,  who 
was  among  the  auditors,  brought  me  the  gist  of  the  strange 
tale. 

Trevallack,  it  seemed,  while  the  regiment  was  quartered  in 
Kurnaul,  had  reason  to  suspect  Sergeant  Macdonald  of  paying 
undue  attention  to  his  wife,  had  words  with  him,  and  finally 
gave  him  a  thrashing.  For  this  assault  on  a  superior  officer 
the  sergeant  dared  not  in  the  circumstances  report  him ;  but, 
in  his  spite  against  him,  subjected  him  to  a  course  of  tyranny 
■which  ultimately  became  intolerable,  till  at  length  in  an  ungov- 
ernable fury  of  despair,  Trevallack  struck  down  the  sergeant 
on  regimental  parade  in  face  of  the  commanding  officer.  He 
was  fortunate  to  have  escaped  the  death  sentence,  although  at 
the  time,  he  said,  he  would  have  preferred  being  shot,  and  so 
ending  the  misery  of  his  life ;  for  he  was  certain  Macdonald 
had  deliberately  ruined  him  because  of  his  passion  for  the 
private  soldier's  wife.  As  he  sailed  down  the  Bay  of  Bengal 
to  his  ten  years  of  living  death  in  New  South  Wales,  he  swore 
unto  himself  an  oath  that  if  he  lived  to  regain  his  freedom,  he 
would  never  rest  until  he  had  slain  the  man  who  had  doubly 
wrecked  his  life.  The  long  years  passed,  and  his  pass  of  eman- 
cipation was  in  his  pocket  as  he  stood  on  the  shore  of  Port 
Jackson  and  looked  seaward  between  Sydney  Heads.  He 
worked  his  passage  to  Calcutta,  and  painfully  and  slowly  travel- 
ing up  country,  found  indeed  the  old  regiment  at  Umballa,  but 
no  Sergeant  Macdonald  was  now  serving  in  it.  He  had  been 
promoted  to  sergeant  major,  the  old  soldiers  told  the  tramp, 
whom,  after  his  ten  years  of  hardship  and  harsh  discipline  in 
the  Australian  chain  gang,  they  did  not  recognize  ;  but  who 
knew  them  yet  refrained  from  revealing  himself.  Macdonald 
had  some  time  previously  been  detached  on  some  special  staff 
duty,  whither  Trevallack  could  not  discover.  The  orderly- 
room  clerk  could  not  enlighten  him ;  but  from  that  functionary 
he  ascertained  the  name  of  the  Highland  parish  of  which  Mac- 
donald was  a  native,  and  also  the  date  at  which  would  expire 
the  term  of  service  for  which  he  had  enlisted.  Then  he  learned 
from  an  old  married  woman  of  the  regiment  — who  knew  him 
not,  although  he  and  his  wife  had  lived  in  Kurnaul  next  room 
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to  her,  and  who  wondered  why  this  stranger  tramp  wanted  the 
information  —  that  after  Private  Trevallack  was  transported 
eleven  years  gone,  Sergeant  Macdonald  had  sent  that  poor 
fellow's  wife  to  Scotland  to  live  in  his  father's  house  until  such 
time  as  the  regiment  should  go  home,  and  he  then  be  able  to 
buy  his  discharge.  As  for  Trevallack,  everybody  held  him  as 
good  as  dead  when  he  was  carried  down  country  in  irons  to  be 
shipped  to  Australia. 

In  Macdonald's  native  parish,  then,  Trevallack  had  con- 
cluded, was  the  place  where  he  could  be  most  surely  marked 
down ;  and  thither  by  slow  degrees  and  devious  ways  he  be- 
took himself,  changing  his  name  and  his  place  of  origin.  No 
more  than  had  his  old  comrades  did  the  woman  who  really  was 
his  wife  recognize  in  the  bowed  and  clumsy  Welsh  stranger  her 
Cornish  husband  of  the  long  bygone  time  in  Kurnaul.  Uncon- 
sciously the  wretched  woman  set  him  on  the  track  of  his  enemy 
vv^hom  she  loved.  It  was  he,  and  none  other,  who  had  struck 
Macdonald  to  the  heart  out  yonder  in  the  road,  as  the  man  who 
had  ruined  his  life  neared  him  with  an  arm  round  the  waist  of 
the  woman  of  whom  the  ex-sergeant  had  robbed  the  victim  of 
his  tyrannic  malevolence ;  nor  did  he  repent  the  deed.  He 
had  resolved  to  avow  it  in  the  dock  and  go  to  the  gallows  with 
a  light  heart,  now  that  he  had  taken  his  revenge.  But  the 
young  solicitor  who  had  come  to  him  in  the  county  jail  repre- 
sented to  him  that,  having  regard  to  the  long  cruel  provocation 
and  suffering  he  had  endured,  what  he  had  done  was,  in  the 
title  of  an  old  book,  "  Killing  no  jMurder,"  and  that  it  behooved 
him  to  make  a  fight  for  life.  They  all  knew  what  had  been  the 
result.  He  would  very  fain  be  allowed  to  stay  among  them, 
since  he  had  no  friends  elsewhere  ;  he  would  not  obtrude  him- 
self so  long  as  they  would  just  pass  him  the  "  Good  day."  But 
if  they  shunned  him  for  the  blood  on  his  hands,  he  would  go 
away  out  into  the  hard  world. 

There  was  an  interval  of  silence.  Then  Wullie  Watt,  bar- 
ing his  old  head,  said  solemnly,  "  What  saith  the  Book,  '  Ven- 
geance is  Mine;  I  will  repay,  saith  the  Lord.'  Ye've  been  a 
sinfu'  man,  an'  a  bluidthirsty  man,  William  Trevallack;  but 
ye've  been  sair  tried  and  sair  wranged;  and  here  is  my  haun'  1" 


"An  ancient  timepiece  says  to  all, 
'  Forever —  never  ! '  " 


From  a  painting  by  Maud  Goodman 
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THE   OLD   CLOCK   ON   THE   STAIRS. 

By  henry  W.  LONGFELLOW. 

Somewhat  back  from  the  village  street 
Stands  the  old-fashioned  country  seat ; 
Across  its  antique  portico 
Tall  poplar  trees  their  shadows  throw; 
And,  from  its  station  in  the  hall, 
An  ancient  timepiece  says  to  all, 

"  Forever  —  never ! 

Never  —  forever!" 

Halfway  up  the  stairs  it  stands. 
And  points  and  beckons  with  its  hands, 
From  its  case  of  massive  oak. 
Like  a  monk  who,  under  his  cloak. 
Crosses  himself,  and  sighs,  alas! 
"With  sorrowful  voice  to  all  who  pass, 

"  Forever  —  never ! 

Never  —  forever ! " 

By  day  its  voice  is  low  and  light ; 
But  in  the  silent  dead  of  night, 
Distinct  as  a  passing  footstep's  fall, 
It  echoes  along  the  vacant  hall. 
Along  the  ceiling,  along  the  floor. 
And  seems  to  say  at  each  chamber  door, 

"  Forever  —  never ! 

Never  —  forever ! " 

Through  days  of  sorrow  and  of  mirth. 
Through  days  of  death  and  days  of  birth, 
Through  every  swift  vicissitude 
Of  changeful  time,  unchanged  it  has  stood, 
And  as  if,  like  God,  it  all  things  saw, 
it  calmly  repeats  those  words  of  awe, 

''Forever  —  never  ! 

Never  —  forever ! " 

In  that  mansion  used  to  be 
Free-hearted  Hospitality ; 
His  great  fires  up  the  chimney  roared; 
The  stranger  feasted  at  his  board; 
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But,  like  the  skeleton  at  the  feast, 
That  warning  timepiece  never  ceased, — 

"  Forever  —  never ! 

Never  —  forever  !  " 


There  groups  of  merry  children  played ; 

There  youths  and  maidens  dreaming  strayed ; 

Oh,  precious  hours  !  oh,  golden  prime 

And  affluence  of  love  and  time ! 

Even  as  a  miser  counts  his  gold. 

Those  hours  the  ancient  timepiece  told,  — 

"  Forever  —  never ! 

Never  —  forever ! " 

From  that  chamber,  clothed  in  white, 
The  bride  came  forth  on  her  wedding  night; 
There,  in  that  silent  room  below. 
The  dead  lay,  in  his  shroud  of  snow ; 
And,  in  the  hush  that  followed  the  prayer, 
Was  heard  the  old  clock  on  the  stair,  — 

"  Forever  —  never ! 

Never  —  forever ! " 


All  are  scattered,  now,  and  fled, — 
Some  are  married,  some  are  dead ; 
And  when  I  ask,  with  throbs  of  pain, 
"  Ah !  when  shall  they  all  meet  again  ?  " 
As  in  the  days  long  since  gone  by, 
The  ancient  timepiece  makes  reply, 

"  Forever —  never ! 

Never  —  forever ! " 


Never  here,  forever  there. 
Where  all  parting,  pain,  and  care, 
And  death,  and  time,  shall  disappear,- 
Forever  there,  but  never  here ! 
The  horologe  of  Eternity 
Sayeth  this  incessantly, 

"  Forever  —  never ! 

Never  —  forever !  " 


THOMAS    1)K    QUIXCKY 
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FROM  "CONFESSIONS   OF  AN  ENGLISH   OPIUM- 
EATER." 

By  THOMAS  DE  QUINCEY. 

[Thomas  De  QinNCEv  :  An  English  author;  bom  at  Manchester,  August 
15,  1785.  The  son  of  a  weaUhy  merchant,  he  was  sent  to  various  grammar 
schools,  from  which  he  ran  away.  He  spent  a  few  years  at  Oxford,  and  about 
1808  became  intimate  with  Coleridge,  Southey,  and  Wordsworth,  which  induced 
him  to  live  at  Grasmere  in  the  Lake  district.  Here  he  devoted  his  time  to  litera- 
ture, and  became  a  frequent  contributor  to  BIack\cood''s,  and  other  periodicals. 
He  removed  to  Scotland  in  1843,  and  passed  the  latter  part  ( i  his  life  near  Edin- 
burgh, where  he  died,  December  8,  1859.  During  his  stay  at  Oxford  he  con- 
tracted the  habit  of  opium-eating,  which  was  only  overcome  after  a  protracted 
struggle  many  years  later.  His  experiences  with  the  drug  form  the  basis  of  a 
narrative  atitled  "The  Confessions  of  an  Opium-Eater,"  which  appeared  in  the 
London  Magazine  (1821).  His  ther  works  are  chiefly  essays.  The  most  com- 
plete edition  of  his  works  appeared  1852-1855.] 

I  HAVE  often  been  asked  how  I  first  came  to  be  a  regular 
opium-eater,  and  have  suffered,  very  unjustly,  in  the  opinion 
of  my  acquaintance  from  being  reputed  to  have  brought  upon 
myself  all  the  sufferings  which  I  shall  have  to  record,  by  a  long 
course  of  indulgence  in  this  practice  purely  for  the  sake  of 
creating  an  artificial  state  of  pleasurable  excitement.  This, 
however,  is  a  misrepresentwtion  of  my  case.  True  it  is  that 
for  nearly  ten  years  I  did  ofcasionally  take  opium  for  the  sake 
of  the  exquisite  pleasure  it  gave  me ;  but  so  long  as  I  took  it 
with  this  view  I  was  effectually  protected  from  all  material 
bad  consequences  by  the  nece  'ty  of  interposing  long  intervals 
between  the  several  acts  of  indulgence,  in  order  to  renew  the 
pleasurable  sensations.  It  was  not  for  the  purpose  of  creating 
pleasure,  but  of  mitigating  pain  in  the  severest  degree,  that  I 
first  began  to  use  opium  as  an  article  of  daily  diet.  In  the 
twenty-eighth  year  of  my  age  a  most  painful  affection  of  the 
stomach,  which  I  had  first  experienced  about  ten  years  before, 
attacked  me  in  great  strength.  This  affection  had  originally 
been  caused  by  extremities  of  hunger,  suffered  in  my  boyish 
days.  During  the  season  of  hope  and  redundant  happiness 
which  succeeded  (that  is,  from  eighteen  to  twenty-four)  it 
had  slumbered ;  for  the  three  following  years  it  had  revived  at 
intervals  ;  and  now,  under  unfavorable  circumstances,  from 
depression  of  spirits,  it  attacked  me  with  a  violence  that  yielded 
to  no  remedies  but  opium.     As  the  youthful  sufferings  which 
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first  produced  this  derangement  of  the  stomach  were  interesting 
in  themselves,  and  in  the  circumstances  that  attended  them,  I 
shall  here  briefly  retrace  them. 

My  father  died  when  I  was  about  seven  years  old,  and  left 
me  to  the  care  of  four  guardians.  I  was  sent  to  various 
schools,  great  and  small,  and  was  very  early  distinguished  for 
my  classical  attainments,  especially  for  my  knowledge  of 
Greek.  At  thirteen  I  wrote  Greek  with  ease ;  and  at  fifteen 
my  command  of  that  language  was  so  great  that  I  not  only 
composed  Greek  verses  in  lyric  meters,  but  could  converse 
in  Greek  fluently  and  without  embarrassment  —  an  accomplish- 
ment which  I  have  not  since  met  with  in  any  scholar  of  my 
times,  and  which  in  my  case  was  owing  to  the  practice  of  daily 
reading  off  the  newspapers  into  the  best  Greek  I  could  furnish 
extempore;  for  the  necessity  of  ransacking  my  memory  and 
invention  for  all  sorts  and  combinations  of  periphrastic  expres- 
sions as  equivalents  for  modern  ideas,  images,  relations  of 
things,  etc.,  gave  me  a  compass  of  diction  which  would  never 
have  been  called  out  by  a  dull  translation  of  moral  essays,  etc. 
"  That  boy,"  said  one  of  my  masters,  pointing  the  attention  of 
a  stranger  to  me,  "  that  boy  could  harangue  an  Athenian  mob 
better  than  you  and  I  could  address  an  English  one."  He 
who  honored  me  with  this  eulogy  was  a  scholar,  "  and  a  ripe 
and  a  good  one,"  and  of  all  my  tutors  was  the  only  one  whom 
I  loved  or  reverenced.  Unfortunately  for  me  (and,  as  I  after- 
wards learned,  to  this  worthy  man's  great  indignation),  I  was 
transferred  to  the  care,  first  of  a  blockhead,  who  was  in  a  per- 
petual panic  lest  I  should  expose  his  ignorance  ;  and  finally  to 
that  of  a  respectable  scholar  at  the  head  of  a  great  school  on 
an  ancient  foundation.  This  man  had  been  appointed  to  his 
situation  by  College,  Oxford,  and  was  a  sound,  well- 
built  scholar,  but  (like  most  men  whom  I  have  known  from 
that  college)  coarse,  clumsy,  and  inelegant.  A  miserable  con- 
trast he  presented,  in  my  eyes,  to  the  Etonian  brilliancy  of  my 
favorite  master;  and  besides,  he  could  not  disguise  from  my 
hourly  notice  the  poverty  and  meagerness  of  his  understanding. 
It  is  a  bad  thing  for  a  boy  to  be  and  to  know  himself  far  beyond 
his  tutors,  whether  in  knowledge  or  in  power  of  mind.  This 
was  the  case,  so  far  as  regarded  knowledge  at  least,  not  with 
myself  only,  for  the  two  boys  who  jointly  with  myself  com- 
posed the  fi.rst  form  were  better  Grecians  than  the  head  master, 
though  not  more  elegant  scholars,  nor  at  all  more  accustomed 
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to  sacrifice  to  the  Graces.  When  I  first  entered  I  remember 
that  we  read  Sophocles ;  and  it  was  a  constant  matter  of 
triumph  to  us,  the  learned  triumvirate  of  the  first  form,  to  see 
our  "Archididascalus"  (as  he  loved  to  be  called)  conning  our 
lessons  before  we  went  up,  and  laying  a  regular  train,  with 
lexicon  and  grammar,  for  blowing  up  and  blasting  (as  it  were) 
any  difficulties  he  found  in  the  choruses  ;  whilst  ive  never  con- 
descended to  open  our  books  until  the  moment  of  going  up, 
and  were  generally  employed  in  writing  epigrams  upon  his  wig 
or  some  such  important  matter.  My  two  class  fellows  were 
poor,  and  dependent  for  their  future  prospects  at  the  univer- 
sity on  the  recommendation  of  the  head  master ;  but  I,  who 
had  a  small  patrimonial  propert}^  the  income  of  which  was 
sufficient  to  support  me  at  college,  wished  to  be  sent  thither 
immediately.  I  made  earnest  representations  on  the  subject 
to  my  guardians,  but  all  to  no  purpose.  One,  who  was  more 
reasonable  and  had  more  knowledge  of  the  Avorld  than  the  rest, 
lived  at  a  distance  ;  two  of  the  other  three  resigned  all  their 
authority  into  the  hands  of  the  fourth  ;  and  this  fourth,  with 
whom  I  had  to  negotiate,  was  a  worthy  man  in  his  way,  but 
liaughty,  obstinate,  and  intolerant  of  all  opposition  to  his  will. 
After  a  certain  number  of  letters  and  personal  interviews,  I 
found  that  I  had  nothing  to  hope  for,  not  even  a  compromise 
of  the  matter,  from  my  guardian.  Unconditional  submission 
was  what  he  demandecl,  and  I  prepared  myself,  therefore,  for 
other  measures.  Summer  was  now  coming  on  with  hasty 
steps,  and  my  seventeenth  birthday  was  fast  approaching,  after 
which  day  I  had  sworn  within  myself  that  I  would  no  longer 
be  numbered  amongst  schoolboys.  Money  being  what  I  chiefly 
vv^anted,  I  wrote  to  a  woman  of  high  rank,  who,  though  young 
herself,  had  known  me  from  a  child,  and  had  latterly  treated 
me  with  great  distinction,  requesting  that  she  would  "  lend  " 
rae  five  guineas.  For  upwards  of  a  week  no  answer  came,  and 
I  was  beginning  to  despond,  when  at  length  a  servant  put  into 
my  hands  a  double  letter  with  a  coronet  on  the  seal.  The  letter 
was  kind  and  obliging.  The  fair  writer  was  on  the  sea  coast, 
and  in  that  way  the  delay  had  arisen  ;  she  inclosed  double  of 
what  I  had  asked,  and  good-naturedly  hinted  that  if  I  should 
never  repay  her,  it  would  not  absolutely  ruin  her.  Now,  then, 
I  was  prepared  for  my  scheme.  Ten  guineas,  added  to  about 
two  which  I  had  remaining  from  my  pocket  money,  seemed  to 
me  sufficient  for  an   indefinite  length  of    time ;    and   at  that 
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happy  age,  if  no  definite  boundary  can  be  assigned  to  one's 
power,  the  spirit  of  hope  and  pleasure  makes  it  virtually 
infinite. 

It  is  a  just  remark  of  Dr.  Johnson's  (and,  what  cannot  often 
be  said  of  his  remarks,  it  is  a  very  feeling  one),  that  we  never 
do  anything  consciously  for  the  last  time  (of  things,  that  is, 
which  we  have  long  been  in  the  habit  of  doing)  without  sad- 
ness of  heart.     This  truth  I  felt  deeply  when  I  came  to  leave 

,  a  place  which  I  did  not  love,  and  where  I  had  not  been 

happy.     On  the  evening  before  I  left forever,  I  grieved 

when  the  ancient  and  lofty  schoolroom  resounded  with  the 
evening  service,  performed  for  the  last  time  in  my  hearing ;  and 
at  night,  when  the  muster  roll  of  names  was  called  over,  and 
mine  (as  usual)  was  called  first,  I  stepped  forward,  and  passing 
the  head  master,  who  was  standing  by,  I  bowed  to  him,  and 
looked  earnestly  in  his  face,  thinking  to  myself,  "  He  is  old  and 
infirm,  and  in  this  world  I  shall  not  see  him  again."  I  was 
right ;  I  never  did  see  him  again,  nor  ever  shall.  He  looked 
at  me  complacentlj^  smiled  good-naturedly,  returned  my  salu- 
tation (or  rather  my  valediction),  and  we  parted  (though  he 
knew  it  not)  forever.  I  could  not  reverence  him  intellectu- 
ally, but  he  had  been  uniformly  kind  to  me,  and  had  allowed 
me  many  indulgences  ;  and  I  grieved  at  the  thought  of  the 
mortification  I  should  inflict  upon  him. 

The  morning  came  which  was  to  launch  me  into  the  world, 
and  from  which  my  whole  succeeding  life  has  in  many  impor- 
tant points  taken  its  coloring.  I  lodged  in  the  head  master's 
house,  and  had  been  allowed  from  my  first  entrance  the  indul- 
gence of  a  private  room,  which  I  used  both  as  a  sleeping  room 
and  as  a  study.     At  half  after  three  I  rose,  and  gazed  with 

deep  emotion  at  the  ancient  towers  of ,  "  drest  in  earliest 

light,"  and  beginning  to  crimson  with  the  radiant  luster  of  a 
cloudless  July  morning.  I  was  firm  and  immovable  in  my  pur- 
pose, but  yet  agitated  by  anticipation  of  uncertain  danger  and 
troubles ;  and  if  I  could  have  foreseen  the  hurricane  and  per- 
fect hailstorm  of  affliction  which  soon  fell  upon  me,  well  might 
I  have  been  agitated.  To  this  agitation  the  deep  peace  of  the 
morning  presented  an  affecting  contrast,  and  in  some  degree  a 
medicine.  The  silence  was  more  profound  than  that  of  mid- 
night ;  and  to  me  the  silence  of  a  summer  morning  is  more 
touching  than  all  other  silence,  because,  the  light  being  broad 
and  strong  as  that  of  noonday  at  other  seasons  of  the  year,  it 
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seems  to  differ  from  perfect  day  chiefly  because  man  is  not  yet 
abroad ;  and  thus  the  peace  of  nature  and  of  the  innocent  crea- 
tures of  God  seems  to  be  secure  and  deep  only  so  long  as  the 
presence  of  man  and  his  restless  and  unquiet  spirit  are  not 
there  to  trouble  its  sanctity.  I  dressed  myself,  took  my  hat 
and  gloves,  and  lingered  a  little  in  the  room.  For  the  last 
year  and  a  half  this  room  had  been  my  "  pensive  citadel "  :  here 
I  had  read  and  studied  through  all  the  hours  of  night,  and 
though  true  it  was  that  for  the  latter  part  of  this  time  I,  who 
was  framed  for  love  and  gentle  affections,  had  lost  my  gayety 
and  happiness  during  the  strife  and  fever  of  contention  with 
my  guardian,  yet,  on  the  other  hand,  as  a  boy  so  passionately 
fond  of  books,  and  dedicated  to  intellectual  pursuits,  I  could 
not  fail  to  have  enjoyed  many  happy  hours  in  the  midst  of 
general  dejection.  I  wept  as  I  looked  round  on  the  chair, 
hearth,  writing  table,  and  other  familiar  objects,  knowing  too 
certainly  that  I  looked  upon  them  for  the  last  time.  Whilst  I 
write  this  it  is  eighteen  years  ago,  and  yet  at  this  moment  I  see 
distinctly,  as  if  it  were  yesterday,  the  lineaments  and  expres- 
sion of  the  object  on  which  I  fixed  my  parting  gaze.     It  was 

a  picture  of  the  lovely ,  which  hung  over  the  mantelpiece, 

the  eyes  and  mouth  of  which  were  so  beautiful,  and  the  whole 
countenance  so  radiant  with  benignity  and  divine  tranquillity, 
that  I  had  a  thousand  times  laid  down  my  pen  or  my  book  to 
gather  consolation  from  it,  as  a  devotee  from  his  patron  saint. 

Whilst  I  was  yet  gazing  upon  it  the  deep  tones  of clock 

proclaimed  that  it  was  four  o'clock.  I  went  up  to  the  picture, 
kissed  it,  and  then  gently  walked  out  and  closed  the  door  for- 
ever ! 

So  blended  and  intertwisted  in  this  life  are  occasions  of 
laughter  and  of  tears,  that  I  cannot  yet  recall  without  smiling 
an  incident  which  occurred  at  that  time,  and  which  had  nearly 
put  a  stop  to  the  immediate  execution  of  my  plan.  I  had  a 
trunk  of  immense  weight,  for,  besides  my  clothes,  it  contained 
nearly  all  my  library.  The  difficulty  was  to  get  this  removed 
to  a  carrier's :  my  room  was  at  an  aerial  elevation  in  the  house, 
and  (what  was  worse)  the  staircase  which  communicated  with 
this  angle  of  the  building  was  accessible  only  by  a  gallery, 
which  passed  the  head  master's  chamber  door.  I  was  a  favor- 
ite with  all  the  servants,  and  knowing  that  any  of  tliem  would 
screen  me  and  act  confidentially,  I  communicated  my  embar- 
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rassment  to  a  groom  of  the  head  master's.  The  groom  swore 
he  would  do  anything  I  wished,  and  when  the  time  arrived 
went  upstairs  to  bring  the  trunk  down.  This  I  feared  was 
beyond  the  strength  of  any  one  man ;  however,  the  groom  was 
a  man 

Of  Atlantean  shoulders,  fit  to  bear 
The  weight  of  mightiest  monarchies ; 

and  had  a  back  as  spacious  as  Salisbury  Plain.  Accordingly 
he  persisted  in  bringing  down  the  trunk  alone,  whilst  I  stood 
waiting  at  the  foot  of  the  last  flight  in  anxiety  for  the  event. 
For  some  time  I  heard  him  descending  with  slow  and  firm 
steps ;  but  unfortunately,  from  his  trepidation,  as  he  drew  near 
the  dangerous  quarter,  within  a  few  steps  of  the  gallery,  his 
foot  slipped,  and  the  mighty  burden  falling  from  his  shoulders, 
gained  such  increase  of  impetus  at  each  step  of  the  descent, 
that  on  reaching  the  bottom  it  trundled,  or  rather  leaped,  right 
across,  with  the  noise  of  twenty  devils,  against  the  very  bed- 
room door  of  the  Archididascalus.  My  first  thouglit  was  that 
all  was  lost,  and  that  my  only  chance  for  executing  a  retreat 
was  to  sacrifice  my  baggage.  However,  on  reflection  I  deter- 
mined to  abide  the  issue.  The  groom  was  in  the  utmost  alarm, 
both  on  his  own  account  and  on  mine,  but,  in  spite  of  this,  so 
irresistibly  had  the  sense  of  the  ludicrous  in  this  unhappy  con- 
tretemps taken  possession  of  his  fancy,  that  he  sang  out  a  long, 
loud,  and  canorous  peal  of  laughter,  that  might  have  wakened 
the  Seven  Sleepers.  At  the  sound  of  this  resonant  merriment, 
within  the  very  ears  of  insulted  authority,  I  could  not  myself 
forbear  joining  in  it, — subdued  to  this,  not  so  much  by  the 
unhappy  itourderie  of  the  trunk,  as  by  the  effect  it  had  upon 
the  groom.     We  both  expected,  as  a  matter  of   course,  that 

Dr. would  sally  out  of  his  room,  for  in  general,  if  but  a 

mouse  stirred,  he  sprang'  out  like  a  mastiff  from  his  kennel. 
Strange  to  say,  however,  on  this  occasion,  when  the  noise  of 
laughter  had   ceased,  no  sound,  or  rustling   even,  was  to  be 

heard   in   the   bedroom.     Dr.  had  a  painful   complaint, 

which,  sometimes  keeping  him  awake,  made  his  sleep  perhaps, 
when  it  did  come,  the  deeper.  Gathering  courage  from  the 
silence,  the  groom  hoisted  his  burden  again,  and  accomplished 
the  remainder  of  his  descent  without  accident.  I  waited  until 
I  saw  the  trunk  placed  on  a  wheelbarrow  and  on  its  road  to 
the  carrier's  j  then,  "  with  Providence  my  guide,"  I  set  off  on 
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foot,  carrying  a  small  parcel  with  some  articles  of  dress  under 
ni)^  arm,  a  favorite  English  poet  in  one  pocket,  and  a  small 
12rao  volume,  containing  about  nine  plays  of  Euripides,  in  the 
other. 

It  had  been  my  intention  originally  to  proceed  to  West- 
moreland, both  from  the  love  I  bore  to  that  country  and  on 
other  personal  accounts.  Accident,  however,  gave  a  different 
direction  to  my  wanderings,  and  I  bent  my  steps  towards  North 
Wales. 

After  wandering  about  for  some  time  in  Denbighshire, 
Merionethshire,  and  Carnarvonshire,  I  took  lodgings  in  a  small 

neat  house  in  B .     Here  I  might  have  stayed  with  great 

comfort  for  many  weeks,  for  provisions  were  cheap  at  B , 

from  the  scarcity  of  other  markets  for  the  surplus  produce  of 
a  wide  agricultural  district.  An  accident,  however,  in  which 
perhaps  no  offense  was  designed,  drove  me  out  to  wander  again. 
I  know  not  whether  my  reader  may  have  remarked,  but  /  have 
often  remarked,  that  the  proudest  class  of  people  in  England 
(or  at  any  rate  the  class  whose  pride  is  most  apparent)  are  the 
families  of  bishops.  Noblemen  and  their  children  carry  about 
with  them,  in  their  very  titles,  a  sufficient  notification  of  their 
rank.  Nay,  their  very  names  (and  this  applies  also  to  the 
children  of  many  untitled  houses)  are  often,  to  the  English 
ear,  adequate  exponents  of  high  birth  or  descent.  Sackville, 
Manners,  Fitzroy,  Paulet,  Cavendish,  and  scores  of  others  tell 
their  own  tale.  Such  persons,  therefore,  find  everywhere  a  due 
sense  of  their  claims  already  established,  except  among  those 
who  are  ignorant  of  the  world  by  virtue  of  their  own  obscurity  : 
"Not  to  know  them,  argues  one's  self  unknown."  Their  man- 
ners take  a  suitable  tone  and  coloring,  and  for  once  they  find 
it  necessary  to  impress  a  sense  of  their  consequence  upon  others, 
they  meet  with  a  thousand  occasions  for  moderating  and  temper- 
ing this  sense  by  acts  of  courteous  condescension.  With  the 
families  of  bishops  it  is  otherwise :  with  them  it  is  all  uphill 
work  to  make  known  their  pretensions  ;  for  the  proportion  of 
the  episcopal  bench  taken  from  noble  families  is  not  at  any  time 
very  large,  and  the  succession  to  these  dignities  is  so  rapid  that 
the  public  ear  seldom  has  time  to  become  familiar  with  them, 
unless  where  they  are  connected  with  some  literary  reputation. 
Hence  it  is  that  the  children  of  bishops  carry  about  with  them 
an  austere  and  repulsive  air,  indicative  of  claims  not  generally 
acknowledged,   a  sort  of   noli  me   tangere  manner,  nervously 
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apprehensive  of  too  familiar  approach,  and  shrinking  with  the 
sensitiveness  of  a  gouty  man  from  all  contact  with  the  ot  ttoXKoi. 
Doubtless,  a  powerful  understanding,  or  unusual  goodness  of 
nature,  will  preserve  a  man  from  such  weakness,  but  in  general 
the  truth  of  my  representation  will  be  acknowledged  ;  pride,  if 
not  of  deeper  root  in  such  families,  appears  at  least  more  upon 
the  surface  of  their  manners.  This  spirit  of  manners  naturally 
communicates  itself  to  their  domestics  and  other  dependents. 
Now,  my  landlady  had  been  a  lady's  maid  or  a  nurse  in  the 

family  of  the   Bishop   of  ,  and  had   but  lately  married 

away  and  "  settled  "  (as  such  people  express  it)  for  life.     In  a 

little  town  like  B ,  merely  to  have   lived  in  the  bishop's 

family  conferred  some  distinction ;  and  my  good  landlady  had 
rather  more  than  her  share  of  the  pride  I  have  noticed  on  that 
score.  What  "  my  lord  "  said  and  what  "  my  lord  "  did,  how 
useful  he  was  in  Parliament  and  how  indispensable  at  Oxford, 
formed  the  daily  burden  of  her  talk.  All  this  I  bore  very  well, 
for  I  was  too  good-natured  to  laugh  in  anybody's  face,  and  I 
could  make  an  ample  allowance  for  the  garrulity  of  an  old 
servant.  Of  necessity,  however,  I  must  have  appeared  in  her 
eyes  very  inadequately  impressed  with  the  bishop's  importance, 
and,  perhaps  to  punish  me  for  my  indifference,  or  possibly  by 
accident,  she  one  day  repeated  to  me  a  conversation  in  which  I 
was  indirectly  a  party  concerned.  She  had  been  to  the  palace 
to  pay  her  respects  to  the  family,  and,  dinner  being  over,  was 
summoned  into  the  dining  room.  In  giving  an  account  of  her 
household  economy  she  happened  to  mention  that  she  had  let 
her  apartments.  Thereupon  the  good  bishop  (it  seemed)  had 
taken  occasion  to  caution  her  as  to  her  selection  of  inmates, 
"  for,"  said  he,  "  you  must  recollect,  Betty,  that  this  place  is  in 
the  highroad  to  the  Head  ;  so  that  multitudes  of  Irish  swin- 
dlers running  away  from  their  debts  into  England,  and  of  Eng- 
lish swindlers  running  away  from  their  debts  to  the  Isle  of  Man, 
are  likely  to  take  this  place  in  their  route."  This  advice  cer- 
tainly was  not  without  reasonable  grounds,  but  rather  fitted  to 
be  stored  up  for  Mrs.  Betty's  private  meditations  than  specially 
reported  to  me.  What  followed,  however,  was  somewhat 
worse.  "  Oh,  my  lord,"  answered  my  landlady  (according  to 
her  own  representation  of  the  matter),  "I  really  don't  think 

this  young  gentleman  is  a  swindler,  because "    "  You  don't 

think  me  a  swindler  ?  "  said  I,  interrupting  her,  in  a  tumult  of 
indignation  :  "  for  the  future  I  shall  spare  you  the  trouble  of 
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thinking  about  it."  And  without  delay  I  prepared  for  my 
departure.  Some  concessions  tlie  good  woman  seemed  disposed 
to  make  ;  but  a  liarsh  and  contemptuous  expression,  which  I 
fear  that  I  applied  to  the  learned  dignitary  himself,  roused  her 
indignation  in  turn,  and  reconciliation  then  became  impossible. 
I  was  indeed  greatly  irritated  at  the  bishop's  having  suggested 
any  grounds  of  suspicion,  however  remotely,  against  a  person 
whom  lie  had  never  seen  ;  that  I  thought  of  letting  him  know 
my  mind  in  Greek,  which,  at  the  same  time  that  it  Avould  fur- 
nish some  presumj)tion  that  I  was  no  swindler,  would  also  (I 
hoped)  compel  the  bishop  to  reply  in  the  same  language ;  in 
which  case  I  doubted  not  to  make  it  appear  that  if  I  was  not 
so  rich  as  his  lordship,  I  was  a  far  better  Grecian.  Calmer 
thoughts,  however,  drove  this  boyish  design  out  of  my  mind  ; 
for  I  considered  that  the  bishop  was  in  the  right  to  counsel  an 
old  servant ;  that  he  could  not  have  designed  that  his  advice 
should  be  reported  to  me  ;  and  that  the  same  coarseness  of 
mind  which  had  led  Mrs.  Betty  to  repeat  the  advice  at  all, 
might  have  colored  it  in  a  way  more  agreeable  to  her  own 
style  of  thinking  than  to  the  actual  expressions  of  the  worthy 
bishop. 

I  left  the  lodgings  the  very  same  hour,  and  this  turned  out 
a  very  unfortunate  occurrence  for  me,  because,  living  hence- 
forward at  inns,  I  was  drained  of  my  money  very  rapidly.  In 
a  fortnight  I  was  reduced  to  short  allowance ;  that  is,  I  could 
allow  myself  only  one  meal  a  day.  From  the  keen  appetite 
produced  by  constant  exercise  and  mountain  air,  acting  on  a 
youthful  stomach,  I  soon  began  to  suffer  greatly  on  this  slender 
regimen,  for  the  single  meal  which  I  could  venture  to  order 
was  coffee  or  tea.  Even  this,  however,  was  at  length  with- 
drawn ;  and  afterwards,  so  long  as  I  remained  in  "Wales,  I  sub- 
sisted either  on  blackberries,  hips,  haws,  etc.,  or  on  the  casual 
hospitalities  which  I  now  and  then  received  in  return  for  such 
little  services  as  I  had  an  opportunity  of  rendering.  Some- 
times I  wrote  letters  of  business  for  cottagers  who  happened 
to  have  relatives  in  Liverpool  or  in  London ;  more  often  I 
wrote  love  letters  to  their  sweethearts  for  young  women  who 
had  lived  as  servants  at  Shrewsbury  or  other  towns  on  the  Eng- 
lish border.  On  all  such  occasions  I  gave  great  satisfaction 
to  my  humble  friends,  and  was  generally  treated  with  hospital- 
ity ;  and  once  in  particular,  near  the  village  of  Llan-y-styndw 
(^or  some  such  name)  in  a  sequestered  part  of  Merionethshire, 
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I  was  entertained  for  upwards  of   three  days  by  a  family  of 
young  people  with  an  affectionate  and  fraternal  kindness  that 
left   an   impression   upon   my  heart   not   yet  impaired.     The 
family  consisted  at  that  time  of  four  sisters  and  three  brothers, 
all  grown  up,  and  all  remarkable  for  elegance  and  delicacy  of 
manners.     So  much  beauty,  and  so  much  native  good  breeding 
and  refinement,  I  do  not  remember  to  have  seen  before  or  since 
in  any  cottage,  except  once  or  twice   in  Westmoreland  and 
Devonshire.     They  spoke  English,  an  accomplishment  not  often 
met  with  in  so  many  members  of  one  family,  especially  in  vil- 
lages remote  from  the  highroad.     Here  I  wrote,  on  my  first 
introduction,  a  letter  about  prize  money,  for  one  of  the  brothers, 
who  had  served  on  board  an  English  man-of-war  ;  and,  more 
privately,  two  love  letters  for  two  of  the  sisters.     They  were 
both  interesting-looking  girls,  and  one  of  uncommon  loveliness. 
In  the  midst  of  their  confusion  and  blushes,  whilst  dictating, 
or  rather  giving  me  general  instructions,  it  did  not  require  any 
great  penetration  to  discover  that  what  they  wished  was  that 
their  letters  should  be  as  kind  as  was  consistent  with  proper 
maidenly  pride.     I  contrived  so  to  temper  my  expressions  as  to 
reconcile  the  gratification  of  both  feelings  ;  and  they  w^ere  as 
much  pleased  with  the  way  in  which  I  had  expressed  their 
thoughts  as  (in  their  simplicity)  they  were  astonished  at  my 
having  so  readily  discovered  them.     The  reception  one  meets 
with   from   the  women   of   a  family  generally  determines  the 
tenor  of   one's  whole  entertainment.     In  this  case  I  had  dis- 
charged  my  confidential   duties  as  secretary  so  much  to   the 
general  satisfaction,  perhaps  also  amusing  them  with  my  con- 
versation, that  I  was  pressed  to  stay  with  a  cordiality  which  I 
had  little  inclination  to  resist.     I  slept  with  the  brothers,  the 
only  unoccupied  bed  standing  in  the  apartment  of  the  young 
women  ;  but  in  all  other  points  they  treated  me  with  a  respect 
not  usually  paid  to  purses  as  light  as  mine  —  as  if  my  scholar- 
ship were  sufficient  evidence  that  I  Avas  of  "gentle  blood." 
Thus  I  lived  with  them  for  three  days  and  great  part  of  a 
fourth ;  and,  from  the  undiminished  kindness  which  they  con- 
tinued to  show  me,  I  believe  I  might  have  stayed  with  them  up 
to  this  time,  if  their  power  had  corresponded  with  their  wishes. 
On  the  last  morning,  however,  I  perceived  upon  their  counte- 
nances, as  they  sat  at  breakfast,  the  expression  of   some  un- 
pleasant  communication  which  was  at  hand;  and  soon  after, 
one  of  the  brothers  explained  to  me  that  their  parents  had  gone, 
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the  day  before  my  arrival,  to  an  annual  meeting  of  Methodists, 
held  at  Carnarvon,  and  were  that  day  expected  to  return  ;  "  and 
if  they  should  not  be  so  civil  as  they  ought  to  be,"  he  begged, 
on  the  part  of  all  the  young  people,  that  I  would  not  take  it 
amiss.  The  parents  returned  with  churlish  faces,  and  "  Dijm 
Sassenach  "  (no  EnglisK)  in  answer  to  all  my  addresses.  I  saw 
how  matters  stood  ;  and  so,  taking  an  affectionate  leave  of  my 
kind  and  interesting  young  hosts,  I  went  my  way  ;  for,  though 
they  spoke  warmly  to  their  parents  in  my  behalf,  and  often  ex- 
cused the  manner  of  the  old  people  by  saying  it  was  "  only  their 
way,"  yet  I  easily  understood  that  my  talent  for  writing  love 
letters  would  do  as  little  to  recommend  me  with  two  grave  sex- 
agenarian Welsh  INIethodists  as  my  Greek  sapphics  or  alcaics  ; 
and  what  had  been  hospitality  when  offered  to  me  with  the 
gracious  courtesy  of  my  young  friends,  would  become  charity 
when  connected  with  the  harsh  demeanor  of  these  old  people. 
Certainly,  Mr.  Shelley  is  right  in  his  notions  about  old  age  : 
unless  powerfully  counteracted  by  all  sorts  of  opposite  agencies, 
it  is  a  miserable  corrupter  and  blighter  to  the  genial  charities 
of  the  human  heart. 

Soon  after  this  I  contrived,  by  means  which  I  must  omit 
for  want  of  room,  to  transfer  myself  to  London.  And  now 
began  the  latter  and  fiercer  stage  of  my  long  sufferings,  —  with- 
out using  a  disproportionate  expression  I  might  say,  of  my 
agony.  For  I  now  suffered,  for  upwards  of  sixteen  weeks, 
the  physical  anguish  of  hunger  in  various  degrees  of  intensity, 
but  as  bitter  perhaps  as  ever  an}'-  human  being  can  have  suf- 
fered who  has  survived  it.  I  would  not  needlessly  harass  my 
reader's  feelings  by  a  detail  of  all  that  I  endured  ;  for  extremi- 
ties such  as  these,  under  any  circumstances  of  heaviest  mis- 
conduct or  guilt,  cannot  be  contemplated,  even  in  description, 
without  a  rueful  pity  that  is  painful  to  the  natural  goodness 
of  the  human  heart.  Let  it  suffice,  at  least  on  this  occasion,  to 
say  that  a  few  fragments  of  bread  from  the  breakfast  table  of 
one  individual  (who  supposed  me  to  be  ill,  but  did  not  know 
of  my  being  in  utter  want),  and  these  at  uncertain  intervals, 
constituted  my  whole  support.  During  the  former  part  of 
my  sufferings  (that  is,  generally  in  Wales,  and  always  for  the 
first  two  months  in  London)  I  was  houseless,  and  very  seldom 
slept  under  a  roof.  To  this  constant  exposure  to  the  open  air 
1  ascribe  it  mainly  that  I  did  not  sink  under  my  torments. 
Latterly,  however,  when  colder  and  more  inclement  weather 
26 
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came  on,  and  when,  from  the  length  of  my  sufferings,  I  had 
begun  to  sink  into  a  more  languishing  condition,  it  was  no 
doubt  fortunate  for  me  that  tlie  sajne  person  to  whose  break- 
fast table  I  had  access,  allowed  me  to  sleep  in  a  large  unoccupied 
house  of  which  he  was  tenant.  Unoccupied  I  call  it,  for  there 
was  no  household  or  establishment  in  it ;  nor  any  furniture, 
indeed,  except  a  table  and  a  few  chairs.  But  I  found,  on  tak- 
ing possession  of  my  new  quarters,  that  the  house  already  con- 
tained one  single  inmate,  a  poor  friendless  child,  apparently  ten 
years  old  ;  but  she  seemed  hunger-bitten,  and  sufferings  of  that 
sort  often  make  children  look  older  than  they  are.  From  this 
forlorn  child  I  learned  that  she  had  slept  and  lived  there  alone 
for  some  time  before  I  came  ;  and  great  joy  the  poor  creature 
expressed  when  she  found  that  I  was  in  future  to  be  her  com- 
panion through  the  hours  of  darkness.  The  house  was  large, 
and,  from  the  want  of  furniture,  the  noise  of  the  rats  made  a 
prodigious  echoing  on  the  spacious  staircase  and  hall ;  and 
amidst  the  real  fleshly  ills  of  cold  and,  I  fear,  hunger,  the  for- 
saken child  had  found  leisure  to  suffer  still  more  (it  appeared) 
from  the  self-created  one  of  ghosts.  I  promised  her  protec- 
tion against  all  ghosts  whatsoever,  but  alas  !  I  could  offer  her 
no  other  assistance.  We  lay  upon  the  floor,  with  a  bundle 
of  cursed  law  papers  for  a  pillow,  but  with  no  other  covering 
than  a  sort  of  large  horseman's  cloak  ;  afterwards,  however,  we 
discovered  in  a  garret  an  old  sofa  cover,  a  small  piece  of  rug, 
and  some  fragments  of  other  articles,  which  added  a  little  to 
our  warmth.  The  poor  child  crept  close  to  me  for  warmth,  and 
for  security  against  her  ghostly  enemies.  When  I  was  not 
more  than  usually  ill  I  took  her  into  my  arms,  so  that  in 
general  she  was  tolerably  warm,  and  often  slept  when  I  could 
not,  for  during  the  last  two  months  of  my  sufferings  I  slept 
much  in  daytime,  and  was  apt  to  fall  into  transient  dozings  at 
all  hours.  But  my  sleep  distressed  me  more  than  my  watch- 
ing, for  beside  the  tumultuousness  of  my  dreams  (which  were 
only  not  so  awful  as  those  which  I  shall  have  to  describe  liere- 
after  as  produced  by  opium),  my  sleep  was  never  more  than 
what  is  called  dogsleep ;  so  that  I  could  hear  myself  moaning, 
and  was  often,  as  it  seemed  to  me,  awakened  suddenly  by  my 
own  voice  ;  and  about  this  time  a  hideous  sensation  began  to 
liaunt  me  as  soon  as  I  fell  into  a  slumber,  which  has  since 
returned  upon  me  at  different  periods  of  my  life  —  viz.,  a  sort 
of   twitching  (I  know  not  where,  but   apparently  about   the 
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region  of  tlie  stomach)  which  compelled  me  violently  to  throw 
out  my  feet  for  the  sake  of  relieving  it.  This  sensation  com- 
ing on  as  soon  as  I  began  to  sleep,  and  the  effort  to  relieve  it 
constantly  awaking  me,  at  length  I  slept  only  from  exhaustion  ; 
and  from  increasing  weakness  (as  I  said  before)  I  was  con- 
stantly falling  asleep  and  constantly  awaking.  Meantime,  the 
master  of  the  house  sometimes  came  in  upon  us  snddenl}-,  and 
very  early;  sometimes  not  till  ten  o'clock,  sometimes  not  at  all. 
He  was  in  constant  fear  of  bailiffs.  Improving  on  the  plan 
of  Cromwell,  every  night  he  slept  in  a  different  quarter  of 
London ;  and  I  observed  that  he  never  failed  to  examine 
through  a  private  window  the  appearance  of  those  who  knocked 
at  the  door  before  he  would  allow  it  to  be  opened.  He  break- 
fasted alone  ;  indeed,  his  tea  equipage  would  hardly  have  ad- 
mitted of  his  hazarding  an  invitation  to  a  second  person,  any 
more  than  the  quantity  of  esculent  materiel^  which  for  the 
most  part  was  little  more  than  a  roll  or  a  few  biscuits  which  he 
had  bought  on  his  road  from  the  place  where  he  had  slej)t. 
Or,  if  he  had  asked  a  party  —  as  I  once  learnedly  and  face- 
tiously observed  to  him  —  the  several  members  of  it  must  have 
stood  in  the  relation  to  each  other  (not  sat  in  any  relation 
whatever)  of  succession,  as  the  metaphysicians  have  it,  and  not 
of  a  coexistence  ;  in  the  relation  of  the  parts  of  time,  and  not 
of  the  parts  of  space.  During  his  breakfast  I  generally  con- 
trived a  reason  for  lounging  in,  and,  with  an  air  of  as  much 
indifference  as  I  could  assume,  took  up  such  fragments  as  he 
had  left ;  sometimes,  indeed,  there  were  none  at  all.  In  doing 
this  I  committed  no  robbery  except  upon  the  man  himself, 
who  was  thus  obliged  (I  believe)  now  and  then  to  send  out  at 
noon  for  an  extra  biscuit ;  for  as  to  the  poor  child,  she  was  never 
admitted  into  his  study  (if  I  may  give  that  name  to  his  chief 
depository  of  parchments,  law  writings,  etc.)  ;  that  room  was 
to  her  the  Bluebeard  room  of  the  house,  being  regularly  locked 
on  his  departure  to  dinner,  about  six  o'clock,  which  usually 
was  his  final  departure  for  the  night.    Whether  this  child  were 

an  illegitimate  daughter  of  Mr. ,  or  only  a  servant,  I  could 

not  ascertain  ;  she  did  not  herself  know  ;  but  certainly  she  was 

treated  altogether  as  a  menial  servant.    No  sooner  did  Mr. 

make  his  appearance  than  she  went  below  stairs,  brushed  his 
shoes,  coat,  etc. ;  and,  except  when  she  was  summoned  to  run 
an  errand,  she  never  emerged  from  the  dismal  Tartarus  of  the 
kitchen,  etc.,  to  the  upper  air  until  my  welcome  knock  at  night 
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called  up  her  little  trembling  footsteps  to  the  front  door.  Of 
her  life  during  the  daytime,  however,  I  knew  little  but  what 
I  gathered  from  her  own  account  at  night,  for  as  soon  as  the 
hours  of  business  commenced  I  saw  that  my  absence  would  be 
acceptable,  and  in  general,  therefore,  I  went  off  and  sat  in  the 
parks  or  elsewhere  until  nightfall. 

But  who  and  what,  meantime,  was  the  master  of  the  house 
himself?  Reader,  he  was  one  of  those  anomalous  practitioners 
in  lower  departments  of  the  law  who  —  what  shall  I  say? — 
who  on  prudential  reasons,  or  from  necessity,  deny  themselves 
all  indulgence  in  the  luxury  of  too  delicate  a  conscience  (a 
periphrasis  which  might  be  abridged  considerably,  but  that  I 
leave  to  the  reader's  taste)  :  in  many  walks  of  life  a  conscience 
is  a  more  expensive  encumbrance  than  a  wife  or  a  carriage  ; 
and  just  as  people  talk  of  "laying  down"  their  carriages,  so 

I  suppose  my  friend  Mr. had  "  laid  down  "  his  conscience 

for  a  time,  meaning,  doubtless,  to  resume  it  as  soon  as  he  could 
afford  it.  The  inner  economy  of  such  a  man's  daily  life  would 
present  a  most  strange  picture,  if  I  could  allow  myself  to 
amuse  the  reader  at  his  expense.  Even  with  my  limited  oppor- 
tunities for  observing  what  went  on,  I  saw  many  scenes  of 
London  intrigues  and  complex  chicanery,  "  cycle  and  epicycle, 
orb  in  orb,"  at  which  I  sometimes  smile  to  this  day,  and  at 
which  I  smiled  then,  in  spite  of  my  misery.  My  situation, 
however,  at  that  time  gave  me  little  experience  in  my  own 

person  of  any  qualities  in  Mr. 's  character  but  such  as 

did  him  honor ;  and  of  his  whole  strange  composition  I  must 
forget  everything  but  that  towards  me  he  was  obliging,  and 
to  the  extent  of  his  power,  generous. 

That  power  was  not,  indeed,  very  extensive ;  however,  in 
common  with  the  rats,  I  sat  rent  free  ;  and  as  Dr.  Johnson 
has  recorded  that  he  never  but  once  in  his  life  had  as  much 
wall  fruit  as  he  could  eat,  so  let  me  be  grateful  that  on  that 
single  occasion  I  had  as  large  a  choice  of  apartments  in  a 
London  mansion  as  I  could  possibly  desire.  Except  the  Blue- 
beard room,  which  the  poor  child  believed  to  be  haunted,  all 
others,  from  the  attics  to  the  cellars,  were  at  our  service  ;  "  the 
world  was  all  before  us,"  and  we  pitched  our  tent  for  the  night 
in  any  spot  we  chose.  This  house  I  have  already  described 
as  a  large  one  ;  it  stands  in  a  conspicuous  situation  and  in  a 
well-known  part  of  London.  Many  of  my  readers  will  have 
passed  it,  I  doubt  not,  within  a  few  hours  of  reading  this. 
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For  myself,  I  never  fail  to  visit  it  when  business  draws  me  to 
London  ;  about  ten  o'clock  this  very  night,  August  15,  1821  — 
being  my  birthday  —  I  turned  aside  from  my  evening  walk 
down  Oxford  Street,  purposely  to  take  a  glance  at  it ;  it  is 
now  occupied  by  a  respectable  family,  and  by  the  lights  in 
the  front  drawing  room  I  observed  a  domestic  party  assembled, 
perhaps  at  tea,  and  apparently  cheerful  and  gay.  Marvelous 
contrast,  in  my  eyes,  to  the  darkness,  cold,  silence,  and  desola- 
tion of  that  same  house  eighteen  years  ago,  when  its  nightly 
occupants  were  one  famishing  scholar  and  a  neglected  child. 
Her,  by  the  bye,  in  after  years  I  vainly  endeavored  to  trace. 
Apart  from  her  situation,  she  was  not  what  would  be  called 
an  interesting  child  ;  she  was  neither  pretty,  nor  quick  in 
understanding,  nor  remarkably  pleasing  in  manners.  But, 
thank  God!  even  in  those  years  I  needed  not  the  embellish- 
ments of  novel  accessories  to  conciliate  my  affections  :  plain 
human  nature,  in  its  humblest  and  most  homely  apparel,  was 
enough  for  me,  and  I  loved  the  child  because  she  was  my 
partner  in  wretchedness.  If  she  is  now  living  she  is  probably 
a  mother,  with  children  of  her  own  ;  but,  as  I  have  said,  1 
could  never  trace  her. 

This  I  regret ;  but  another  person  there  was  at  that  time 
whom  I  have  since  sought  to  trace  with  far  deeper  earnestness, 
and  with  far  deeper  sorrow  at  my  failure.  This  person  was  a 
young  woman,  and  one  of  that  unhappy  class  who  subsist  upon 
the  wages  of  prostitution.  I  feel  no  shame,  nor  have  any 
reason  to  feel  it,  in  avowing  that  I  was  then  on  familiar  and 
friendly  terms  with  many  women  in  that  unfortunate  condition. 
The  reader  needs  neither  smile  at  this  avowal  nor  frown  ;  for, 
not  to  remind  my  classical  readers  of  the  old  Latin  proverb, 
"  Sine  cerere^''  etc.,  it  may  well  be  supposed  that  in  the  existing 
state  of  my  purse  my  connection  with  such  women  could  not 
have  been  an  impure  one.  But  the  truth  is,  that  at  no  time  of 
my  life  have  I  been  a  person  to  hold  myself  polluted  by  the 
touch  or  approach  of  any  creature  that  wore  a  human  shape  ; 
on  the  contrary,  from  my  very  earliest  youtli  it  has  been  my 
pride  to  converse  familiarly,  more  Socratio,  with  all  human 
beings,  man,  woman,  and  child,  that  chance  might  fling  in  my 
way  ;  a  practice  which  is  friendly  to  the  knowledge  of  human 
nature,  to  good  feelings,  and  to  that  frankness  of  address  which 
becomes  a  man  who  would  be  thought  a  philosopher.  For  a 
philosopher  should  not  see  with  the  eyes  of  the  poor  limitary 
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creature  calling  himself  a  man  of  the  world,  and  filled  with 
narrow  and  self-regarding  prejudices  of  birth  and  education, 
but  should  look  upon  himself  as  a  catholic  creature,  and  as 
standing  in  equal  relation  to  high  and  low,  to  educated  and  un- 
educated, to  the  guilty  and  the  innocent.  Being  myself  at  that 
time  of  necessity  a  peripatetic,  or  a  walker  of  the  streets,  I 
naturally  fell  in  more  frequently  with  those  female  peripatetics 
who  are  technically  called  streetwalkers.  Many  of  these 
women  had  occasionally  taken  my  part  against  watchmen  who 
wished  to  drive  me  off  the  steps  of  houses  where  I  was  sitting. 
But  one  amongst  them,  the  one  on  whose  account  I  have  at  all 
introduced  this  subject — yet  no!  let  me  not  class   the,  oh! 

noble-minded  Ann with  that   order  of  women.     Let  me 

find,  if  it  be  possible,  some  gentler  name  to  designate  the  con- 
dition of  her  to  whose  bounty  and  compassion,  ministering  to 
my  necessities  when  all  the  world  had  forsaken  me,  I  owe  it 
that  I  am  at  this  time  alive.  For  many  weeks  I  had  walked  at 
nights  with  this  poor  friendless  girl  up  and  down  Oxford 
Street  or  had  rested  with  her  on  steps  and  under  the  shelter 
of  porticoes.  She  could  not  be  so  old  as  myself  ;  she  told 
me,  indeed,  that  she  had  not  completed  her  sixteenth  year. 
By  such  questions  as  my  interest  about  her  prompted  I  had 
gradually  drawn  forth  her  simple  history.  Hers  was  a  case  of 
ordinary  occurrence  (as  I  have  since  had  reason  to  think),  and 
one  in  which,  if  London  beneficence  had  better  adapted  its 
arrangements  to  meet  it,  the  power  of  the  law  might  oftener 
be  interposed  to  protect  and  to  avenge.  But  the  stream  of 
London  charity  flows  in  a  channel  which,  though  deep  and 
mighty,  is  yet  noiseless  and  underground,  not  obvious  or  readily 
accessible  to  poor  houseless  wanderers ;  and  it  cannot  be  denied 
that  the  outside  air  and  framework  of  London  society  is  harsh, 
cruel,  and  repulsive.  In  any  case,  however,  I  saw  that  part  of 
her  injuries  might  easily  have  been  redressed,  and  I  urged  her 
often  and  earnestly  to  lay  her  complaint  before  a  magistrate. 
Friendless  as  she  Avas,  I  assured  her  that  she  would  meet  with 
immediate  attention,  and  that  English  justice,  which  was  no 
respecter  of  persons,  would  speedily  and  amply  avenge  her  on 
the  brutal  ruffian  who  had  plundered  her  little  property.  She 
promised  me  often  that  she  would,  but  she  delayed  taking  the 
steps  I  pointed  out  from  time  to  time,  for  she  was  timid  and 
dejected  to  a  degree  which  showed  how  deeply  sorrow  had 
taken  hold  of  her  young  heart ;  and  perhaps  she  thought  justly 
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that  the  most  upright  judge  and  the  most  righteous  tribunals 
could  do  nothing  to  repair  her  heaviest  wrongs.     Something, 
however,  would  perhaps  have  been  done,  for  it  had  been  settled 
between  us  at  length,  but  unhappily  on  the  very  last  time  but 
one  that  I  was  ever  to  see  her,  that  in  a  day  or  two  we  should 
go  together  before  a  magistrate,  and  that  I  should  speak  on  her 
behalf.      This  little   service  it  was  destined,  however,  that  I 
should  never  realize.     Meantime,  that  which  she  rendered  to 
me,  and  which  was  greater  than  I  could  ever  have  repaid  her, 
was   this  :     One   night,   when   we  were   pacing   slowly  along 
Oxford  Street,  and  after  a  day  when  I   had  felt  more  than 
usually  ill  and  faint,  I  requested  her  to  turn  off  with  me  into 
Soho  Square.     Thither  we  went,  and  we  sat  down  on  the  steps 
of  a  house,  which  to  this  hour  I  never  pass  without  a  pang  of 
grief  and  an  inner  act  of  homage  to  the  spirit  of  that  unhappy 
girl,  in  memory  of  the  noble  action  which  she  there  performed. 
Suddenly,  as  we  sat,  I  grew  much  worse.     I  had  been  leaning 
my  head  against  her  bosom,  and  all  at  once  I  sank  from  her  arms 
and  fell  backwards  on  the  steps.     From  the  sensations  I  then 
had,  I  felt  an  inner  conviction  of  the  liveliest  kind,  that  without 
some  powerful  and  reviving  stimulus  I  should  either  have  died 
on  the  spot,  or  should  at  least  have  sunk  to  a  point  of  exliaus- 
tion  from  which  all  reascent  under  my  friendless  circumstances 
would  soon  have  become  hopeless.     Then  it  was,  at  this  crisis 
of  my  fate,  that  my  poor  orphan  companion,  who  had  herself 
met  with  little  but  injuries  in  this  world,  stretched  out  a  saving 
hand  to  me.     Uttering  a  cry  of  terror,  but  without  a  moment's 
delay,  she  ran  off  into  Oxford  Street,  and  in  less  time  than  could 
be  imagined  returned  to  me  with  a  glass  of  port  wine  and  spices, 
that  acted  upon  my  empty  stomach,  which  at  that  time  would 
have   rejected  all  solid  food,  with  an  instantaneous  poAver  of 
restoration;  and  for  this  glass  the   generous  girl   without   a 
murmur  paid  out  of  her  humble  purse  at  a  time — be  it  remem- 
bered !  —  when  she  had  scarcely  wherewithal  to  purchase  the 
bare  necessaries  of  life,  and  when  she  could  have  no  reason  to 
expect  that  I  should  ever  be  able  to  reimburse  her. 

Oh,  youthful  benefactress  I  how  often  in  succeeding  years, 
standing  in  solitary  places,  and  thinking  of  thee  with  grief  of 
heart  and  perfect  love  —  how  often  have  I  wished  that,  as  in 
ancient  times,  the  curse  of  a  father  was  believed  to  have  a 
supernatural  power,  and  to  pursue  its  object  with  a  fatal 
necessity  of  self-fulfilhnent  j  even  so  the  benediction  of  a  heart 
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oppressed  with  gratitude  might  have  a  like  prerogative,  might 
have  power  given  to  it  from  above  to  chase,  to  liaunt,  to  way- 
lay, to  overtake,  to  pursue  thee  into  the  central  darkness  of  a 
London  brothel,  or  (if  it  were  possible)  into  the  darkness  of 
the  grave,  there  to  awaken  thee  with  an  authentic  message  of 
peace  and  forgiveness,  and  of  final  reconciliation ! 

I  do  not  often  weep  :  for  not  only  do  my  thoughts  on  sub- 
jects connected  with  the  chief  interests  of  man  daily,  nay 
hourly,  descend  a  thousand  fathoms  "  too  deep  for  tears  " ;  not 
only  does  the  sternness  of  my  habits  of  thought  present  an 
antagonism  to  the  feelings  which  prompt  tears  —  wanting  of 
necessity  to  those  who,  being  protected  usually  by  their  levity 
from  any  tendency  to  meditative  sorrow,  would  by  that  same 
levity  be  made  incapable  of  resisting  it  on  any  casual  access  of 
such  feelings ;  but  also,  I  believe  that  all  minds  which  have 
contemplated  such  objects  as  deeply  as  I  have  done,  must,  for 
their  own  protection  from  utter  despondency,  have  early  en- 
couraged and  cherished  some  tranquilizing  belief  as  to  the 
future  balances  and  the  hieroglyphic  meanings  of  human  suffer- 
ings. On  these  accounts  I  am  cheerful  to  this  hour,  and,  as  I 
have  said,  I  do  not  often  weep.  Yet  some  feelings,  though  not 
deeper  or  more  passionate,  are  more  tender  than  others ;  and 
often,  when  I  walk  at  this  time  in  Oxford  Street  by  dreamy 
lamplight,  and  hear  those  airs  played  on  a  barrel  organ  which 
years  ago  solaced  me  and  my  dear  companion  (as  I  must  always 
call  her),  I  shed  tears,  and  muse  with  myself  at  the  mysterious 
dispensation  which  so  suddenly  and  so  critically  separated  us 
forever.  How  it  happened  the  reader  will  understand  from 
what  remains  of  this  introductory  narration. 

Soon  after  the  period  of  the  last  incident  I  have  recorded, 
I  met  in  Albemarle  Street  a  gentleman  of  his  late  Majesty's 
household.  This  gentleman  had  received  hospitalities  on  dif- 
ferent occasions  from  my  family,  and  he  challenged  me  upon 
the  strength  of  my  family  likeness.  I  did  not  attempt  any 
disguise ;  I  answered  his  questions  ingenuously,  and,  on  his 
pledging  his  word  of  honor  that  he  would  not  betray  me  to  my 
guardians,  I  gave  him  an  address  to  my  friend  the  attorney's. 
The  next  day  I  received  from  him  a  £10  bank  note.  The 
letter  inclosing  it  was  delivered  with  other  letters  of  business 
to  the  attorney,  but  though  his  look  and  manner  informed  me 
that  he  suspected  its  contents,  he  gave  it  up  to  me  honorably 
and  without  demur, 
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This  present,  from  the  particular  service  to  which  it  was 
applied,  leads  me  naturally  to  speak  of  the  purpose  which  had 
allured  me  up  to  London,  and  which  I  had  been  (to  use  a 
forensic  word)  soliciting  from  the  first  day  of  my  arrival  in 
London  to  that  of  my  final  departure. 

In  so  mighty  a  world  as  London  it  will  surprise  my  readers 
that  I  should  not  have  found  some  means  of  staving  off  the 
last  extremities  of  penury ;  and  it  will  strike  them  that  two 
resources  at  least  must  have  been  open  to  me  —  viz.,  either  to 
seek  assistance  from  the  friends  of  my  family,  or  to  turn  my 
youthful  talents  and  attainments  into  some  channel  of  pecuniary 
emolument.     As  to  the  first  course,  I  may  observe  generally, 
that  what  I  dreaded  beyond  all  other  evils  was  the  chance  of 
being  reclaimed  by  my  guardians  ;  not  doubting  that  whatever 
power  the  law  gave  them  would  have  been  enforced  against  me 
to  the  utmost  —  that  is,  to  the  extremity  of  forcibly  restoring 
me  to  the  school  which  I  had  quitted,  a  restoration  which,  as  it 
would  in  my  eyes  have  been  a  dishonor,  even  if  submitted  to 
voluntarily,  could  not  fail,  when  extorted  from  me  in  contempt 
and   defiance  of   my  own  wishes  and  efforts,  to  have  been  a 
humiliation  worse  to  me  than  death,  and  which  would  indeed 
have   terminated   in   death.     I  was   therefore   shy  enough   of 
applying  for  assistance  even  in  those  quarters  where  I  was  sure 
of  receiving  it,  at  the  risk  of  furnishing  my  guardians  with 
any  clew  of  recovering  me.     But   as  to   London  in  particu- 
lar, though  doubtless  my  father  had  in  his  lifetime  had  many 
friends  there,  yet  (as  ten  years  had  passed  since  his  death)  I 
remembered  few  of   them   even  by  name;    and  never  having 
seen  London  before,  except  once  for  a  few  hours,  I  kncAV  not 
the  address  of  even  those  few.     To  this  mode  of  gaining  help, 
therefore,  in  part  the  difficulty,  but  much  more  the  paramount 
fear  which  I  have  mentioned,  habitually  indisposed  me.     In  re- 
gard to  the  other  mode,  I  now  feel  half  inclined  to  join  my  reader 
in  wondering  that  I  should  have  overlooked  it.     As  a  corrector 
of  Greek  proofs  (if  in  no  other  way)  I  might  doubtless  have 
gained  enough  for  my  slender  wants.     Such  an  office  as  this  I 
could  have  discharged  with  an  exemplary  and  punctual  accu- 
racy that  would  soon  have   gained  me  the  confidence  of   my 
employers.     But  it  must  not  be  forgotten  that,  even  for  such 
an  office  as  this,  it  was  necessary  that  I  should  first  of  all  have 
an  introduction  to  some  respectable  publisher,  and  tliis  I  had 
uo  means  of  obtaining.     To  say  the   truth,  however,  it  had 
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never  once  occurred  to  me  to  tliink  of  literary  labors  as  a  source 
of  profit.  No  mode  sufficiently  speedy  of  obtaining  money  had 
ever  occurred  to  me  but  that  of  borrowing  it  on  the  strength 
of  my  future  claims  and  expectations.  This  mode  I  sought  by 
every  avenue  to  compass ;  and  amongst  other  persons  I  applied 
to  a  Jew  named  D . 

To  this  Jew,  and  to  other  advertising  money  lenders  (some 
of  whom  were,  I  believe,  also  Jews),  I  had  introduced  myself 
with  an  account  of  my  expectations  ;  which  account,  on  exam- 
ining my  father's  will  at  Doctors'  Commons,  they  had  ascer- 
tained to  be  correct.     The  person  there  mentioned  as  the  second 

son  of was  found  to  have  all  the  claims  (or  more  than  all) 

that  I  had  stated ;  but  one  question  still  remained,  which  the 
faces  of  the  Jews  pretty  significantly  suggested  —  was  /  that 
person?  This  doubt  had  never  occurred  to  me  as  a  possible 
one ;  I  had  rather  feared,  whenever  my  Jewish  friends  scruti- 
nized me  keenly,  that  I  might  be  too  well  known  to  be  that 
person,  and  that  some  scheme  might  be  passing  in  their  minds 
for.  entrapping  me  and  selling  me  to  my  guardians.  It  was 
strange  to  me  to  find  my  own  self  materialiter  considered  (so  I 
expressed  it,  for  I  doted  on  logical  accuracy  of  distinctions), 
accused,  or  at  least  suspected,  of  counterfeiting  my  own  self 
formaliter  considered.  However,  to  satisfy  their  scruples,  I 
took  the  only  course  in  my  power.  Whilst  I  was  in  Wales  I 
had  received  various  letters  from  young  friends ;  these  I  pro- 
duced, for  I  carried  them  constantly  in  my  pocket,  being,  in- 
deed, by  this  time  almost  the  only  relics  of  my  personal  encum- 
brances (excepting  the  clothes  I  wore)  which  I  had  not  in  one 
way  or  other  disposed  of.  Most  of  these  letters  were  from  the 
Earl  of ,  who  was  at  that  time  my  chief  (or  rather  only)  con- 
fidential friend.     These  letters  were  dated  from  Eton.     I  had 

also  some  from  the  Marquis  of ,  his  father,  who,  though 

absorbed  in  agricultural  pursuits,  yet  having  been  an  Etonian 
himself,  and  as  good  a  scholar  as  a  nobleman  needs  to  be,  still 
retained  an  affection  for  classical  studies  and  for  youthful 
scholars.  He  had  accordingly,  from  the  time  that  I  was  fifteen, 
corresponded  with  me  ;  sometimes  upon  the  great  improvements 

vdiich  he  had  made  or  was  meditating  in  the  counties  of  M 

and  SI since  I  had  been  there,  sometimes  upon  the  merits 

of  a  Latin  poet,  and  at  other  times  suggesting  subjects  to  me 
on  which  he  wished  me  to  write  verses. 

On  reading  the  letters,  one  of  my  Jewish  friends  agreed  tg 
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furnish  me  with  two  or  three  hundred  pounds  on  my  personal 
security,  provided  I  could  persuade  the  young  Earl  —  who  was, 
by  the  way,  not  older  than  myself  —  to  guarantee  the  payment 
on  our  coming  of  age  ;  the  Jew's  final  object  being,  as  I  now 
suppose,  not  the  trifling  profit  he  could  expect  to  make  by  me, 
but  the  prospect  of  establishing  a  connection  with  my  noble 
friend,  whose  immense  expectations  were  well  known  to  him. 
In  pursuance  of  this  proposal  on  the  part  of  the  Jew,  about 
eight  or  nine  days  after  I  had  received  the  £10,  I  prepared  to 
go  down  to  Eton.  Nearly  X3  of  the  money  I  had  given  to  my 
money-lending  friend,  on  his  alleging  that  tlie  stamps  must  be 
bought,  in  order  that  the  writings  might  be  preparing  whilst  I 
was  away  from  London.  I  thought  in  my  heart  that  he  was 
lying ;  but  I  did  not  wish  to  give  him  any  excuse  for  charging 
his  own  delays  upon  me.  A  smaller  sum  I  had  given  to  my 
friend  the  attorney  (who  was  connected  with  the  money  lenders 
as  their  lawyer),  to  which,  indeed,  he  was  entitled  for  his  un- 
furnished lodgings.  About  fifteen  shillings  I  had  employed  in 
reestablishing  (though  in  a  very  humble  way)  my  dress.  Of 
the  remainder  I  gave  one  quarter  to  Ann,  meaning  on  my  return 
to  have  divided  with  her  whatever  might  remain.  These  ar- 
rangements made,  soon  after  six  o'clock  on  a  dark  winter  even- 
ing I  set  off,  accompanied  by  Ann,  towards  Piccadilly  ;  for  it 
was  my  intention  to  go  down  as  far  as  Salthill  on  the  Bath  or 
Bristol  mail.  Our  course  lay  through  a  part  of  the  town  wliich 
has  now  all  disappeared,  so  that  I  can  no  longer  retrace  its 
ancient  boundaries  —  Swallow  Street,  I  tliink  it  was  called. 
Having  time  enough  before  us,  however,  we  bore  away  to  the  left 
until  we  came  into  Golden  Square  ;  there,  near  the  corner  of 
Sherrard  Street,  we  sat  down,  not  wisliing  to  part  in  the  tumult 
and  blaze  of  Piccadilly.  I  had  told  her  of  my  plans  some  time 
before,  and  I  now  assured  her  again  that  she  should  share  in 
my  good  fortune,  if  I  met  with  any,  and  that  I  would  never 
forsake  her  as  soon  as  I  had  power  to  protect  her.  This  I  fully 
intended,  as  much  from  inclination  as  from  a  sense  of  duty  ;  for 
setting  aside  gratitude,  which  in  any  case  must  have  made  me 
her  debtor  for  life,  I  loved  her  as  affectionately  as  if  she  had 
been  my  sister ;  and  at  this  moment  with  sevenfold  tenderness, 
from  pity  at  witnessing  her  extreme  dejection.  I  had  appar- 
ently most  reason  for  dejection,  because  I  was  leaving  the 
savior  of  my  life ;  yet  I,  considering  the  sliock  my  health  had 
received,  was  cheerful  ^nd  full  of  hope.     She,  on  the  contrary, 
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who  was  parting  with  one  who  had  had  little  means  of  serving 
her,  except  by  kindness  and  brotherly  treatment,  was  overcome 
by  sorrow ;  so  that,  when  I  kissed  her  at  our  final  farewell,  she 
put  her  arms  about  my  neck  and  wept  without  speaking  a  word. 
I  hoped  to  return  in  a  week  at  farthest,  and  I  agreed  with  her 
that  on  the  fifth  night  from  that,  and  every  night  afterwards, 
she  would  wait  for  me  at  six  o'clock  near  the  bottom  of  Great 
Titchfield  Street,  which  had  been  our  customary  haven,  as  it 
were,  of  rendezvous,  to  prevent  our  missing  each  other  in  the 
great  Mediterranean  of  Oxford  Street.  This  and  other  meas- 
ures of  precaution  I  took  ;  one  only  I  forgot.  She  had  either 
never  told  me,  or  (as  a  matter  of  no  great  interest)  I  had  for- 
gotten, her  surname.  It  is  a  general  practice,  indeed,  with  girls 
of  humble  rank  in  her  unhappy  condition,  not  (as  novel-reading 
women  of  higher  pretensions)  to  style  themselves  3Iiss  Dour/las, 
Miss  Montague^  etc.,  but  simply  by  their  Christian  names  — 
Mary^  Jane^  Frances,  etc.  Her  surname,  as  the  surest  means  of 
tracing  her  hereafter,  I  ought  now  to  have  inquired ;  but  the 
truth  is,  having  no  reason  to  think  that  our  meeting  could,  in 
consequence  of  a  short  interruption,  be  more  difficult  or  uncer- 
tain than  it  had  been  for  so  many  weeks,  I  had  scarcely  for  a 
moment  adverted  to  it  as  necessary,  or  placed  it  amongst  my 
memoranda  against  this  parting  interview ;  and  my  final  anxie- 
ties being  spent  in  comforting  her  with  hopes,  and  in  pressing 
upon  her  the  necessity  of  getting  some  medicines  for  a  violent 
cough  and  hoarseness  with  which  she  was  troubled,  I  wholly 
forgot  it  until  it  was  too  late  to  recall  her. 

It  was  past  eight  o'clock  when  I  reached  the  Gloucester 
Coffeehouse,  and  the  Bristol  mail  being  on  the  point  of  going 
off,  I  mounted  on  the  outside.  The  fine  fluent  motion  of  this 
mail  soon  laid  me  asleep  :  it  is  somewhat  remarkable  that  the 
first  easy  or  refreshing  sleep  which  I  had  en3oyed  for  some 
months,  was  on  the  outside  of  a  ma'^  coach  —  a  bed  which  at 
this  day  I  find  rather  an  uneasy  one.  uonnected  with  this  sleep 
was  a  little  incident  which  served,  as  hundreds  of  others  did  at 
that  time,  to  convince  me  how  easily  a  man  who  has  never  been 
in  any  great  distress  may  pass  through  life  without  knowing,  in 
his  own  person  at  least,  anything  of  the  possible  goodness  of  the 
human  heart  —  or,  as  I  must  add  with  a  sigh,  of  its  possible 
vileness.  So  thick  a  curtain  of  manners  is  drawn  over  the  fea- 
tures and  expression  of  men's  natures,  that  to  the  ordinary 
observer  the  two  extremities,  and  the  infinite  field  of  varieties 
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which  lie  between  them,  are  all  confounded,  —  the  vast  and  mul- 
titudinous compass  of  their  several  harmonies  reduced  to  the 
meager  outline  of  differences  expressed  in  the  gamut  or  alphabet 
of  elementary  sounds.  The  case  was  this  :  for  the  first  four  or 
five  miles  from  London  I  annoyed  my  fellow-passenger  on  the 
roof  by  occasionally  falling  against  him  wlien  the  coach  gave  a 
lurch  to  his  side  ;  and  indeed,  if  the  road  had  been  less  smooth 
and  level  than  it  is,  I  should  have  fallen  off  from  weakness.  Of 
this  annoyance  he  complained  heavily,  as  perhaps,  in  the  same 
circumstances,  most  people  would  ;  he  expressed  his  complaint, 
however,  more  morosely  than  the  occasion  seemed  to  warrant, 
and  if  I  had  parted  with  him  at  that  moment  I  should  have 
thought  of  him  (if  I  had  considered  it  worth  while  to  think  of 
him  at  all)  as  a  surly  and  almost  brutal  fellow.  However,  I 
was  conscious  that  I  had  given  him  some  cause  for  complaint, 
and  therefore  I  apologized  to  him,  and  assured  him  I  would  do 
what  I  could  to  avoid  falling  asleep  for  the  future  ;  and  at  the 
same  time,  in  as  few  words  as  possible,  I  explained  to  him  that 
I  was  ill  and  in  a  weak  state  from  long  suffering,  and  that  I 
could  not  afford  at  that  time  to  take  an  inside  place.  This 
man's  manner  changed,  upon  hearing  this  explanation,  in  an 
instant  ;  and  when  I  next  woke  for  a  minute  from  the  noise 
and  lights  of  Hounslow  (for  in  spite  of  my  wishes  and  efforts  I 
had  fallen  asleep  again  within  two  minutes  from  the  time  I  had 
spoken  to  him)  I  found  that  he  had  put  his  arm  round  me  to 
protect  me  from  falling  off,  and  for  the  rest  of  my  journey  he 
behaved  to  me  with  the  gentleness  of  a  woman,  so  that  at  length 
I  almost  lay  in  his  arms  ;  and  this  was  the  more  kind,  as  he 
could  not  have  known  that  I  was  not  going  the  whole  way  to 
Bath  or  Bristol.  Unfortunately,  indeed,  I  did  go  rather  farther 
than  I  intended,  for  so  genial  and  so  refreshing  was  my  sleep, 
that  the  next  time  after  leaving  Hounslow  that  I  fully  awoke 
was  upon  the  sudden  pulling  up  of  the  mail  (possibly  at  a  post 
office),  and  on  inquiry  I  found  that  we  had  reached  Maidenhead 
—  six  or  seven  miles,  I  think,  ahead  of  Salthill.  Here  I  alighted, 
and  for  the  half-minute  that  the  mail  stopped,  I  was  entreated 
by  my  friendly  companion  (who,  from  the  transient  glimpse  I 
had  had  of  him  in  Piccadilly,  seemed  to  me  to  be  a  gentleman's 
butler,  or  person  of  tliat  rank)  to  go  to  bed  without  delay.  This 
I  promised,  though  with  no  intention  of  doing  so  ;  and  in  fact 
I  immediately  set  forward,  or  rather  backward,  on  foot.  It 
must  then  have  been  nearly  midnight,  but  so  slowly  did  I  creep 
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along  that  I  heard  a  clock  in  a  cottage  strike  four  before  I 
turned  down  the  lane  from  Slough  to  Eton.  The  air  and  the 
sleep  had  both  refreshed  me  ;  but  I  was  weary  nevertheless.  I 
remember  a  thought  (obvious  enough,  and  which  has  been 
prettily  expressed  by  a  Roman  poet)  which  gave  me  some  con- 
solation at  that  moment  under  my  poverty.  There  had  been 
some  time  before  a  murder  committed  on  or  near  Hounslow 
Heath.  I  think  I  cannot  be  mistaken  when  I  say  that  the  name 
of  the  murdered  person  was  Steele,  and  that  he  was  the  owner 
of  a  lavender  plantation  in  that  neighborhood.  Every  step  of 
my  progress  was  bringing  me  nearer  to  the  Heath,  and  it  natu- 
rally occurred  to  me  that  I  and  the  accused  murderer,  if  he  were 
that  night  abroad,  might  at  every  instant  be  unconsciously 
approaching  each  other  through  the  darkness  ;  in  which  case, 
said  I  —  supposing  I,  instead  of  being  (as  indeed  I  am)  little 
better  than  an  outcast — 

Lord  of  my  learning,  and  no  land  beside  — 

were,  like  my  friend  Lord  ,  heir  by  general   repute  to 

£70,000  per  annum,  what  a  panic  should  I  be  under  at  this 
moment  about  my  throat !     Indeed,  it  was  not  likely  that  Lord 

should  ever  be  in  my  situation.     But  nevertheless,  the 

spirit  of  the  remark  remains  true  —  that  vast  power  and  posses- 
sions make  a  man  shamefully  afraid  of  dying  ;  and  I  am  con- 
vinced that  many  of  the  most  intrepid  adventurers,  who,  by 
fortunately  being  poor,  enjoy  the  full  use  of  their  natural 
courage,  would,  if  at  the  very  instant  of  going  into  action  news 
were  brought  to  them  that  they  had  unexpectedly  succeeded 
to  an  estate  in  England  of  X50,000  a  year,  feel  their  dislike 
to  bullets  considerably  sharpened,  and  their  efforts  at  perfect 
equanimity  and  self-possession  proportionably  difficult.  So  true 
it  is,  in  the  language  of  a  wise  man  whose  own  experience  had 
made  him  acquainted  with  both  fortunes,  that  riches  are  better 

fitted 

To  slacken  virtue,  and  abate  her  edge, 

Than  tempt  her  to  do  aught  may  merit  praise. 

I  dally  with  my  subject  because,  to  myself,  the  remembrance 
of  these  times  is  profoundly  interesting.  But  my  reader  shall 
not  have  any  further  cause  to  complain,  for  I  now  hasten  to  its 
close.  In  the  road  between  Slough  and  Eton  I  fell  asleep,  and 
just  as  the  morning  began  to  dawn  I  was  awakened  by  the  voice 
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of  a  man  standing  over  me  and  surveying  me.  I  know  not 
what  he  was  :  he  was  an  ill-looking  fellow,  but  not  therefore  of 
necessity  an  ill-meaning  fellow ;  or,  if  he  were,  I  suppose  he 
thought  that  no  person  sleeping  out  of  doors  in  winter  could  be 
worth  robbing.  In  which  conclusion,  however,  as  it  regarded 
myself,  I  beg  to  assure  him,  if  he  should  be  among  my  readers, 
that  he  was  mistaken.  After  a  slight  remark  he  passed  on  ; 
and  I  was  not  sorry  at  his  disturbance,  as  it  enabled  me  to  pass 
through  Eton  before  people  were  generally  up.  The  night 
had  been  heavy  and  lowering,  but  towards  the  morning  it  had 
changed  to  a  slight  frost,  and  the  ground  and  the  trees  were 
now  covered  with  rime,  I  slipped  through  Eton  unobserved  ; 
washed  myself,  and  as  far  as  possible  adjusted  my  dress,  at 
a  little  public  house  in  Windsor  ;  and  about  eight  o'clock  went 
down  towards  Pote's.  On  my  road  I  met  some  junior  boys,  of 
whom  I  made  inquiries.  An  Etonian  is  always  a  gentleman  ; 
and,  in  spite  of   my  shabby  habiliments,  they  answered   me 

civilly.     My  friend  Lord  was  gone  to  the  University  of 

.     "  Ibi   omnis   effusus   labor !  "     I    had,   however,   other 

friends  at  Eton  ;  but  it  is  not  to  all  that  wear  that  name  in 
prosperity  that  a  man  is  willing  to  present  himself  in  distress. 

On  recollecting  myself,  however,  I  asked  for  the  Earl  of  D , 

to  whom  (though  my  acquaintance  with  him  was  not  so  inti- 
mate as  with  some  others)  I  should  not  have  shrunk  from  pre- 
senting myself  under  any  circumstances.  He  was  still  at  Eton, 
though  I  believe  on  the  wing  for  Cambridge.  I  called,  was 
received  kindly,  and  asked  to  breakfast. 

Here  let  me  stop  for  a  moment  to  check  my  reader  from  any 
erroneous  conclusions.  Because  I  have  had  occasion  inciden- 
tally to  speak  of  various  patrician  friends,  it  must  not  be  sup- 
posed that  I  have  myself  any  pretension  to  rank  and  high  blood. 
I  thank  God  that  I  have  not.  I  am  the  son  of  a  plain  English 
merchant,  esteemed  during  his  life  for  his  great  integrity,  and 
strongly  attached  to  literary  pursuits  (indeed,  he  was  himself, 
anonymously,  an  author).  If  he  had  lived  it  was  expected  that 
he  would  have  been  very  rich  ;  but  dying  prematurely,  he  left 
no  more  than  about  £30,000  amongst  seven  different  claimants. 
My  mother  I  may  mention  with  honor,  as  still  more  highly 
gifted  ;  for  though  unpretending  to  the  name  and  honors  of  a 
literary  woman,  I  shall  presume  to  call  her  (what  many  literary 
women  are  not)  an  intellectual  woman  ;  and  1  believe  that  if 
ever  her  letters  should  be  collected  and  published,  they  would 
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be  thought  generally  to  exhibit  as  much  strong  and  masculine 
sense,  delivered  in  as  pure  "  mother  English,"  racy  and  fresh 
with  idiomatic  graces,  as  any  in  our  language  —  hardly  except- 
ing those  of  Lady  M.  W.  Montague.  These  are  my  honors  of 
descent,  I  have  no  other ;  and  I  have  thanked  God  sincerely 
that  I  have  not,  because,  in  my  judgment,  a  station  which 
raises  a  man  too  eminently  above  the  level  of  his  fellow-crea- 
tures is  not  the  most  favorable  to  moral  or  to  intellectual 
qualities. 

Lord  D placed  before  me  a  most  magnificent  breakfast. 

It  was  really  so  ;  but  in  my  eyes  it  seemed  trebly  magnificent, 
from  being  the  first  regular  meal,  the  first  "  good  man's  table," 
that  I  had  sat  down  to  for  months.  Strange  to  say,  however, 
I  could  scarce  eat  anything.  On  the  day  when  I  first  received 
my  <£  10  bank  note  I  had  gone  to  a  baker's  shop  and  bought  a 
couple  of  rolls ;  this  very  shop  I  had  two  months  or  six  weeks 
before  surveyed  with  an  eagerness  of  desire  which  it  was  almost 
humiliating  to  me  to  recollect.  I  remembered  the  story  about 
Otway,  and  feared  that  there  might  be  danger  in  eating  too 
rapidly.  But  I  had  no  need  for  alarm  ;  my  appetite  was  quite 
sunk,  and  I  became  sick  before  I  had  eaten  half  of  what  I  had 
bought.  This  effect  from  eating  what  approached  to  a  meal  I 
continued  to  feel  for  weeks  ;  or,  when  I  did  not  experience  any 
nausea,  part  of  what  I  ate  was  rejected,  sometimes  with  acidity, 
sometimes  immediately  and  without  any  acidity.  On  the  pres- 
ent occasion,  at  Lord  D 's  table,  I  found  myself  not  at  all 

better  than  usual,  and  in  the  midst  of  luxuries  I  had  no  appe- 
tite.    I  had,  however,  unfortunately,  at  all  times  a  craving  for 

wine  ;  I  explained  my  situation,  therefore,  to  Lord  D ,  and 

gave  him  a  short  account  of  my  late  sufferings,  at  which  he 
expressed  great  compassion,  and  called  for  wine.  This  gave 
me  a  momentary  relief  and  pleasure ;  and  on  all  occasions  when 
I  had  an  opportunity  I  never  failed  to  drink  wine,  which  I 
worshiped  then  as  I  have  since  worshiped  opium.  I  am  con- 
vinced, however,  that  this  indulgence  in  wine  contributed  to 
strengthen  my  malady,  for  the  tone  of  my  stomach  was  appar- 
ently quite  sunk,  and  by  a  better  regimen  it  might  sooner,  and 
perhaps  effectually,  have  been  revived.  I  hope  that  it  was  not 
from  this  love  of  wine  that  I  lingered  in  the  neighborhood  of 
my  Eton  friends  ;  I  persuaded  myself  then  that  it  was  from 

reluctance  to  ask  of  Lord  D ,  on  whom  I  was  conscious  I 

had   not  sufficient   claims,  the  particular  service  in  quest  of 
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which  I  had  come  clown  to  Eton.     I  was,  however,  unwilling 

to  lose  my  journey,  and  —  I  asked  it.     Lord  D ,  whose  good 

nature  was  unbounded,  and  which,  in  regard  to  myself,  had 
been  measured  rather  by  his  compassion  perhaps  for  my  condi- 
tion, and  his  knowledge  of  my  intimacy  with  some  of  his  rela- 
tives, than  by  an  overrigorous  inquiry  into  the  extent  of  my 
own  direct  claims,  faltered,  nevertheless,  at  this  request.  He 
acknowledged  that  he  did  not  like  to  have  any  dealings  with 
money  lenders,  and  feared  lest  such  a  transaction  might  come 
to  the  ears  of  his  connections.  ISIoreover,  he  doubted  Avhether 
his  signature,  whose  expectations  were  so  much  more  bounded 

than  those  of ,  would  avail  with  my  unchristian  friends. 

However,  he  did  not  wish,  as  it  seemed,  to  mortify  me  by  an 
absolute  refusal ;  for  after  a  little  consideration  he  promised, 
under   certain  conditions  which  he  pointed  out,  to  give  his 

security.     Lord  D was  at  this  time  not  eighteen  years  of 

age  ;  but  I  have  often  doubted,  on  recollecting  since  the  good 
sense  and  prudence  which  on  this  occasion  he  mingled  with  so 
much  urbanity  of  manner  (an  urbanity  which  in  him  wore  the 
grace  of  youthful  sincerity),  whether  any  statesman — the  oldest 
and  the  most  accomplished  in  diplomacy  —  could  have  acquitted 
himself  better  under  the  same  circumstances.  Most  people, 
indeed,  cannot  be  addressed  on  such  a  business  without  survey- 
ing you  with  looks  as  austere  and  unpropitious  as  those  of  a 
Saracen's  head. 

Recomforted  by  this  promise,  which  was  not  quite  equal  to 
the  best  but  far  above  the  worst  that  I  had  pictured  to  myself 
as  possible,  I  returned  in  a  Windsor  coach  to  London  three 
days  after  I  had  quitted  it.     And  now  I  come  to  the  end  of 

my  story.     The  Jews  did  not  approve  of  Lord  D 's  terms  ; 

whether  they  would  in  the  end  have  acceded  to  them,  and 
were  only  seeking  time  for  making  due  inquiries,  I  know  not ; 
but  many  delays  were  made,  time  passed  on,  the  small  frag- 
ment of  my  bank  note  had  just  melted  away,  and  before  any 
conclusion  could  have  been  put  to  the  business  I  must  have 
relapsed  into  my  former  state  of  wretchedness.  Suddenly, 
however,  at  this  crisis,  an  opening  was  made,  almost  by  acci- 
dent, for  reconciliation  with  my  friends ;  I  quitted  London  in 
haste  for  a  remote  part  of  England  ;  after  some  time  I  pro- 
ceeded to  the  university,  and  it  was  not  until  many  months 
had  passed  away  that  I  had  it  in  my  power  again  to  revisit 
the  ground  which  had  become  so  interesting  to  me,  and  to 

27 
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this  day  remains  so,  as  the  chief  scene  of  my  youthful  suffer- 
ings. 

Meantime,  what  had  become  of  poor  Ann  ?  For  her  I  have 
reserved  my  concluding  words.  According  to  our  agreement, 
I  sought  her  daily,  and  waited  for  her  every  night,  so  long  as  I 
stayed  in  London,  at  the  corner  of  Titchfield  Street.  I  in- 
quired for  her  of  every  one  who  was  likely  to  know  her,  and 
during  the  last  hours  of  my  stay  in  London  I  put  into  activity 
every  means  of  tracing  her  that  my  knowledge  of  London  sug- 
gested and  the  limited  extent  of  my  power  made  possible.  The 
street  where  she  had  lodged  I  knew,  but  not  the  house ;  and  I 
remembered  at  last  some  account  which  she  had  given  me  of 
ill  treatment  from  her  landlord,  which  made  it  probable  that 
she  had  quitted  those  lodgings  before  we  parted.  She  had  few 
acquaintances ;  most  people,  besides,  thought  that  the  earnest- 
ness of  my  inquiries  arose  from  motives  which  moved  their 
laughter  or  their  slight  regard ;  and  others,  thinking  I  was  in 
chase  of  a  girl  who  had  robbed  me  of  some  trifles,  were  natu- 
rally and  excusably  indisposed  to  give  me  any  clew  to  her,  if 
indeed  they  had  any  to  give.  Finally,  as  my  despairing  re- 
source, on  the  day  I  left  London  I  put  into  the  hands  of  the 
only  person  who  (I  was  sure)  must  know  Ann  by  sight,  from 
having  been  in  company  with  us  once  or  twice,  an  address  to 

,  in shire,  at  that  time  the  residence  of  my  family.     But 

to  this  hour  I  have  never  heard  a  syllable  about  her.  This, 
amongst  such  troubles  as  most  men  meet  with  in  this  life,  has 
been  my  heaviest  affliction.  If  she  lived,  doubtless  we  must 
have  been  some  time  in  search  of  each  other,  at  the  very  same 
moment,  through  the  mighty  labyrinths  of  London ;  perhaps 
even  within  a  few  feet  of  each  other  —  a  barrier  no  wider  than 
a  London  street  often  amounting  in  the  end  to  a  separation  for 
eternity  !  During  some  years  I  hoped  that  she  did  live  ;  and 
I  suppose  that,  in  the  literal  and  unrhetorical  use  of  the  word 
myriad,  I  may  say  that  on  my  different  visits  to  London  I  have 
looked  into  many,  many  myriads  of  female  faces,  in  the  hope 
of  meeting  her.  I  should  know  her  again  amongst  a  thousand, 
if  I  saw  her  for  a  moment ;  for  though  not  handsome,  she  had 
a  sweet  expression  of  countenance  and  a  peculiar  and  graceful 
carriage  of  the  head.  I  sought  her,  I  have  said,  in  hope.  So 
it  was  for  years ;  but  now  I  should  fear  to  see  her ;  and  her 
cough,  which  grieved  me  when  I  parted  with  her,  is  now  my 
consolation.     I  now  wish  to  see  her  no  longer,  but  think  of 
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her,  more  gladly,  as  one  long  since  laid  in  the  grave — in  the 
grave,  I  would  hope,  of  a  Magdalen  ;  taken  away,  before  inju- 
ries and  cruelty  had  blotted  out  and  transfigured  her  ingenuous 
nature,  or  the  brutalities  of  ruffians  had  completed  the  ruin  they 
had  begun. 


THE    POISON    MAID. 

By  RICHARD  GARNETT. 

[Richard  Gaenett,  C.B.,  LL.D. ;  a  distinguished  British  litterateur  and 
scholar ;  he  was  born  at  Lichfield,  February  27,  1835,  the  son  of  Rev.  Richard 
Garnett,  Assistant  Keeper  of  Printed  Books  at  the  British  Museum.  He  was 
educated  privately,  and  in  1851  became  Assistant  in  Library  of  the  British 
Museum,  in  1875  Superintendent  of  Reading  Room,  and  in  1890  Keeper  of 
Printed  Books.  He  retired  from  that  work  in  1899.  His  published  works  are : 
"Primula,  a  Book  of  Lyrics,"  1858;  "lo  in  Egypt,  and  Other  Poems,"  1859; 
"Poems  from  the  German,"  1862;  "Relics  of  Shelley,"  1862;  "Idylls  and 
Epigrams,"  1869  ;  "  Life  of  Carlyle,"  1887  ;  "  Life  of  Emerson,"  1888  ;  "  Twilight 
of  the  Gods,"  1888  ;  "  Life  of  Milton,"  1890 ;  "  Poems,"  1893  ;  "  Age  of  Dryden," 
1895  ;  "  Sonnets  from  Dante,  Petrarch,  and  Camoens,"  1896 ;  and  "  William 
Blake,  Poet  and  Painter,"  1898.] 

I. 

"  0  not  for  him 
Blooms  my  dark  nightshade,  nor  doth  hemlock  brew 
Murder  for  cups  within  her  cavernous  root." 

Grievous  is  the  lot  of  the  child,  more  especially  of  the 
female  child,  who  is  doomed  from  the  tenderest  infancy  to  lack 
the  blessing  of  a  mother's  care. 

Was  it  from  this  absence  of  maternal  vigilance  that  the 
education  of  the  lovely  Mithridata  was  conducted  from  her 
babyhood  in  such  an  extraordinary  manner  ?  That  enormous 
serpents  infested  her  cradle,  licking  her  face  and  twining 
around  her  limbs  ?  That  her  tiny  fingers  patted  scorpions, 
and  tied  knots  in  the  tails  of  vipers?  That  her  father,  the 
magician  Locusto,  ever  sedulous  and  affectionate,  fed  her  with 
spoonsful  of  the  honeyed  froth  that  gathers  under  the  tongues 
of  asps  ?  That  as  she  grew  older  and  craved  a  more  nutritious 
diet,  she  partook,  at  first  in  infinitesimal  doses,  but  in  ever- 
increasing  quantities,  of  arsenic,  strychnine!,  opium,  and 
prussic  acid?  That  at  last,  having  attained  the  flower  of  her 
youth,  she  drank  habitually  from  vessels  of  gold,  for  her 
favourite  beverages  were  so  corrosive  that  no  other  substance 
could  resist  their  solvent  properties  ? 

Gradually   accustomed   to   this   strange  regimen,  she  had 
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thriven  on  it  marvellously,  and  was  without  a  peer  for  beauty, 
sense,  and  goodness.  Her  father  had  watched  over  her  educa- 
tion with  care,  and  had  instructed  her  in  all  lawful  knowledge, 
save  only  the  knowledge  of  poisons.  As  no  other  human  being 
had  entered  the  house,  Mithridata  was  unaware  that  her 
bringing  up  had  differed  in  so  material  a  respect  from  that  of 
other  young  people. 

"Father,"  said  she  one  day,  bringing  him  a  book  she  had 
been  perusing,  "what  strange  follies  learned  men  will  pen 
with  gravity  !  or  is  it  rather  that  none  can  set  bounds  to  the 
license  of  romancers?  These  dear  serpents,  my  friends  and 
playfellows,  this  henbane  and  antimony,  the  nourishment  of 
my  health  and  vigour — that  any  one  should  write  of  these  as 
pernicious,  deadly,  and  fatal  to  existence  !  Is  it  error  or 
malignity,  or  but  the  wanton  freak  of  an  idle  imagination  ?  " 

"My  child,"  answered  the  magician,  "it  is  fit  that  thou 
shouldst  now  learn  what  hath  hitherto  been  concealed  from 
thee,  and  with  this  object  I  left  this  treatise  in  thy  way.  It 
speaks  truth.  Thou  hast  been  nurtured  from  thy  infancy  on 
substances  endowed  with  lethal  properties,  commonly  called 
poisons.  Thy  entire  frame  is  impregnated  thereby,  and, 
although  thou  thyself  art  in  the  fullest  enjoyment  of  health, 
thy  kiss  would  be  fatal  to  any  one  not,  like  thy  father,  fortified 
by  a  course  of  antidotes.  Now  hear  the  reason.  I  bear  a 
deadly  grudge  to  the  king  of  this  land.  He  indeed  hath  not 
injured  me  ;  but  his  father  slew  my  father,  wherefore  it  is 
meet  that  I  should  slay  that  ancestor's  son's  son.  I  have 
therefore  nurtured  thee  from  thy  infancy  on  the  deadliest 
poisons,  until  thou  art  a  walking  vial  of  pestilence.  The  young 
prince  shall  unseal  thee,  to  his  destruction  and  thy  unspeak- 
able advantage.  Go  to  the  great  city ;  thou  art  beautiful 
as  the  day ;  he  is  young,  handsome,  and  amorous ;  he  will 
infallibly  fall  in  love  with  thee.  Do  thou  submit  to  his 
caresses,  he  will  perish  miserably  ;  thou  (such  is  the  charm) 
ransomed  by  the  kiss  of  love,  wilt  become  wholesome  and 
innocuous  as  thy  fellows,  preserving  only  thy  knowledge  of 
poisons,  always  useful,  in  the  present  state  of  society  invalu- 
able. Thou  wilt  therefore  next  repair  to  the  city  of  Constan- 
tinople, bearing  recommendatory  letters  from  me  to  the 
Empress  Theophano,  now  happily  reigning." 

"Father,"  said  Mithridata,  "either  I  shall  love  this  young 
prince,  or  I  shall  not.     If  I  do  not  love  him,  I  am  nowise 
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minded  to  suffer  him  to  caress  me.  If  I  do  love  him,  I  am  as 
Httle  minded  to  be  the  cause  of  his  death." 

"  Not  even  in  consideration  of  the  benefit  which  will  accrue 
to  thee  by  this  event  ?  " 

"  Not  even  for  that  consideration." 

"Oh,  these  daughters!"  exclaimed  the  old  man.  "We 
bring  them  up  tenderly,  we  exhaust  all  our  science  for  the 
improvement  of  their  minds  and  bodies,  we  set  oiu:  choicest 
hopes  upon  them,  and  entrust  them  with  the  fulfilment  of  our 
most  cherished  aspirations  ;  and  when  all  is  done,  they  will 
not  so  much  as  commit  a  murder  to  please  us!  Miserable 
ingrate,  receive  the  just  requital  of  thy  selfish  disobedience  !  " 

"  Oh,  father,  do  not  turn  me  into  a  tadpole  !  " 

"  I  will  not,  but  I  will  turn  thee  out  of  doors." 

And  he  did. 

II. 

Though  disinherited,  Mithridata  was  not  destitute.  She 
had  secured  a  particle  of  the  philosopher's  stone — a  slender 
outfit  for  a  magician's  daughter,  yet  ensuring  her  a  certain 
portion  of  wealth.  What  should  she  do  now?  The  great 
object  of  her  life  must  henceforth  be  to  avoid  committing 
murder,  especially  murdering  any  handsome  young  man.  It 
would  have  seemed  most  natural  to  retire  into  a  convent,  but, 
not  to  speak  of  her  lack  of  vocation,  she  felt  that  her  father 
would  justly  consider  that  she  had  disgraced  her  family,  and 
she  still  looked  forward  to  reconciliation  with  him.  She 
might  have  taken  a  hermitage,  but  her  instinct  told  her  that  a 
fair  soHtary  can  only  keep  young  men  off  by  strong  measures  ; 
and  she  disliked  the  character  of  a  hermitess  with  a  bulldog. 
She  therefore  went  straight  to  the  great  city,  took  a  house,  and 
surrounded  herself  with  attendants.  In  the  choice  of  these 
she  was  particularly  careful  to  select  those  only  whose  personal 
appearance  was  such  as  to  discourage  any  approach  to 
familiarity  or  endearment.  Never  before  or  since  was  youthful 
beauty  surrounded  by  such  moustached  duennas,  squinting 
chambermaids,  hunchbacked  pages,  and  stumpy  maids-of-all- 
work.  This  was  a  real  sorrow  to  her,  for  she  loved  beauty ;  it 
was  a  still  sadder  trial  that  she  could  no  longer  feel  it  right  to 
indulge  herself  in  the  least  morsel  of  arsenic  ;  she  sighed  for 
strychnia,  and  pined  for  prussic  acid.  The  change  of  diet  was 
of  course  at  first  most  tryinii  to  her  health,  and,  in  fact,  occa- 
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sioned  a  serious  illness,  but  youth  and  a  sound  constitution 
pulled  her  through, 

Eeader,  hast  thou  known  what  it  is  to  live  with  a  heart 
inflamed  by  love  for  thy  fellow-creatures  which  thou  couldst 
manifest  neither  by  word  nor  deed  ?  To  pine  with  fruitless 
longings  for  good,  and  to  consume  with  vain  yearnings  for 
usefulness  ?  To  be  misjudged  and  haply  reviled  by  thy  fellows 
for  failing  to  do  what  it  is  not  given  thee  to  do  ?  If  so,  thou 
wilt  pity  poor  Mithridata,  whose  nature  was  most  ardent, 
expansive,  and  affectionate,  but  who,  from  the  necessity  under 
which  she  laboured  of  avoiding  as  much  as  possible  all  contact 
with  human  beings,  saw  herself  condemned  to  a  life  of  solitude, 
and  knew  that  she  was  regarded  as  a  monster  of  pride  and 
exclusiveness.  She  dared  bestow  no  kind  look,  no  encouraging 
gesture  on  any  one,  lest  this  small  beginning  should  lead  to  the 
manifestation  of  her  fatal  power.  Her  own  servants,  whose 
minds  were  generally  as  deformed  as  their  bodies,  hated  her, 
and  bitterly  resented  what  they  deemed  her  haughty  disdain  of 
them.  Her  munificence  none  could  deny,  but  bounty  without 
tenderness  receives  no  more  gratitude  than  it  deserves.  The 
young  of  her  own  sex  secretly  rejoiced  at  her  unamiability, 
regarding  it  as  a  providential  set-off  against  her  beauty,  while 
they  detested  and  denounced  her  as  a — well,  they  would  say 
viper  in  the  manger,  who  spoiled  everybody  else's  lovers  and 
would  have  none  of  her  own.  For  with  all  Mithridata's 
severity  there  was  no  getting  rid  of  the  young  men,  the  giddy 
moths  that  flew  around  her  brilliant  but  baleful  candle.  Not 
all  the  cold  water  thrown  upon  them,  literally  as  well  as 
figuratively,  could  keep  them  from  her  door.  They  filled  her 
house  with  bouquets  and  billets  doiix ;  they  stood  before  the 
windows,  they  sat  on  the  steps,  they  ran  beside  her  litter  when 
she  was  carried  abroad,  they  assembled  at  night  to  serenade 
her,  fighting  desperately  among  themselves.  They  sought  to 
gain  admission  as  tradesmen,  as  errand  boys,  even  as  scul- 
lions male  and  female.  To  such  lengths  did  they  proceed, 
that  a  particularly  audacious  youth  actually  attempted  to  carry 
her  off  one  evening,  and  would  have  succeeded  but  for  the 
interposition  of  another,  who  flew  at  him  with  a  drawn  sword, 
and  after  a  fierce  contest  smote  him  bleeding  to  the  ground. 
Mithridata  had  fainted,  of  course.  What  was  her  horror  on 
reviving  to  find  herself  in  the  arms  of  a  young  man  of  exquisite 
beauty  and  princely  mien,  sucking  death  from  her  lips  vath 
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extraordinary  relish !  She  shrieked,  she  struggled ;  if  she 
made  an)^  unfeininine  use  of  her  hands,  let  the  urgency  of  the 
case  plead  her  apology.  The  youth  reproached  her  bitterly  for 
her  ingratitude.  She  listened  in  silent  misery,  unable  to 
defend  herself.  The  shaft  of  love  had  penetrated  her  bosom 
also,  and  it  cost  her  almost  as  much  for  her  own  sake  to  dis- 
miss the  young  man  as  it  did  to  see  him  move  away,  slowly 
and  languidly  staggering  to  his  doom. 

For  the  next  few  daj^s  messages  came  continually,  urging 
her  to  haste  to  a  youth  dying  for  her  sake,  whom  her  presence 
would  revive  effectually.  She  steadily  refused,  but  how  much 
her  refusal  cost  her !  She  wept,  she  wrung  her  hands,  she 
called  for  death,  and  execrated  her  nurture.  With  that  strange 
appetite  for  self-tortm'e  which  almost  seems  to  diminish  the 
pangs  of  the  wretched,  she  collected  books  on  poisons,  studied 
all  the  symptoms  described,  and  fancied  her  hapless  lover 
undergoing  them  all  in  turn.  At  length  a  message  came  which 
admitted  of  no  evasion.  The  King  commanded  her  presence. 
Admonished  by  past  experience,  she  provided  herself  with  a 
veil  and  mask,  and  repaired  to  the  palace. 

The  old  King  seemed  labouring  under  deep  affliction  ;  under 
happier  circumstances  he  must  have  been  joyous  and  debonair. 
He  addressed  her  with  austerity,  yet  with  kindness. 

"  Maiden,"  he  began,  "  thy  unaccountable  cruelty  to  my 
son " 

"  Thy  son  !  "  she  exclaimed.  "  The  Prince  !  Oh,  father, 
thou  art  avenged  for  my  disobedience." 

The  King  looked  surprised,  but  continued — 

"  Surpasses  what  history  hath  hitherto  recorded  of  the 
most  obdurate  monsters.  Thou  art  indebted  to  him  for  thy 
honour,  to  preserve  which  he  has  risked  his  life.  Thou 
bringest  him  to  the  verge  of  the  grave  by  thy  cruelty,  and 
when  a  smile,  a  look  from  thee  would  restore  him,  thou  wilt 
not  bestow  it." 

"Alas  !  great  King,"  she  replied,  "I  know"  too  well  what 
your  Majesty's  opinion  of  me  must  be.  I  must  bear  it  as  I 
may.  Believe  me,  the  sight  of  me  could  effect  nothing  towards 
the  restoration  of  thy  son." 

"  Of  that  I  shall  judge,"  said  the  King,  "  when  thou  hast 
divested  thyself  of  that  veil  and  mask." 

Mithridata  reluctantly  complied, 

"  By  Heaven  !  "  exclaimed  the  King,  "  such  a  sight  might 
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recall  the  departing  soul  from  Paradise  !  Haste  to  my  son,  and 
instantly  ;  it  is  not  yet  too  late." 

"Oh,  King,"  urged  Mithridata,  "how  could  this  counte- 
nance do  thy  son  any  good?  Is  he  not  suffering  from  the 
effects  of  seventy-two  poisons?  " 

"  I  am  not  aware  of  that  ?  "  said  the  King. 

"  Are  not  his  entrails  burned  up  with  fire  ?  Is  not  his 
flesh  in  a  state  of  deliquescence?  Has  not  his  skin  already 
peeled  off  his  body  ?  Is  he  not  tormented  by  incessant  gripes 
and  vomitings?  " 

"  Not  to  my  knowledge,"  said  the  King.  "  The  symptoms, 
as  I  understand,  are  not  unlike  those  which  I  remember  to 
have  experienced  myself,  in  a  milder  form,  certainly.  He  lies 
in  bed,  eats  and  drinks  nothing,  and  incessantly  calls  upon  thee." 

"  This  is  most  incomprehensible,"  said  Mithridata.  "  There 
was  no  drug  in  my  father's  laboratory  that  could  have  produced 
such  an  effect." 

"The  sum  of  the  matter  is,"  continued  the  King,  "that 
either  thou  wilt  repair  forthwith  to  my  son's  chamber,  and 
subsequently  to  church ;  or  else  unto  the  scaffold." 

"  If  it  must  be  so,  I  choose  the  scaffold,"  said  Mithridata, 
resolutely.  "  Believe  me,  0  King,  my  appearance  in  thy  son's 
chamber  would  but  destroy  whatever  feeble  hope  of  recovery 
may  remain.  I  love  him  beyond  everything  on  earth,  and  not 
for  worlds  would  I  have  his  blood  on  my  soul." 

"Chamberlain,"  cried  the  monarch,  "bring  me  a  strait 
waistcoat." 

Driven  into  a  corner,  Mithridata  flung  herself  at  the  King's 
feet,  taking  care,  however,  not  to  touch  him,  and  confided  to 
him  all  her  wretched  history. 

The  venerable  monarch  burst  into  a  peal  of  laughter.  "A 
hon  chat,  hon  rat  !"  he  exclaimed,  as  soon  as  he  had  recovered 
himself.  "  So  thou  art  the  daughter  of  my  old  friend,  the 
magician  Locusto  !  I  fathomed  his  craft,  and,  as  he  fed  his 
child  upon  poisons,  I  fed  mine  upon  antidotes.  Never  did  any 
child  in  the  world  take  an  equal  quantity  of  physic  :  but  there 
is  now  no  poison  on  earth  can  harm  him.  Ye  are  clearly  made 
for  each  other  :  haste  to  his  bedside,  and,  as  the  spell  requires, 
rid  thyself  of  thy  venefic  properties  in  his  arms  as  expeditiously 
as  possible.  Thy  father  shall  be  bidden  to  the  wedding,  and 
an  honoured  guest  he  shall  be,  for  having  taught  us  that  the 
kiss  of  Love  is  the  remedy  for  every  poison." 
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CONFESSIONS   OF   A  DRUNKARD.   ^ 

By  CHARLES   LAMB. 

[  Charles  Lamb  :  An  English  essayist ;  born  in  London,  February  10,  1775 ; 
died  at  Edmonton,  December,  1834.  He  was  a  fellow-pupil  with  Coleridge  at  the 
school  of  Christ's  Hospital;  in  1789  obtained  a  clerkship  in  the  South  Sea  House  ; 
from  1792  to  1825  was  an  accountant  in  the  East  India  Company,  then  retiring 
on  a  pension.  His  "Tales  from  Shakespeare"  and  "  Poetry  for  Children," 
with  his  sister  Mary  Lamb,  are  permanently  popular ;  but  his  fame  rests  on  a 
series  of  essays  contributed  to  the  London  Magazine,  appearing  in  collected 
form  as  the  "Essays  of  Elia"  (1823)  and  "Last  Essays  of  Elia"  (1833),  and 
on  his  delightful  letters.] 

Dehortations  from  the  use  of  strong  liquors  have  been  the 
favorite  topic  of  sober  declaimers  in  all  ages,  and  have  been 
received  with  abundance  of  applause  by  water-drinking  critics. 
But  with  the  patient  himself,  the  man  that  is  to  be  cured, 
unfortunately  their  sound  has  seldom  prevailed.  Yet  the  evil 
is  acknowledged,  the  remedy  simple.  Abstain.  No  force  can 
oblige  a  man  to  raise  the  glass  to  his  head  against  his  will. 
'Tis  as  easy  as  not  to  steal,  not  to  tell  lies. 

Alas  !  the  hand  to  pilfer  and  the  tongue  to  bear  false  wit- 
ness have  no  constitutional  tendency.  These  are  actions  in- 
different to  them.  At  the  first  instance  of  the  reformed  will 
they  can  be  brought  off  without  a  murmur.  The  itching  finger 
is  but  a  figure  in  speech,  and  the  tongue  of  the  liar  can  with 
the  same  natural  delight  give  forth  useful  truths  with  which  it 
has  been  accustomed  to  scatter  their  pernicious  contraries.  But 
when  a  man  has  commenced  sot 

O  pause,  thou  sturdy  moralist,  thou  person  of  stout  nerves 
and  a  strong  head,  whose  liver  is  happily  untouched,  and  ere 
thy  gorge  riseth  at  the  name  which  I  had  written,  first  learn 
what  the  thing  is ;  how  much  of  compassion,  how  much  of 
human  allowance,  thou  mayest  virtuously  mingle  with  thy  dis- 
approbation. Trample  not  on  the  rains  of  a  man.  Exact  not, 
under  so  terrible  a  penalty  as  infamy,  a  resuscitation  from  a 
state  of  death  almost  as  real  as  that  from  which  Lazarus  rose 
not  but  by  a  miracle. 

Begin  a  reformation,  and  custom  will  make  it  easy.  But 
what  if  the  beginning  be  dreadful,  the  first  steps  not  like  climb- 
ing a  mountain  but  going  through  fire?  what  if  the  whole 
system  must  undergo  a  change  violent  as  that  which  we  con- 
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ceive  of  the  mutation  of  form  in  some  insects?  what  if  a  pro- 
cess comparable  to  flaying  alive  be  to  be  gone  through  ?  is  the 
weakness  that  sinks  under  such  struggles  to  be  confounded 
with  the  pertinacity  which  clings  to  other  vices,  which  have 
induced  no  constitutional  necessity,  no  engagement  of  the  whole 
victim,  body  and  soul  ? 

I  have  known  one  in  that  state,  when  he  has  tried  to  abstain 
but  for  one  evening  —  though  the  poisonous  potion  had  long 
ceased  to  bring  back  its  first  enchantments,  though  he  was  sure 
it  would  rather  deepen  his  gloom  than  brighten  it  —  in  the 
violence  of  the  struggle,  and  the  necessity  he  had  felt  of  getting 
rid  of  the  present  sensation  at  any  rate,  I  have  known  him  to 
scream  out,  to  cry  aloud,  for  the  anguish  and  pain  of  the  strife 
within  him. 

Why  should  I  hesitate  to  declare  that  the  man  of  whom  I 
speak  is  myself  ?  I  have  no  puling  apology  to  make  to  man- 
kind. I  see  them  in  one  way  or  another  deviating  from  the 
pure  reason.  It  is  to  my  own  nature  alone  I  am  accountable 
for  the  woe  that  I  have  brought  upon  it. 

I  believe  that  there  are  constitutions,  robust  heads,  and 
iron  insides  whom  scarce  any  excesses  can  hurt ;  whom  brandy 
(I  have  seen  them  drink  it  like  wine),  at  all  events  whom 
wine,  taken  in  ever  so  plentiful  a  measure,  can  do  no  worse 
injury  to  than  just  to  muddle  their  faculties,  perhaps  never 
very  pellucid.  On  them  this  discourse  is  wasted.  They  would 
but^  laugh  at  a  weak  brother  who,  trying  his  strength  with 
them,  and  coming  off  foiled  from  the  contest,  would  fain  per- 
suade them  that  such  agonistic  exercises  are  dangerous.  It  is 
to  a  very  different  description  of  persons  I  speak.  It  is  to  the 
weak  —  the  nervous  ;  to  those  who  feel  the  want  of  some  arti- 
ficial aid  to  raise  their  spirits  in  society  to  what  is  no  more  than 
the  ordinary  pitch  of  all  around  them  without  it.  This  is  the 
secret  of  our  drinking.  Such  must  fly  the  convivial  board  in 
the  first  instance,  if  they  do  not  mean  to  sell  themselves  for 
their  term  of  life. 

Twelve  years  ago  I  had  completed  my  six  and  twentieth 
year.  I  had  lived  from  the  period  of  leaving  school  to  that 
time  pretty  much  in  solitude.  My  companions  were  chiefly 
books,  or  at  most  one  or  two  living  ones  of  my  own  book-lov- 
ing and  sober  stamp.  I  rose  early,  went  to  bed  betimes,  and 
the  faculties  which  God  had  given  me,  I  have  reason  to  think, 
did  not  rust  in  me  unused. 
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About  that  time  I  fell  in  with  some  companions  of  a  dif- 
ferent order.  They  were  men  of  boisterous  spirits,  sitters  up 
anights,  disputants,  drunken  ;  yet  seemed  to  have  soro.ething 
noble  about  them.  We  dealt  about  the  wit,  or  what  passes  for 
it  after  midnight,  joviality.  Of  the  quality  called  fancy  I  cer- 
tainly possessed  a  larger  share  than  my  companions.  Encour- 
aged by  their  applause,  I  set  up  for  a  professed  joker  !  I,  who 
of  all  men  am  least  fitted  for  such  an  occupation,  having,  in 
addition  to  the  greatest  difficulty  which  I  experience  at  all 
times  of  finding  words  to  express  my  meaning,  a  natural  nerv- 
ous impediment  in  my  speech  ! 

Reader,  if  you  are  gifted  with  nerves  like  mine,  aspire  to 
any  character  but  that  of  a  wit.  When  you  find  a  tickling  relish 
upon  your  tongue  disposing  you  to  that  sort  of  conversation, 
especially  if  you  find  a  preternatural  flow  of  ideas  setting  in 
upon  you  at  the  first  sight  of  a  bottle  and  fresh  glasses,  avoid 
giving  way  to  it  as  you  would  fly  your  greatest  destruction. 
If  you  cannot  crush  the  power  of  fancy,  or  that  within  you 
which  you  mistake  for  such,  divert  it,  give  it  some  other  play. 
Write  an  essay,  pen  a  character  or  description,  but  not  as  I  do 
now,  with  tears  trickling  down  your  cheeks. 

To  be  an  object  of  compassion  to  friends,  of  derision  to 
foes ;  to  be  suspected  by  strangers,  stared  at  by  fools ;  to  be 
esteemed  dull  when  you  cannot  be  witty  ;  to  be  applauded  for 
witty  when  you  know  that  you  have  been  dull ;  to  be  called 
upon  for  the  extemporaneous  exercise  of  that  faculty  which  no 
premeditation  can  give ;  to  be  spurred  on  to  efforts  which  end 
in  contempt ;  to  be  set  on  to  provoke  mirth  which  procures  the 
procurer  hatred ;  to  give  pleasure  and  be  paid  with  squinting 
malice ;  to  swallow  draughts  of  life-destroying  wine  which  are  to 
be  distilled  into  airy  breath  to  tickle  vain  auditors;  to  mortgage 
miserable  morrows  for  nights  of  madness  ;  to  waste  whole  seas 
of  time  upon  those  who  pay  it  back  in  little  inconsiderate  drops 
of  grudging  applause,  are  the  wages  of  buffoonery  and  death. 

Time,  which  has  a  sure  stroke  at  dissolving  all  connections 
which  have  no  solider  fastenings  than  this  liquid  cement,  more 
kind  to  me  than  my  own  taste  or  penetration,  at  length  opened 
my  eyes  to  the  supposed  qualities  of  my  first  friends.  No 
trace  of  them  is  left  but  in  the  vices  which  they  introduced, 
and  the  habits  they  infixed.  In  them  my  friends  survive  still 
and  exercise  ample  retribution  for  any  supposed  infidelity  that 
I  may  have  been  guilty  of  toward  them. 
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My  next  more  immediate  companions  were  and  are  persons 
of  such  intrinsic  and  felt  worth  that,  though  accidentally  their 
acquaintance  has  proved  pernicious  to  me,  I  do  not  know  that, 
if  the  thing  were  to  do  over  again,  I  should  have  the  courage 
to  eschew  the  mischief  at  the  price  of  forfeiting  the  benefit.  I 
came  to  them  reeking  from  the  steams  of  my  late  overheated 
notions  of  companionship  ;  and  the  slightest  fuel  which  they 
unconsciously  afforded  was  sufficient  to  feed  my  own  fires  into 
a  propensity. 

They  were  no  drinkers  ;  but,  one  from  professional  habits, 
and  another  from  a  custom  derived  from  his  father,  smoked 
tobacco.  The  devil  could  not  have  devised  a  more  subtle  trap 
to  retake  a  backsliding  penitent.  The  transition  from  gulping 
down  draughts  of  liquid  fire  to  puffing  out  innocuous  blasts  of 
dry  smoke  was  so  like  cheating  him.  But  he  is  too  hard  for 
us  when  we  hope  to  commute.  He  beats  us  at  barter;  and 
when  we  think  to  set  off  a  new  failing  against  an  old  infirmity, 
'tis  odds  but  he  puts  the  trick  upon  us  of  two  for  one.  That 
(comparatively)  white  devil  of  tobacco  brought  with  him  in 
the  end  seven  worse  than  himself. 

It  were  impertinent  to  carry  the  reader  through  all  the 
processes  by  which,  from  smoking  at  first  with  malt  liquor,  I 
took  by  degrees  through  thin  wines,  through  stronger  wine  and 
water,  through  small  punch  to  those  juggling  compositions 
which,  under  the  name  of  mixed  liquors,  slur  a  great  deal  of 
brandy  or  other  poison  under  less  and  less  water  continually, 
until  they  come  next  to  none,  and  so  none  at  all.  But  it  is 
hateful  to  disclose  the  secrets  of  my  Tartarus. 

I  should  repel  my  readers  from  a  mere  incapacity  of  believ- 
ing me  were  I  to  tell  them  Avhat  tobacco  has  been  to  me,  the 
drudging  service  which  I  have  paid,  the  slavery  which  I  have 
vowed  to  it.  How,  when  I  have  resolved  to  quit  it,  a  feeling 
as  of  ingratitude  has  started  up  ;  how  it  has  put  on  personal 
claims  and  made  the  demands  of  a  friend  upon  me.  How  the 
reading  of  it  casually  in  a  book,  as  where  Adams  takes  his  whiff 
in  the  chimney  corner  of  some  inn  in  "Joseph  Andrews,"  or 
Piscator  in  "  The  Complete  Angler "  breaks  his  fast  upon  a 
morning  pipe  in  that  delicate  room,  Piscatorihus  Sacrum.,  has  in 
a  moment  broken  down  the  resistance  of  weeks.  How  a  pipe 
was  ever  in  my  midnight  path  before  me,  till  the  vision  forced 
me  to  realize  it ;  how  then  its  ascending  vapors  curled,  its  fra- 
grance lulled,  and  the  thousand  delicious  ministerings  conver- 
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sant  about  it,  employing  every  faculty,  extracted  the  sense  of 
pain.  How  from  illuminating  it  came  to  darken,  from  a  quick 
solace  it  turned  to  a  negative  relief,  thence  to  a  restlessness  and 
dissatisfaction,  thence  to  a  positive  misery.  How,  even  now, 
when  the  whole  secret  stands  confessed  in  all  its  dreadful  truth 
before  me,  I  feel  myself  linked  to  it  beyond  the  power  of  revo- 
cation.    Bone  of  my  bone 

Persons  not  accustomed  to  examine  the  motives  of  their 
actions,  to  reckon  up  the  countless  nails  that  rivet  the  chains  of 
habit,  or  perhaps  being  bound  by  none  so  obdurate  as  those  I 
have  confessed  to,  may  recoil  from  this  as  from  an  overcharged 
picture.  But  what  short  of  such  a  bondage  is  it  which,  in 
spite  of  protesting  friends,  a  weeping  wife  and  a  reprobating 
world,  chains  down  many  a  poor  fellow,  of  no  original  indis- 
position to  goodness,  to  his  pipe  and  his  pot  ? 

I  have  seen  a  print  after  Correggio,  in  which  three  female 
figures  are  ministering  to  a  man  who  sits  fast  bound  to  the  root 
of  a  tree.  Sensuality  is  soothing  him.  Evil  Habit  is  nailing 
him  to  a  branch,  and  Repugnance  at  the  same  instant  of  time  is 
applying  a  snake  to  his  side.  In  his  face  is  feeble  delight,  the 
recollection  of  past  rather  than  perception  of  present  pleasures, 
languid  enjoyment  of  evil  with  utter  imbecility  to  good,  a 
Sybaritic  effeminacy,  a  submission  to  bondage,  the  springs  of 
the  will  gone  down  like  a  broken  clock,  the  sin  and  the  suffer- 
ing coinstantaneous,  or  the  latter  forerunning  the  former, 
remorse  preceding  action  —  all  this  represented  in  one  point  of 
time.  When  I  saw  this,  I  admired  the  wonderful  skill  of  the 
painter.  But  when  I  went  away,  I  wept,  because  I  thought  of 
my  own  condition. 

Of  that  there  is  no  hope  that  it  should  ever  change.  The 
waters  have  gone  over  me.  But  out  of  the  black  depths,  could 
I  be  heard,  I  would  cry  out  to  all  those  who  have  but  set  a  foot 
in  the  perilous  flood.  Could  the  youth,  to  whom  the  flavor  of 
his  first  wine  is  delicious  as  the  opening  scenes  of  life  or  the 
entering  upon  some  newly  discovered  paradise,  look  into  my 
desolation,  and  be  made  to  understand  what  a  dreary  thing  it  is 
when  a  man  shall  feel  himself  going  down  a  precipice  with  open 
eyes  and  a  passive  will,  to  see  his  destruction  and  have  no 
power  to  stop  it,  and  yet  to  feel  it  all  the  way  emanating  from 
himself  ;  to  perceive  all  goodness  emptied  out  of  him,  and  yet 
not  to  be  able  to  forget  a  time  when  it  was  otherwise  ;  to  bear 
about  the  piteous  spectacle  of  his  own  self -ruin  ;  could  he  see 
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my  fevered  eye,  feverish  with  last  night's  drinking,  and  fever- 
ishly looking  for  this  night's  repetition  of  the  folly ;  could  he 
feel  the  body  of  the  death  out  of  which  I  cry  hourly  with 
feebler  and  feebler  outcry  to  be  delivered,  it  were  enough  to 
make  him  dash  the  sparkling  beverage  to  the  earth  in  all  the 
pride  of  its  mantling  temptation  ;  to  make  him  clasp  his  teeth, 

and  not  undo  'em 


To  suffer  wet  damnation  to  run  thro'  'em. 

Yea,  but  (methinks  I  hear  somebody  object)  if  sobriety  be 
that  fine  thing  you  would  have  us  to  understand,  if  the  com- 
forts of  a  cool  brain  are  to  be  preferred  to  that  state  of  heated 
excitement  which  you  describe  and  deplore,  what  hinders  in 
your  instance  that  you  do  not  return  to  those  habits  from  which 
you  would  induce  others  never  to  swerve  ?  If  the  blessing  be 
worth  preserving,  is  it  not  worth  recovering? 

Recoveri7ig  !  —  O  if  a  wish  could  transport  me  back  to  those 
days  of  youth  when  a  draught  from  the  next  clear  spring  could 
slake  any  heats  which  summer  suns  and  youthful  exercise  had 
power  to  stir  up  in  the  blood,  how  gladly  would  I  return  to 
thee,  pure  element,  the  drink  of  children  and  of  childlike  holy 
hermit !  In  my  dreams  I  can  sometimes  fancy  thy  cool  re- 
freshment purling  over  my  burning  tongue.  But  my  waking 
stomach  rejects  it.  That  which  refreshes  innocence  only  makes 
me  sick  and  faint. 

But  is  there  no  middle  way  between  total  abstinence  and 
the  excess  which  kills  you?  For  your  sake,  reader,  and  that 
you  may  never  attain  to  my  experience,  with  pain  I  must  utter 
the  dreadful  truth,  that  there  is  none  —  none  that  I  can  find. 
In  my  stage  of  habit  (I  speak  not  of  habits  less  confirmed — 
for  some  of  them  I  believe  the  advice  to  be  most  prudential), 
in  the  stage  which  I  have  reached,  to  stop  short  of  that  measure 
which  is  sufiicient  to  draw  on  torpor  and  sleep,  the  benumbing 
apoplectic  sleep  of  the  drunkard,  is  to  have  taken  none  at  all. 
The  pain  of  the  self-denial  is  all  one.  And  what  that  is,  I  had 
rather  the  reader  should  believe  on  my  credit,  than  know  from 
his  own  trial.  He  will  come  to  know  it,  whenever  he  shall 
arrive  in  that  state  in  which,  paradoxical  as  it  may  appear, 
reason  shall  only  visit  him  through  intoxication ;  for  it  is  a  fear- 
ful truth,  that  the  intellectual  faculties  by  repeating  acts  of 
intemperance  may  be  driven  from  their  orderly  sphere  of  action, 
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their  clear  daylight  ministries,  until  they  shall  be  brought  at 
last  to  depend,  for  the  faint  manifestation  of  their  departing 
energies,  upon  the  returning  periods  of  the  fatal  madness  to 
which  they  owe  their  devastation.  The  drinking  man  is  never 
less  himself  than  during  his  sober  intervals.  Evil  is  so  far 
his  good. 

Behold  me,  then,  in  the  robust  period  of  life,  reduced  to 
imbecility  and  decay.  Hear  me  count  my  gains,  and  the  profits 
which  I  have  derived  from  the  midnight  cup. 

Twelve  years  ago  I  was  possessed  of  a  healthy  frame  of 
mind  and  body.  I  was  never  strong,  but  I  think  my  constitu- 
tion (for  a  weak  one)  was  as  happily  exempt  from  the  tendency 
to  any  malady  as  it  was  possible  to  be.  I  scarce  knew  what  it 
was  to  ail  anything.  Now,  except  when  I  am  losing  myself 
in  a  sea  of  drink,  I  am  never  free  from  those  uneasy  sensations 
in  head  and  stomach  which  are  so  much  worse  to  bear  than  any 
definite  pains  or  aches. 

At  that  time  I  was  seldom  in  bed  after  six  in  the  morning, 
summer  and  winter.  I  awoke  refreshed,  and  seldom  without 
some  merry  thoughts  in  my  head,  or  some  piece  of  a  song  to 
welcome  the  newborn  day.  Now,  the  first  feeling  which  besets 
me,  after  stretching  out  the  hours  of  recumbence  to  their  last 
possible  extent,  is  a  forecast  of  the  wearisome  day  that  lies 
before  me,  with  a  secret  wish  that  I  could  have  lain  on  still, 
or  never  awaked. 

Life  itself,  my  waking  life,  has  much  of  the  confusion,  the 
trouble,  and  obscure  perplexity  of  an  ill  dream.  In  the  daytime 
I  stumble  upon  dark  mountains. 

Business,  which,  though  never  very  particularly  adapted  to 
my  nature,  yet  as  something  of  necessity  to  be  gone  through, 
and  therefore  best  undertaken  with  cheerfulness,  I  used  to 
enter  upon  with  some  degree  of  alacrity,  now  wearies,  affrights, 
perplexes  me.  I  fancy  all  sorts  of  discouragements,  and  am 
ready  to  give  up  an  occupation  which  gives  me  bread,  from  a 
harassing  conceit  of  incapacity.  The  slightest  commission  given 
me  by  a  friend,  or  any  small  duty  which  I  have  to  perform  for 
myself,  as  giving  orders  to  a  tradesman,  etc.,  haunts  me  as  a 
labor  impossible  to  be  got  through.  So  much  the  springs  of 
action  are  broken. 

The  same  cowardice  attends  me  in  all  my  intercourse  Avith 
mankind.  I  dare  not  promise  that  a  frieiuFs  lionor  or  his 
cause  would  be  safe  in  my  keeping,  if  I  were  put  to  the  expense 


6768  ESSAY  ON  ANGER. 

of  any  manly  resolution  in  defending  it.  So  much  the  springs 
of  moral  action  are  deadened  within  me. 

My  favorite  occupations  in  times  past  now  cease  to  enter- 
tain. I  can  do  nothing  readily.  Application  for  ever  so  short 
a  time  kills  me.  This  poor  abstract  of  my  condition  was  penned 
at  long  intervals,  with  scarcely  an  attempt  at  connection  of 
thought,  which  is  now  difficult  to  me. 

The  noble  passages  which  formerly  delighted  me  in  history 
or  poetic  fiction  now  only  draw  a  few  tears,  allied  to  dotage. 
My  broken  and  dispirited  nature  seems  to  sink  before  anything 
great  and  admirable. 

I  perpetually  catch  myself  in  tears,  for  any  cause,  or  none. 
It  is  inexpressible  how  much  this  infirmity  adds  to  a  sense  of 
shame,  and  a  general  feeling  of  deterioration. 

These  are  some  of  the  instances  concerning  which  I  can  say, 
with  truth,  that  it  was  not  always  so  with  me. 

Shall  I  lift  up  the  veil  of  my  weakness  any  further  ?  or  is 
this  disclosure  sufficient  ? 

I  am  a  poor,  nameless  egotist,  who  have  no  vanity  to  consult 
by  these  Confessions.  I  know  not  whether  I  shall  be  laughed 
at  or  heard  seriously.  Such  as  they  are,  I  commend  them  to 
the  reader's  attention,  if  he  find  his  own  case  any  way  touched. 
I  have  told  him  what  I  am  come  to.     Let  him  stop  in  time. 


ESSAY   ON   ANGER. 

By  FRANCIS  BACON. 

[Francis  Bacon:  An  English  philosophical  writer  and  essayist,  and  man  of 
affairs ;  born  in  London,  January  22,  1561 ;  died  in  1626.  He  was  educated  at 
Cambridge,  spent  several  years  in  Paris,  was  admitted  to  the  bar  in  1582,  and 
entered  Parliament  in  1584.  He  became  a  knight  under  James  I.,  solicitor 
general,  attorney  general,  keeper  of  the  great  seal,  and  finally  lord  high 
chancellor  of  England.  In  addition  he  was  created  Baron  Verulam  and  Vis- 
count St.  Albans.  In  1621  he  was  ruined  as  to  material  affairs  by  a  conviction 
of  bribery,  the  fairest  discussion  of  which  is  in  Spedding's  "Evenings  with  a 
Reviewer."  Bacon's  chief  writings  are:  "The  Advancement  of  Learning" 
(1605)  ;  "Novum  Organum,"  intended  to  form  the  second  part  of  a  never  com- 
pleted work,  "  Instauratio  Magna,"  or  the  Great  Restoration;  the  famous 
"  Essays"  (1697,  1612,  1625)  ;  "On  the  Wisdom  of  the  Ancients"  (in  Latin).] 

To  seek  to  extinguish  anger  utterly  is  but  a  bravery  of  the 
Stoics.     We  have  better  oracles :  "  Be  angry,  but  sin  not :  let 
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not  the  sun  go  down  upon  your  anger."  Anger  must  be  limited 
and  confined  botli  in  race  and  in  time.  We  will  speak  first  how 
the  natural  inclination  and  habit,  "  to  be  angr}","  may  be  tem- 
pered and  calmed  ;  secondly,  how  the  particular  motions  of  anger 
may  be  repressed,  or,  at  least,  refrained  from  doing  mischief; 
thirdly,  how  to  raise  anger  or  appease  anger  in  another. 

For  the  first,  there  is  no  other  way  but  to  meditate  and 
ruminate  well  upon  the  effects  of  anger,  how  it  troubles  man's 
life  :  and  the  best  time  to  do  this,  is  to  look  back  upon  anger 
when  the  fit  is  thoroughly  over.  Seneca  saith  well,  "that  anger 
is  like  a  ruin,  which  breaks  itself  upon  that  it  falls."  The  Scrip- 
ture exhorteth  us  "  to  possess  our  souls  in  patience  "  ;  whosoever 
is  out  of  patience,  is  out  of  possession  of  his  soul.  Men  must 
not  turn  bees,  "and  leave  their  lives  in  the  wound." 

Anger  is  certainly  a  kind  of  baseness  ;  as  it  appears  well 
in  the  weakness  of  those  subjects  in  whom  it  reigns  :  children, 
women,  old  folks,  sick  folks.  Only  men  must  bev/are  that  they 
carry  their  anger  rather  with  scorn  than  with  fear  ;  so  that  they 
may  seem  rather  to  be  above  the  injury  than  below  it ;  which 
is  a  thing  easily  done,  if  a  man  will  give  law  to  himself  in  it. 

For  the  second  point,  the  causes  and  motives  of  anger  are 
chiefly  three  :  first,  to  be  too  sensible  of  hurt ;  for  no  man  is 
angry  that  feels  not  himself  hurt ;  and  therefore  tender  and 
delicate  persons  must  needs  be  oft  angry,  they  have  so  many 
things  to  trouble  them,  which  more  robust  natures  have  little 
sense  of :  the  next  is,  the  apprehension  and  construction  of  the 
injury  offered,  to  be,  in  the  circumstances  thereof,  full  of  con- 
tempt :  for  contempt  is  that  which  putteth  an  edge  upon  anger, 
as  much,  or  more,  than  the  hurt  itself ;  and,  therefore,  when 
men  are  ingenious  in  picking  out  circumstances  of  contempt, 
they  do  kindle  their  anger  much  :  lastly,  opinion  of  the  touch  of 
a  man's  reputation  doth  multiply  and  sharpen  anger ;  wherein 
the  remedy  is,  that  a  man  should  have,  as  Gonsalvo  was  wont  to 
say,  "A  thicker  covering  for  his  honor."  But  in  all  refrainings 
of  anger,  it  is  the  best  remedy  to  win  time,  and  to  make  a  man's 
self  believe  that  the  opportunity  of  his  revenge  is  not  yet  come ; 
but  that  he  foresees  a  time  for  it,  and  so  to  still  himself  in  tlie 
mean  time,  and  reserve  it. 

To  contain  anger  from  mischief,  though  it  take  hold  of  a 

man,  there  be  two  things  whereof  you  must  have  special  caution  : 

the  one,  of  extreme  bitterness  of  words,  especially  if  they  be 

aculeate  and  proper  ;  for  "  communia  maledicta  "  are  nothing  so 
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much ;  and  again,  that  in  anger  a  man  reveals  no  secrets ;  for 
that  makes  him  not  fit  for  society  :  the  other  that  you  do  not 
peremptorily  break  off  in  any  business  in  a  fit  of  anger  ;  but 
howsoever  you  show  bitterness,  do  not  act  anything  that  is  not 
revocable. 

For  raising  and  appeasing  anger  in  another,  it  is  done  chiefly 
by  choosing  of  times,  when  men  are  frowardest  and  worst  dis- 
nosed  to  incense  them ;  again,  by  gathering  (as  we  touched  be- 
£.)re)  all  that  you  can  find  out  to  aggravate  the  contempt ;  and 
the  two  remedies  are  by  the  contraries  ;  the  former  to  take  good 
times,  when  first  to  relate  to  a  man  an  angry  business ;  for  the 
tirst  impression  is  much ;  and  the  other  is,  to  sever,  as  much  as 
may  be,  the  construction  of  the  injury  from  the  point  of  con- 
tempt ;  imputing  it  to  misunderstanding,  fear,  passion,  or  what 
you  will. 


THE  POWER   OF   TIME.' 

By  PHILIP  GILBERT  HAMERTON. 

[Philip  Gilbert  Hamerton  :  An  English  artist  and  author;  born  in 
Lancashire,  September  10,  1834  ;  died  in  1894.  He  studied  art  in  Paris,  espe- 
cially landscape  painting,  but  marrying  a  French  wife,  spent  the  greater  part 
of  his  life  at  Sens,  Autun,  and  Boulogne,  in  France.  In  1839  he  established  the 
Portfolio,  an  art  review  devoted  mainly  to  etching,  and  contributed  frequently 
to  English,  French,  and  American  periodicals.  His  chief  publications  are: 
"A  Painter's  Camp  in  the  Highlands,"  "Etching  and  Etchers,"  "Contempo- 
rary French  Painters,"  "The  Intellectual  Life,"  "  Chapters  on  Animals,"  a  life 
of  J.  M.  W.  Turner,  "  Graphic  Arts,"  "Human  Intercourse,"  "Drawing  and 
Engraving,"  "French  and  Enghsh,"  mainly  contributed  to  the  Atlantic 
Monthly,  to  remove  ignorant  prejudices  of  each  nation  against  the  other.] 

To  A  Mak  of  Leisure  who  complained  of  Want 
OF  Time. 

You  complain  of  want  of  time  —  you,  with  your  boundless 
leisure  1 

It  is  true  that  the  most  absolute  master  of  his  own  hours 
.  still  needs  thrift  if  he  would  turn  them  to  account,  and  that  too 
many  never  learn  this  thrift,  whilst  others  learn  it  late.  Will 
you  permit  me  to  offer  briefly  a  few  observations  on  time  thrift 
which  have  been  suggested  to  me  by  my  own  experience  and 
by  the  experience  of  intellectual  friends  ? 

*  By  permisBion  of  the  Pul>li8hers,Macmillan  &  Co.,  Ltd. 


nnanu9crtpt  of  ifrancte  Bacon,  XorD  iDerulani, 
an^  Discount  St.  aibans. 

Letter  to  Sir  John  Puckering,  Lord  Keeper,  complaining 
of  the  latter's  failure  to  support  his  suit  for  the  office  of  Solici 
tor-General.  Written  at  Gray's  Inn,  28  July,  1595.  The  letter 
is  endorsed  by  the  Lord  Keeper,  "  Mr.  Bacon  wronging  me." 
The  Post  was  given  on  5  Nov.  to  Serjeant  Thomas  Fleming, 
and  Bacon  did  not  become  Solicitor-General  until  1607. 
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It  may  be  accepted  for  certain,  to  begin  with,  that  men  who 
like  yourself  seriously  care  for  culture,  and  make  it,  next  to 
moral  duty,  the  principal  object  of  their  lives,  are  but  little 
exposed  to  waste  time  in  downright  frivolity  of  any  kind.  You 
may  be  perfectly  idle  at  your  own  times,  and  perfectly  frivo- 
lous even,  whenever  you  have  a  mind  to  be  frivolous,  but  then 
you  will  be  clearly  aware  how  the  time  is  passing,  and  you  will 
throw  it  away  knowingly,  as  the  most  careful  of  money  econo- 
mists will  throw  away  a  few  sovereigns  in  a  confessedly  foolish 
amusement,  merely  for  the  relief  of  a  break  in  the  habit  of  his 
life.  To  a  man  of  your  tastes  and  temper  there  is  no  danger 
of  wasting  too  much  time  so  long  as  the  waste  is  intentional ; 
but  you  are  exposed  to  time  losses  of  a  much  more  insidious 
character. 

It  is  in  our  pursuits  themselves  that  we  throw  away  our 
most  valuable  time.  Few  intellectual  men  have  the  art  of 
economizing  the  hours  of  study.  The  very  necessity,  which 
every  one  acknowledges,  of  giving  vast  portions  of  life  to  attain 
proficiency  in  anything  makes  us  prodigal  where  we  ouglit  to 
be  parsimonious,  and  careless  where  we  have  need  of  unceasing 
vigilance.  The  best  time  savers  are  the  love  of  soundness  in 
all  we  learn  or  do,  and  a  cheerful  acceptance  of  inevitable 
limitations.  There  is  a  certain  point  of  proficiency  at  which 
an  acquisition  begins  to  be  of  use,  and  unless  we  have  the  time 
and  resolution  necessary  to  reach  that  point,  our  labor  is  as 
completely  thrown  away  as  that  of  a  mechanic  who  began  to 
make  an  engine  but  never  finished  it.  Each  of  us  has  acquisi- 
tions which  remain  permanently  unavailable  from  their  unsound- 
ness, a  language  or  two  that  we  can  neither  speak  nor  write,  a 
science  of  which  the  elements  have  not  been  mastered,  an  art 
which  we  cannot  practice  with  satisfaction  either  to  others  or 
to  ourselves.  Now  the  time  spent  on  these  unsound  accomplish- 
ments has  been  in  great  measure  wasted,  not  quite  absolutely 
wasted,  since  the  mere  labor  of  trying  to  learn  has  been  a  disci- 
pline for  the  mind,  but  wasted  so  far  as  the  accomplishments 
themselves  are  concerned.  And  even  this  mental  discipline, 
on  which  so  much  stress  is  laid  by  those  whose  interest  it  is  to 
encourage  unsound  accomplishment,  might  be  obtained  more 
perfectly  if  the  subjects  of  study  were  less  numerous  and  more 
thoroughly  understood.  Let  us  not  therefore  in  the  studies 
of  our  maturity  repeat  the  error  of  our  youth.  Let  us  deter- 
mine to  have  soundness,  that  is,  accurately  organized  knowledge 
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in  the  studies  we  continue  to  pursue,  and  let  us  resign  ourselves 
to  the  necessity  for  abandoning  those  pursuits  in  which  sound- 
ness is  not  to  be  hoped  for. 

The  old-fashioned  idea  about  scholarship  in  Latin  and  Greek, 
that  it  ought  to  be  based  upon  thorough  grammatical  knowl- 
edge, is  a  good  example,  so  far  as  it  goes,  of  what  soundness 
really  is.  That  ideal  of  scholarship  failed  only  because  it  fell 
short  of  soundness  in  other  directions,  and  was  not  conscious 
of  its  failure.  But  there  existed,  in  the  minds  of  the  old 
scholars,  a  fine  resolution  to  be  accurate,  and  a  determination 
to  give  however  much  labor  might  be  necessary  for  the  attain- 
ment of  accuracy,  in  which  there  was  much  grandeur.  Like 
Mr.  Browning's  Grammarian,  they  said  — 

"  Let  me  know  all !    Prate  not  of  most  or  least 
Painful  or  easy : " 

and  so  at  least  they  came  to  know  the  ancient  tongues  gram- 
matically, which  few  of  us  do  in  these  days. 

I  should  define  each  kind  of  knowledge  as  an  organic 
whole  and  soundness  as  the  complete  possession  of  all  the 
essential  parts.  For  example,  soundness  in  violin  playing 
consists  in  being  able  to  play  the  notes  in  all  the  positions, 
in  tune,  and  with  a  pure  intonation,  whatever  may  be  the 
degree  of  rapidity  indicated  by  the  musical  composer.  Sound- 
ness in  painting  consists  in  being  able  to  lay  a  patch  of  color 
having  exactly  the  right  shape  and  tint.  Soundness  in  the 
use  of  language  consists  in  being  able  to  put  the  right  Avord 
in  the  right  place.  In  each  of  the  sciences,  there  are  certain 
elementary  notions  without  which  sound  knowledge  is  not 
possible,  but  these  elementary  notions  are  more  easily  and 
rapidly  acquired  than  the  elaborate  knowledge  or  confirmed 
skill  necessary  to  the  artist  or  the  linguist.  A  man  may  be 
a  sound  botanist  without  knowing  a  very  great  number  of 
plants,  and  the  elements  of  sound  botanical  knowledge  may 
be  printed  in  a  portable  volume.  And  so  it  is  with  all  the 
physical  sciences ;  the  elementary  notions  which  are  necessary 
to  soundness  of  knowledge  may  be  acquired  rapidly  and  at 
any  age.  Hence  it  follows  that  all  whose  leisure  for  culture 
is  limited,  and  who  value  soundness  of  knowledge,  do  wisely 
to  pursue  some  branch  of  natural  history  rather  than  lan- 
guages or  the  fine  arts. 
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It  is  well  for  every  one  who  desires  to  attain  a  perfect 
economy  of  time,  to  make  a  list  of  the  different  pursuits  to 
which  he  has  devoted  himself,  and  to  put  a  note  opposite  to 
each  of  them  indicating  the  degree  of  its  unsoundness  with 
as  little  self-delusion  as  may  be.  After  having  done  this, 
he  may  easily  ascertain  in  how  many  of  these  pursuits  a 
suthcieut  degree  of  soundness  is  attainable  for  him,  and  when 
this  has  been  decided  he  may  at  once  effect  a  great  saving  by 
the  total  renunciation  of  the  rest.  With  regard  to  those  which 
remain,  and  which  are  to  be  carried  farther,  the  next  thing  to 
be  settled  is  the  exact  limit  of  their  cultivation.  Nothing  is 
so  favorable  to  sound  culture  as  the  definite  fixing  of  limits. 
Suppose,  for  example,  that  the  student  said  to  himself,  "I 
desire  to  know  the  flora  of  the  valley  I  live  in,"  and  then  set 
to  work  systematically  to  make  a  herbarium  illustrating  that 
flora,  it  is  probable  that  his  labor  would  be  more  thorough, 
his  temper  more  watchful  and  hopeful,  than  if  he  set  himself 
to  the  boundless  task  of  the  illimitable  flora  of  the  world.  Or 
in  the  pursuit  of  fine  art,  an  amateur  discouraged  by  the  glar- 
ing unsoundness  of  the  kuid  of  art  taught  by  ordinary  draw- 
ing masters,  would  find  the  basis  of  a  more  substantial  super- 
structure on  a  narrower  but  firmer  ground.  Suppose  that 
instead  of  the  usual  messes  of  bad  color  and  bad  form,  the 
student  produced  work  having  some  definite  and  not  unat- 
tainable purpose,  would  there  not  be,  here  also,  an  assured 
economy  of  time  ?  Accurate  drawing  is  the  basis  of  sound- 
ness in  the  fine  arts,  and  an  amateur,  by  perseverance,  may 
reach  accuracy  in  drawing ;  this,  at  least,  has  been  proved  by 
some  examples  —  not  by  many,  certainly,  but  by  some.  In 
languages  we  may  have  a  limited  purpose  also.  That  charm- 
ing and  most  intelligent  traveler,  Louis  Enault,  tells  us  that 
he  regularly  gave  a  week  to  the  study  of  each  new  language 
that  he  needed,  and  found  that  week  sufficient.  The  asser- 
tion is  not  so  presumptuosu  as  it  appears.  For  the  practical 
necessities  of  traveling  M.  finault  found  that  he  required  about 
four  hundred  words,  and  that,  having  a  good  memory,  he  was 
able  to  learn  about  seventy  words  a  day.  The  secret  of  his 
success  was  the  invaluable  art  of  selection,  and  the  strict 
limitation  of  effort  in  accordance  with  a  preconceived  design. 
A  traveler  not  so  well  skilled  in  selection  might  have  learned 
a  thousand  words  with  less  advantage  to  his  travels,  and  a 
traveler   less  decided   in   purpose  might   have  wasted  several 
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months  on  the  frontier  of  every  new  country  in  hopeless 
efforts  to  master  the  intricacies  of  grammatical  form.  It  is 
evident  that  in  the  strictest  sense  M.  Enault's  knowledge  of 
Norwegian  cannot  have  been  sound,  since  he  did  not  master 
the  grammar,  but  it  was  sound  in  its  own  strictly  limited  way, 
since  he  got  possession  of  the  four  hundred  words  which  were 
to  serve  him  as  current  coin.  On  the  same  principle  it  is  a 
good  plan  for  students  of  Latin  and  Greek  who  have  not  time 
to  reach  true  scholarship  (half  a  lifetime  is  necessary  for  that), 
to  propose  to  themselves  simply  the  reading  of  the  original 
authors  with  the  help  of  a  literal  translation.  In  this  way 
they  may  attain  a  closer  acquaintance  with  ancient  literature 
than  would  be  possible  by  translation  alone,  whilst  on  the 
other  hand  their  reading  will  be  much  more  extensive  on 
account  of  its  greater  rapidity.  It  is,  for  most  of  us,  a  waste 
of  time  to  read  Latin  and  Greek  without  a  translation,  on 
account  of  the  comparative  slowness  of  the  process ;  but  it  is 
always  an  advantage  to  know  what  was  really  said  in  the 
original,  and  to  test  the  exactness  of  the  translator  by  con- 
tinual reference  to  the  ipsissima  verba  of  the  author.  When 
the  knowledge  of  the  ancient  language  is  not  sufficient  even 
for  this,  it  may  still  be  of  use  for  occasional  comparison,  even 
though  the  passage  has  to  be  fought  through  a  coupes  de  dic- 
tioimaire.  What  most  of  us  need  in  reference  to  the  ancient 
languages  is  a  frank  resignation  to  a  restriction  of  some  kind. 
It  is  simply  impossible  for  men  occupied  as  most  of  us  are 
in  other  pursuits  to  reach  perfect  scholarship  in  those  lan- 
guages, and  if  we  reached  it  we  should  not  have  time  to 
maintain  it. 

In  modern  languages  it  is  not  so  easy  to  fix  limits  satisfac- 
torily. You  may  resolve  to  read  French  or  German  without 
either  writing  or  speaking  them,  and  that  would  be  an  effectual 
limit,  certainly.  But  in  practice  it  is  found  difficult  to  keep 
within  that  boundary  if  ever  you  travel  or  have  intercourse 
with  foreigners.  And  when  once  you  begin  to  speak,  it  is  so 
humiliating  to  speak  badly,  that  a  lover  of  soundness  in  accom- 
plishment will  never  rest  perfectly  satisfied  until  he  speaks  like 
a  cultivated  native,  which  nobody  ever  did  except  under  peculiar 
family  conditions. 

lu  music  the  limits  are  found  more  easily.  The  amateur 
musician  is  frequently  not  inferior  in  feeling  and  taste  to  the 
more  accomplished  professional,  and  by  selecting  those  composi- 
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tions  which  require  much  feeling  and  taste  for  their  interpreta- 
tion, but  not  so  much  manual  skill,  he  may  reach  a  sufficient 
success.  The  art  is  to  choose  the  very  simplest  music  (pro- 
vided of  course  that  it  is  beautiful,  which  it  frequently  is),  and 
to  avoid  all  technical  difficulties  which  are  not  really  necessary 
to  the  expression  of  feeling.  The  amateur  ought  also  to  select 
the  easiest  instrument,  an  instrument  in  which  the  notes  are 
made  for  him  already,  rather  than  one  which  compels  him  to 
fix  the  notes  as  he  is  playing.  The  violin  tempts  amateurs  who 
have  a  deep  feeling  for  music  because  it  renders  feeling  as  no 
other  instrument  can  render  it,  but  the  difficulty  of  just  intona- 
tion is  almost  insuperable  unless  the  whole  time  is  given  to  that 
one  instrument.  It  is  a  fatal  error  to  perform  on  several  differ- 
ent instruments,  and  an  amateur  who  has  done  so  may  find  a 
desirable  limitation  in  restricting  himself  to  one. 

Much  time  is  saved  by  following  pursuits  which  help  each 
other.  It  is  a  great  help  to  a  landscape  painter  to  know  the 
botany  of  the  country  he  Avorks  in,  for  botanj^  gives  the  great- 
est possible  distinctness  to  his  memory  of  all  kinds  of  vegeta- 
tion. Therefore,  if  a  landscape  painter  takes  to  the  study  of 
science  at  all,  he  would  do  well  to  study  botany,  which  would 
be  of  use  in  his  painting,  rather  than  chemistry  or  mathematics, 
which  would  be  entirely  disconnected  from  it.  The  memory 
easily  retains  the  studies  which  are  auxiliary  to  the  chief  pur- 
suit. Entomologists  remember  plants  well,  the  reason  being 
that  they  find  insects  in  them,  just  as  Leslie  the  painter  had  an 
excellent  memory  for  houses  where  there  were  any  good  pic- 
tures to  be  found. 

The  secret  of  order  and  proportion  in  our  studies  is  the  true 
secret  of  economy  in  time.  To  have  one  main  pursuit  and 
several  auxiliaries,  but  none  that  are  not  auxiliary,  is  the  true 
principle  of  arrangement.  Many  hard  workers  have  followed 
pursuits  as  widely  disconnected  as  possible,  but  this  was  for 
the  refreshment  of  absolute  change,  not  for  the  economy  of 
time. 

Lastly,  it  is  a  deplorable  waste  of  time  to  leave  fortresses 
untaken  in  our  rear.  Whatever  has  to  be  mastered  ought  to  be 
mastered  so  thoroughly  that  we  shall  not  have  to  come  back  to 
it  when  we  ought  to  be  carrying  the  war  far  into  the  enemy's 
country.  But  to  study  on  this  sound  principle,  we  require  not 
to  be  hurried.  And  this  is  wliy,  to  a  sincere  student,  all  exter- 
nal pressure,  whether  of   examiners,   or  poverty,  or  business 
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engagements,  which  causes  him  to  leave  work  behind  him  which 
was  not  done  as  it  ought  to  have  been  done,  is  so  grievously,  so 
intolerably  vexatious. 

To  A  Young  Man  op  Great  Talent  and  Energy  who 
HAD  Magnificent  Plans  for  the  Future. 

Have  you  ever  observed  that  we  pay  much  more  attention 
to  a  wise  passage  when  it  is  quoted,  than  when  we  read  it  in 
the  original  author?  On  the  same  principle,  people  will  give  a 
higlier  price  to  a  picture  dealer  than  they  would  have  given  to 
the  painter  himself.  The  picture  that  has  been  once  bought 
has  a  recommendation,  and  the  quoted  passage  is  both  recom- 
mended and  isolated  from  the  context. 

Trusting  to  this  well-known  principle,  although  I  am  aware 
that  you  have  read  everything  that  Sir  Arthur  Helps  has  pub- 
lished, I  proceed  to  make  the  following  quotation  from  one  of 
his  wisest  books. 

"  Time  and  occasion  are  the  two  important  circumstances  in 
human  life,  as  regards  which  *;he  most  mistaken  estimates  are 
made.  And  the  error  is  universal.  It  besets  even  the  most 
studious  and  philosophic  men.  This  may  notably  be  seen  in 
the  present  day,  when  many  most  distinguished  men  have  laid 
down  projects  for  literature  ,  nd  philosophy,  to  be  accomplished 
by  them  in  their  own  lifetime,  which  would  require  several  men 
and  many  lifetimes  to  complete  ;  and,  generally  speaking,  if  any 
person  who  has  passed  the  meridian  of  life  looks  back  upon 
his  career,  he  will  probably  own  that  his  greatest  errors  have 
arisen  from  his  not  having  made  sufficient  allowance  for  the 
length  of  time  which  his  various  schemes  required  for  their 
fulfillment." 

There  are  many  traditional  maxims  about  time  which  insist 
upon  its  brevity,  upon  the  necessity  of  using  it  whilst  it  is 
there,  upon  the  impossibility  of  recovering  what  is  lost;  but 
the  practical  effect  of  these  maxims  upon  conduct  can  scarcely 
be  said  to  answer  to  their  undeniable  importance.  The  truth 
is,  that  although  they  tell  us  to  economize  our  time,  they  can- 
not, in  the  nature  of  things,  instruct  us  as  to  the  methods  by 
which  it  is  to  be  economized.  Human  life  is  so  extremely  vari- 
ous and  complicated,  whilst  it  tends  every  day  to  still  greater 
♦^ariety  and  complication,  that  all  maxims  of  a  general  nature 
require  a  far  higher  degree  of  intelligence  in  their  application 
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to  individual  cases  than  it  ever  cost  originally  to  invent  them. 
Any  person  gifted  with  ordinary  common  sense  can  perceive 
that  life  is^hort,  that  time  flies,  that  we  ought  to  make  good 
use  of  the  present ;  but  it  needs  the  union  of  much  experience, 
with  the  most  consummate  wisdom,  to  know  exactly  what  ought 
to  be  done  and  what  ought  to  be  left  undone  —  the  latter  being 
frequently  by  far  the  more  important  of  the  two. 

Amongst  the  favorable  influences  of  my  early  life  was  the 
kindness  of  a  venerable  country  gentleman,  who  had  seen  a 
great  deal  of  the  world  and  passed  many  years,  before  he  in- 
herited his  estates,  in  the  practice  of  a  laborious  profession.  I 
remember  a  theory  of  his,  that  experience  was  much  less  valu- 
able than  is  generally  supposed,  because,  except  in  matters  of 
simple  routine,  the  problems  that  present  themselves  to  us  for 
solution  are  nearly  ahvays  dangerous  from  the  presence  of  some 
unknown  element.  The  unknown  element  he  regarded  as  a 
hidden  pitfall,  and  he  warned  me  that  in  my  progress  through 
life  I  might  always  expect  to  tumble  into  it.  This  saying  of 
his  has  been  so  often  confirmed  since  then,  that  I  now  count 
upon  the  pitfall  quite  as  a  matter  of  certainty.  Very  fre- 
quently 1  have  escaped  it,  but  more  by  good  luck  than  good 
management.  Sometimes  I  have  tumljled  into  it,  and  when 
this  misfortune  occurred  it  has  not  unfrequently  been  in  con- 
sequence of  having  acted  upon  the  advice  of  some  very  know- 
ing and  experienced  person  indeed.  We  have  all  read,  when 
we  were  boys.  Captain  Marryat's  "Midshipm,an  Easy."  There 
is  a  passage  in  that  story  which  may  serve  as  an  illustration  of 
what  is  constantly  happening  in  actual  life.  The  boats  of  the 
"  Harpy "  were  ordered  to  board  one  of  the  enemy's  vessels  ; 
young  Easy  was  in  command  of  one  of  these  boats,  and  as  they 
had  to  wait  he  began  to  fish.  After  they  had  received  the 
order  to  advance,  he  delayed  a  little  to  catch  his  fish,  and  this 
delay  not  only  saved  liim  from  being  sunk  by  the  enemy's 
broadside,  but  enabled  him  to  board  the  Frenchman.  Here  the 
pitfall  was  avoided  by  idling  away  a  minute  of  time  on  an  occa- 
sion when  minutes  were  like  hours ;  yet  it  was  mere  luck,  not 
wisdom,  which  led  to  the  good  result.  There  was  a  sad  rail- 
way accident  on  one  of  the  continental  lines  last  autumn ;  a 
notable  personage  would  have  been  in  the  train  if  he  had 
arrived  in  time  for  it,  but  his  miscalculation  saved  him.  In 
matters  where  there  is  no  risk  of  the  loss  of  life,  but  only  of 
the  waste  of  a  portion  of  it  in  unprofitable  employment,  it  fre- 
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quently  happens  that  procrastination,  which  is  reputed  to  be 
the  thief  of  time,  becomes  its  best  preserver.  Suppose  that 
you  undertake  an  enterprise,  but  defer  the  execution  of  it  from 
day  to  day  :  it  is  quite  possible  that  in  the  interval  some  fact 
may  accidentally  come  to  your  knowledge  which  would  cause  a 
great  modification  of  your  plan,  or  even  its  complete  abandon- 
ment. Every  thinking  person  is  well  aware  that  the  enormous 
loss  of  time  caused  by  the  friction  of  our  legislative  machinery 
has  preserved  the  country  from  a  great  deal  of  crude  and  ill- 
digested  legislation.  Even  Napoleon  the  Great,  who  had  a 
rapidity  of  conception  and  of  action  so  far  surpassing  that  of 
other  kings  and  commanders  that  it  seems  to  us  almost  super- 
natural, said  that  when  you  did  not  quite  know  what  ought  to 
be  done  it  was  best  to  do  nothing  at  all.  One  of  the  most  dis- 
tinguished of  living  painters  said  exactly  the  same  thing  with 
reference  to  the  practice  of  his  art,  and  added  that  very  little 
time  would  be  needed  for  the  actual  execution  of  a  picture  if 
only  the  artist  knew  beforehand  how  and  where  to  lay  the 
color.  It  so  often  happens  that  mere  activity  is  a  waste  of 
time,  that  people  who  have  a  morbid  habit  of  being  busy  are 
often  terrible  time  wasters,  whilst,  on  the  contrary,  those  who 
are  judiciously  deliberate,  and  allow  themselves  intervals  of 
leisure,  see  the  way  before  them  in  those  intervals,  and  save 
time  by  the  accuracy  of  their  calculations. 

A  largely  intelligent  thrift  of  time  is  necessary  to  all  great 
■^orks  —  and  many  works  are  very  great  indeed  relatively  to 
the  energies  of  a  single  individual,  which  pass  unperceived  in 
the  tumult  of  the  world.  The  advantages  of  calculating  time 
are  artistic  as  well  as  economical.  I  think  that,  in  this  respect, 
magnificent  as  are  the  cathedrals  which  the  Gothic  builders 
have  left  as,  they  committed  an  artistic  error  in  the  very  im- 
mensity of  their  plans.  They  do  not  appear  to  have  reflected 
that  from  the  continual  changes  of  fashion  in  architecture,  in- 
congruous work  would  be  sure  to  intrude  itself  before  their 
gigantic  projects  could  be  realized  by  the  generations  that  were 
to  succeed  them.  For  a  work  of  that  kind  to  possess  artistic 
unity,  it  ought  to  be  completely  realized  within  the  space  of 
forty  years.  How  great  is  the  charm  of  those  perfect  edifices 
which,  like  the  Sainte  Chapelle,  are  the  realization  of  one  sub- 
lime idea  ?  And  those  changes  in  national  thought  which  have 
made  the  old  cathedrals  a  jumble  of  incongruous  styles,  have 
their  parallel  in  the  life  of  every  individual  workman.     We 
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change  from  j'ear  to  year,  and  any  work  ^Yllicll  occupies  us  for 
ver}'  long  will  be  wanting  in  unity  of  manner. 

]Men  are  apt  enough  of  themselves  to  fall  into  the  most 
astonishing  delusions  about  the  opportunities  -which  time 
affords,  but  they  are  even  more  deluded  by  the  talk  of  the 
people  about  them.  When  children  hear  that  a  new  carriage 
has  been  ordered  of  the  builder,  they  expect  to  see  it  driven 
up  to  the  door  in  a  fortnight,  with  the  paint  quite  dry  on 
the  panels.  All  people  are  children  in  this  respect,  except 
the  workman,  who  knows  the  endless  details  of  production ; 
and  the  workman  himself,  notwithstanding  the  lessons  of  ex- 
perience, makes  light  of  the  future  task.  "What  gigantic 
plans  we  scheme,  and  how  little  we  advance  in  the  labor  of  a 
day  !  Three  pages  of  the  book  (to  be  half  erased  to-morrow), 
a  bit  of  drapery  in  the  picture  that  will  probably  have  to  be 
done  over  again,  the  imperceptible  removal  of  an  ounce  of 
marble  dust  from  the  statue  that  seems  as  if  it  never  would 
be  finished ;  so  much  from  dawn  to  twilight  has  been  the 
accomplishment  of  the  golden  hours.  If  there  is  one  lesson 
which  experience  teaches,  surely  it  is  this,  to  make  plans  that 
are  strictly  limited,  and  to  arrange  our  work  in  a  practicable 
way  within  the  limits  that  we  must  accept.  Others  expect 
so  much  from  us  that  it  seems  as  if  we  had  accomplished 
nothing.  "What!  have  you  done  only  that?"  they  say,  or 
we  know  by  their  looks  that  they  are  thinking  it. 

The  most  illusory  of  all  the  work  that  we  propose  to  our- 
selves is  reading.  It  seems  so  easy  to  read,  that  we  intend, 
in  the  indefinite  future,  to  master  the  vastest  literatures.  We 
cannot  bring  ourselves  to  admit  that  the  library  we  have  col- 
lected is  in  great  part  closed  to  us  simply  by  want  of  time. 
A  dear  friend  of  mine,  who  was  a  solicitor  with  a  large  prac- 
tice, indulged  in  wonderful  illusions  about  reading,  and  col- 
lected several  thousand  volumes,  all  fine  editions,  but  he  died 
without  having  cut  their  leaves.  I  like  the  university  habit 
of  making  reading  a  business,  and  estimating  the  mastery  of 
a  iew  authors  as  a  just  title  to  consideration  for  scholarship. 
I  sliould  like  very  well  to  be  shut  up  in  a  garden  for  a  whole 
summer  with  no  literature  but  the  "  Faery  Queenc,"  and  one 
year  I  very  near!}'-  realized  that  project,  but  publisheis  and 
the  postman  interfered  with  it.  After  all,  this  business  of 
reading  ought  to  be  less  illusory  than  most  others,  for  printers 
divide  books  into  pages,  which  they  number,  so  that,  with  a 
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moderate  skill  in  arithmetic,  one  ought  to  be  able  to  foresee 
the  limits  of  his  possibilities.  There  is  another  observation 
which  may  be  suggested,  and  that  is  to  take  note  of  the  time 
required  for  reading  different  languages.  We  read  very  slowly 
when  the  language  is  imperfectly  mastered,  and  we  need  the 
dictionary,  whereas  in  the  native  tongue  we  see  the  whole  page 
almost  at  a  glance,  as  if  it  were  a  picture.  People  whose  time 
for  reading  is  limited  ought  not  to  waste  it  in  grammars  and 
dictionaries,  but  to  confine  themselves  resolutely  to  a  couple  of 
languages,  or  three  at  the  very  utmost,  notwithstanding  the 
contempt  of  polyglots,  who  estimate  your  learning  by  the  vari- 
ety of  your  tongues.  It  is  a  fearful  throwing  away  of  time, 
from  the  literary  point  of  view,  to  begin  more  languages  than 
you  can  master  or  retain,  and  to  be  always  puzzling  yourself 
about  irregular  verbs. 

All  plans  for  sparing  time  in  intellectual  matters  ought, 
however,  to  proceed  upon  the  principle  of  thrift,  and  not  upon 
the  principle  of  avarice.  The  object  of  the  thrifty  man  in 
money  matters  is  so  to  lay  out  his  money  as  to  get  the  best 
possible  result  from  his  expenditure ;  the  object  of  the  ava- 
ricious man  is  to  spend  no  more  money  than  he  can  help. 
An  artist  who  taught  me  painting  often  repeated  a  piece  of 
advice  which  is  valuable  in  other  things  than  art,  and  which 
I  try  to  remember  whenever  patience  fails.  He  used  to  say 
to  me,  "  Qive  it  time.''''  The  mere  length  of  time  that  we  be- 
stow upon  our  work  is  in  itself  a  most  important  element  of 
success,  and  if  I  object  to  the  use  of  languages  that  we  only 
half  know,  it  is  not  because  it  takes  us  a  long  time  to  get 
through  a  chapter,  but  because  we  are  compelled  to  think 
about  syntax  and  conjugations  which  did  not  in  the  least 
occupy  the  mind  of  the  author,  when  we  ought  rather  to  be 
thinking  about  those  things  which  did  occupy  his  mind,  about 
the  events  whicli  he  narrated,  or  the  characters  that  he  im- 
agined or  described.  There  are,  in  truth,  only  two  ways  of 
impressing  anything  on  the  memory,  —  either  intensity  or 
duration.  If  you  saw  a  man  struck  down  by  an  assassin,  you 
would  remember  the  occurrence  all  your  life  ;  but  to  remem- 
ber with  equal  vividness  a  picture  of  the  assassination,  you 
would  probably  be  obliged  to  spend  a  month  or  two  in  copy- 
ing it.  The  subjects  of  our  studies  rarely  produce  an  inten- 
sity of  emotion  sufficient  to  insure  perfect  recollection  without 
the  expenditure  of   time.     And  when  your   object   is  not   to 
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learn,  but  to  produce,  it  is  well  to  bear  in  mind  that  every- 
thing requires  a  certain  definite  time  outlay,  which  cannot  \)q 
reduced  without  an  inevitable  injury  to  quality.  A  most  ex- 
perienced artist,  a  man  of  the  very  rarest  executive  ability, 
wrote  to  me  the  other  day  about  a  set  of  designs  I  had  sug- 
gested. "If  I  could  but  get  the  TIME,''  —  the  large  capitals 
are  his  own,  — "  for,  somehow  or  other,  let  a  design  be  never 
so  studiously  simple  in  the  masses,  it  ivill  fill  itself  as  it  goes 
on,  like  the  weasel  in  the  fable  who  got  into  the  meal  tub ; 
and  when  the  pleasure  begins  in  attempting  tone  and  mystery 
and  intricacy,  away  go  the  hours  at  a  gallop.''  A  well-known 
and  very  successful  English  dramatist  wrote  to  me  :  "  When 
I  am  hurried,  and  have  undertaken  more  work  than  I  can 
execute  in  the  time  at  my  disposal,  I  am  always  perfectly 
paralyzed." 

There  is  another  side  to  this  subject  which  deserves  atten- 
tion. Some  men  work  best  under  the  sense  of  pressure. 
Simple  compression  evolves  heat  from  iron,  so  that  there  is 
a  flash  of  fire  when  a  ball  hits  the  side  of  an  ironclad.  The 
same  law  seems  to  hold  good  in  the  intellectual  life  of  man, 
whenever  he  needs  the  stimulus  of  extraordinary  excitement. 
Rossini  positively  advised  a  young  composer  never  to  write 
his  overture  until  the  evening  before  the  first  performance. 
"Nothing,"  he  said,  "excites  inspiration  like  necessity,  —  the 
presence  of  a  copyist  waiting  for  your  work,  and  the  view  of 
a  manager  in  despair  tearing  out  his  hair  by  handfuls.  In 
Italy  in  my  time  all  the  managers  were  bald  at  thirty.  I 
composed  the  overture  to  '  Othello '  in  a  small  room  in  the 
Barbaja  Palace,  where  the  baldest  and  most  ferocious  of  man- 
agers had  shut  me  up  by  force  with  nothing  but  a  dish  of 
maccaroni,  and  the  threat  that  I  should  not  leave  the  place 
alive  until  I  had  written  the  last  note.  I  wrote  the  overture 
to  the  '  Gazza  Ladra '  on  the  day  of  the  first  performance,  in 
the  upper  loft  of  the  La  Scala,  where  I  had  been  confined  by 
the  manager,  under  the  guard  of  four  sceneshifters,  who  had 
orders  to  throw  my  text  out  of  the  window  bit  by  bit  to  copy- 
ists, who  were  waiting  below  to  transcribe  it.  In  default  of 
music,  I  was  to  be  thrown  out  myself." 

I  have  quoted  the  best  instance  known  to  me  of  this  volun- 
tary seeking  after  pressure,  but  striking  as  it  is,  even  this 
instance  does  not  weaken  what  I  said  before.  For  observe, 
that  although  Rossini  deferred  the  composition  of  his  overture 
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till  the  evening  before  the  first  performance,  he  knew  very  well 
that  he  could  do  it  thoroughly  in  the  time.  He  was  like  a 
clever  schoolboy  who  knows  that  he  can  learn  his  lesson  in  the 
quarter  of  an  hour  before  the  class  begins  ;  or  he  was  like  an 
orator  who  knows  that  he  can  deliver  a  passage  and  compose  at 
the  same  time  the  one  which  is  to  follow,  so  that  he  prefers  to 
arrange  his  speech  in  the  presence  of  his  audience.  Since  Ros- 
sini always  allowed  himself  all  the  time  that  was  necessary  for 
what  he  had  to  do,  it  is  clear  that  he  did  not  sin  against  the 
great  time  necessity.  The  express  which  can  travel  from  Lon- 
don to  Edinburgh  in  a  night  may  leave  the  English  metropolis 
on  Saturday  evening  although  it  is  due  in  Scotland  on  Sunday, 
and  still  act  with  the  strictest  consideration  about  time.  The 
blamable  error  lies  in  miscalculation,  and  not  in  rapidity  of 
performance. 

Nothing  tvastes  time  like  miscalculation.  It  negatives  all 
results.  It  is  the  parent  of  incompleteness,  the  great  author  of 
the  Unfinished  and  the  Unserviceable.  Almost  every  intellec- 
tual man  has  laid  out  great  masses  of  time  on  five  or  six  differ- 
ent branches  of  knowledge  which  are  not  of  the  least  use  to 
him,  simply  because  he  has  not  carried  them  far  enough,  and 
could  not  carry  them  far  enough  in  the  time  he  had  to  give. 
Yet  this  might  have  been  ascertained  at  the  beginning  by  the 
simplest  arithmetical  calculation.  The  experience  of  students 
in  all  departments  of  knowledge  has  quite  definitely  ascertained 
the  amount  of  time  that  is  necessary  for  success  in  them,  and 
the  successful  student  can  at  once  inform  the  aspirant  how  far 
he  is  likely  to  travel  along  the  road.  What  is  the  use,  to  any- 
body, of  having  just  enough  skill  to  feel  vexed  with  himself 
that  he  has  no  more,  and  yet  angry  at  other  people  for  not 
admiring  the  little  that  he  possesses  ? 

I  wish  to  direct  your  attention  to  a  cause  which  more  than 
any  other  produces  disappointment  in  ordinary  intellectual  pur- 
suits. It  is  this.  People  can  often  calculate  with  the  utmost 
accuracy  what  they  can  accomplish  in  ten  minutes  or  even  in 
ten  hours,  and  yet  the  very  same  persons  will  make  the  most 
absurd  miscalculations  about  what  they  can  accomplish  in  ten 
years.  There  is  of  course  a  reason  for  this  :  if  there  were  not, 
so  many  sensible  people  would  not  sufi^er  from  the  delusion. 
The  reason  is,  that  owing  to  the  habits  of  human  life  there  is  a 
certain  elasticity  in  large  spaces  of  time  that  include  nights, 
and  mealtimes,  and  holidays.     We  fancy  that  we  shall  be  able, 
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by  working  harder  than  we  have  been  accustomed  to  work,  and 
by  stealing  hours  from  all  the  different  kinds  of  rest  and  amuse- 
ment, to  accomplish  far  more  in  the  ten  years  that  are  to  come 
than  we  have  ever  actually  accomplished  in  the  same  space. 
And  to  a  certain  extent  this  may  be  very  true.  No  doubt  a 
man  whose  mind  has  become  seriously  aware  of  the  vast  impor- 
tance of  economizing  his  time  will  economize  it  better  than  he 
did  in  the  days  before  the  new  conviction  came  to  him.  No 
doubt,  after  skill  in  our  work  has  been  confirmed,  we  shall  per- 
form it  with  increased  speed.  But  the  elasticity  of  time  is 
rather  that  of  leather  than  that  of  India  rubber.  There  is  cer- 
tainly a  degree  of  elasticity,  but  the  degree  is  strictly  limited. 
The  true  master  of  time  thrift  would  be  no  more  liable  to  illu- 
sion about  years  than  about  hours,  and  would  act  as  prudently 
when  working  for  remote  results  as  for  near  ones. 

Not  that  we  ought  to  work  as  if  we  were  always  under 
severe  pressure.  Little  books  are  occasionally  published  in 
which  we  are  told  that  it  is  a  sin  to  lose  a  minute.  From  the 
intellectual  point  of  view  this  doctrine  is  simply  stupid.  What 
the  Philistines  call  wasted  time  is  often  rich  in  the  most  varied 
experience  to  the  intelligent.  If  all  that  we  have  learned  in 
idle  moments  could  be  suddenly  expelled  from  our  minds  by 
some  chemical  process,  it  is  probable  that  they  would  be  worth 
very  little  afterwards.  What,  after  such  a  process,  would  have 
remained  to  Shakespeare,  Scott,  Cervantes,  Thackeray,  Dickens, 
Hogarth,  Goldsmith,  Moliere  ?  When  these  great  students  of 
human  nature  were  learning  most,  the  sort  of  people  who  write 
the  foolish  little  books  just  alluded  to  would  have  wanted  to 
send  them  home  to  the  dictionary  or  the  desk.  Topffer  and 
Claude  Tiliier,  both  men  of  delicate  and  observant  genius, 
attached  the  greatest  importance  to  hours  of  idleness.  Topffer 
said  that  a  year  of  downright  loitering  was  a  desirable  element 
in  a  liberal  education  ;  whilst  Claude  Tiliier  went  even  farther, 
and  boldly  affirmed  that  "  the  time  best  employed  is  that  which 
one  loses." 

Let  us  not  think  too  contemptuously  of  the  miscalculators 
of  time,  since  not  one  of  us  is  exempt  from  their  folly.  We 
have  all  made  miscalculations,  or  more  frequently  have  simply 
omitted  calculation  altogether,  preferring  childish  illusion  to  a 
manly  examination  of  realities  ;  and  afterwards  as  life  advances 
another  illusion  steals  over  us  not  less  vain  than  the  early  one, 
but  bitter  as  that  was  sweet.     We  now  begin  to  reproach  our- 
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selves  with  all  the  opportunities  that  have  been  neglected,  and 
now  our  folly  is  to  imagine  that  we  might  have  done  impossible 
wonders  if  we  had  only  exercised  a  little  resolution.  We  might 
have  been  thorough  classical  scholars,  and  spoken  all  the  great 
modern  languages,  and  written  immortal  books,  and  made  a 
colossal  fortune.  Miscalculations  again,  and  these  the  most 
imbecile  of  all ;  for  the  youth  who  forgets  to  reason  in  the  glow 
of  happiness  and  hope,  is  wiser  than  the  man  who  overestimates 
what  was  once  possible  that  he  may  embitter  the  days  which 
remain  to  him. 

To  A  Man  of  Business  who  dEsiRED  to  make  himself 
BETTER  Acquainted  with  Literature,  but  whose  Time 
FOR  Reading  was  Leviited. 

In  the  charming  and  precious  letters  of  Victor  Jacquemont, 
a  man  whose  life  was  dedicated  to  culture,  and  who  not  only 
lived  for  it,  but  died  for  it,  there  is  a  passage  about  the  intel- 
lectual labors  of  Germans,  which  takes  due  account  of  the 
expenditure  of  time. 

"  Being  astonished  at  the  prodigious  variety  and  at  the  ex- 
tent of  knowledge  possessed  by  the  Germans,  I  begged  one  of 
my  friends,  Saxon  by  birth,  and  one  of  the  foremost  geologists 
in  Europe,  to  tell  me  how  his  countrymen  managed  to  know  so 
many  things.  Here  is  his  answer,  nearly  in  his  own  words : 
'  A  German  (except  myself,  who  am  the  idlest  of  men)  gets  up 
early,  summer  and  winter,  at  about  five  o'clock.  He  works 
four  hours  before  breakfast,  sometimes  smoking  all  the  time, 
which  does  not  interfere  with  his  application.  His  breakfast 
lasts  half  an  hour,  and  he  remains,  afterwards,  another  half- 
hour  talking  with  his  wife  and  playing  with  his  children.  He 
returns  to  his  work  for  six  hours,  dines  without  hurrying  him- 
self, smokes  an  hour  after  dinner,  playing  again  with  his  chil- 
dren, and  before  he  goes  to  bed  he  works  four  hours  more.  He 
begins  again  every  day,  and  never  goes  out.  This  is  how  it 
comes  to  pass  that  Oersted,  the  greatest  natural  philosopher  in 
Germany,  is  at  the  same  time  the  greatest  physician ;  this  is 
how  Kant  the  metaphysician  was  one  of  the  most  learned  as- 
tronomers in  Europe,  and  how  Goethe,  who  is  at  present  the 
first  and  most  fertile  author  in  Germany  in  almost  all  kinds  of 
literature,  is  an  excellent  botanist,  mineralogist,  and  natural 
philosopher.' " 
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Here  is  something  to  encourage,  and  .something  to  discour- 
age you  at  the  same  time.  The  number  of  hours  which  these 
men  have  given  in  order  to  become  wliat  tliey  were,  Ls  so  great 
as  to  be  past  all  possibility  of  imitation  by  a  man  occupied  in 
business.  It  is  clear  that,  with  your  counting  house  to  occupy 
3'ou  during  the  best  hours  of  every  day,  you  can  never  labor 
for  your  intellectual  culture  with  that  unremitting  application 
which  these  men  have  given  for  theirs.  But,  on  the  other 
hand,  you  will  perceive  that  these  extraordinary  workers  have 
hardly  ever  been  wholly  dedicated  to  one  pursuit,  and  the  rea- 
son for  this  in  most  cases  is  clear.  Men  who  go  through  a 
prodigious  amount  of  work  feel  the  necessity  for  varying  it. 
The  greatest  intellectual  workers  I  have  known  personally  have 
varied  their  studies  as  Kant  and  Goethe  did,  often  taking  up 
subjects  of  the  most  opj^osite  kinds,  as  for  instance  imaginative 
literature  and  the  higher  mathematics,  the  critical  and  practical 
study  of  fine  art  and  the  natural  sciences,  music,  and  political 
economy.  The  class  of  intellects  which  arrogate  to  themselves 
the  epithet  "practical,"  but  which  we  call  Philistine^  always 
oppose  this  love  of  variety,  and  have  an  unaffected  contempt 
for  it,  but  these  are  matters  beyond  their  power  of  judgment. 
They  cannot  know  the  needs  of  the  intellectual  life,  because 
they  have  never  lived  it.  The  practice  of  all  the  greatest  intel- 
lects has  been  to  cultivate  themselves  variously,  and  if  they 
have  always  done  so,  it  must  be  because  they  have  felt  the  need 
of  it. 

The  encouraging  inference  which  you  may  draw  from  this 
in  reference  to  your  own  case  is  that,  since  all  intellectual  men 
have  had  more  than  one  pursuit,  you  may  set  off  your  business 
against  the  most  absorbing  of  their  pursuits,  and  for  the  rest  be 
still  almost  as  rich  in  time  as  they  have  been.  You  may  study 
literature  as  some  painters  have  studied  it,  or  science  as  some 
literary  men  have  studied  it. 

The  first  step  is  to  establish  a  regulated  economy  of  your  time, 
so  that,  without  interfering  with  a  due  attention  to  business 
and  to  health,  you  may  get  two  clear  hours  every  day  for  read- 
ing of  the  best  kind.  It  is  not  much,  some  men  would  tell  you 
that  it  is  not  enough,  but  I  purposely  fix  the  expenditure  of 
time  at  a  low  figure  because  I  want  it  to  be  always  practicable 
consistently  with  all  the  duties  and  necessary  pleasures  of  your 
life.  If  I  told  you  to  read  four  hours  every  day,  I  know  before- 
hand what  woukl  be  the  consequence.     You  would  keep  the 
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rule  for  three  days,  by  an  effort,  then  some  engagement  would 
occur  to  break  it,  and  you  would  have  no  rule  at  all.  And 
please  observe  that  the  two  hours  are  to  be  given  quite  regu- 
larly, because,  when  the  time  given  is  not  much,  regularity  is 
quite  essential.  Two  hours  a  day,  regularly,  make  more  than 
seven  hundred  hours  in  a  year,  and  in  seven  hundred  hours, 
wisely  and  uninterruptedly  occupied,  much  may  be  done  in 
anything. 

Permit  me  to  insist  upon  that  word  uninterruptedly.  Few 
people  realize  the  full  evil  of  an  interruption,  few  people  know 
all  that  is  implied  by  it.  After  warning  nurses  against  the 
evils  of  interruption,  Florence  Nightingale  says  :  — 

"These  things  are  not  fancy.  If  we  consider  that,  with 
sick  as  with  well,  every  thought  decomposes  some  nervous 
matter  —  that  decomposition  as  well  as  recomposition  of  nerv- 
ous matter  is  always  going  on,  and  more  quickly  with  the  sick 
than  with  the  well,  —  that  to  obtrude  another  thought  upon 
the  brain  whilst  it  is  in  the  act  of  destroying  nervous  matter  by 
thinking,  is  calling  upon  it  to  make  a  new  exertion  —  if  we 
consider  these  things,  which  are  facts,  not  fancies,  we  shall 
remember  that  we  are  doing  positive  injury  by  interrupting, 
by  startling  a  '  fanciful '  person,  as  it  is  called.     Alas,  it  is  no 

fancy. 

"  If  the  invalid  is  forced  by  his  avocations  to  continue  occu- 
pations requiring  much  thinking,  the  injury  is  doubly  great. 
In  feeding  a  patient  suffering  under  delirium  or  stupor  you 
may  suffocate  him  by  giving  him  his  food  suddenly,  but  if  you 
rub  his  lips  gently  with  a  spoon  and  thus  attract  his  attention, 
he  will  swallow  the  food  unconsciously,  but  with  perfect  safety. 
Thus  it  is  with  the  brain.  If  you  offer  it  a  thought,  especially 
one  requiring  a  decision,  abruptly,  you  do  it  a  real,  not  fanciful, 
injury.  Never  speak  to  a  sick  person  suddenly ;  but,  at  the 
same  time,  do  not  keep  his  expectation  on  the  tiptoe." 

To  this  you  will  already  have  answered,  mentally,  that  you 
are  not  a  patient  suffering  under  either  delirium  or  stupor,  and 
that  nobody  needs  to  rub  your  lips  gently  with  a  spoon.  But 
Miss  Nightingale  does  not  consider  interruption  baneful  to  sick 
persons  only. 

"  This  rule  indeed,"  she  continues,  "  applies  to  the  v/ell  quite 
as  much  as  to  the  sick.  I  have  never  hnoiun  2oersons  who  exposed 
themselves  for  years  to  constant  interruption  who  did  7iot  muddle 
away  their  intellects  hy  it  at  last.     The  process,  with  them,  may 
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be  accomplished  without  pain.    With  the  sick,  pain  gives  Avarn- 
ing  of  the  injury." 

Interruption  is  an  evil  to  the  reader  which  must  be  estimated 
\ery  differently  from  ordinary  business  interruptions.  The 
great  question  about  interruption  is  not  whether  it  compels  you 
to  divert  your  attention  to  other  facts,  but  whether  it  compels 
you  to  tune  your  whole  mind  to  another  diapason.  Shop- 
keepers are  incessantly  compelled  to  change  the  subject ;  a 
stationer  is  asked  for  note  paper  one  minute,  for  sealing  wax  the 
next,  and  immediately  afterwards  for  a  particular  sort  of  steel 
pen.  The  subjects  of  his  thoughts  are  changed  very  rapidly, 
but  the  general  state  of  his  mind  is  not  changed  ;  he  is  always 
strictly  in  his  shop,  as  much  mentally  as  physically.  When  an 
attorney  is  interrupted  in  the  study  of  a  case  by  the  arrival  of 
a  client  who  asks  him  questions  about  another  case,  the  change 
is  more  difficult  to  bear  ;  yet  even  here  the  general  state  of 
mind,  the  legal  state  of  mind,  is  not  interfered  with.  But  now 
suppose  a  reader  perfectly  absorbed  in  his  author,  an  author 
belonging  very  likely  to  another  age  and  another  civilization 
entirely  different  from  ours.  Suppose  that  you  are  reading  the 
Defense  of  Socrates  in  Plato,  and  have  the  whole  scene  before 
you  as  in  a  picture  :  the  tribunal  of  the  Five  Hundred,  the  pure 
Greek  architecture,  the  interested  Athenian  public,  the  odious 
Melitus,  the  envious  enemies,  the  beloved  and  grieving  friends 
whose  names  are  dear  to  us,  and  immortal ;  and  in  the  center 
you  see  one  figure  draped  like  a  poor  man,  in  cheap  and  common 
cloth,  that  he  wears  winter  and  summer,  with  a  face  plain  to 
downright  ugliness,  but  an  air  of  such  genuine  courage  and 
self-possession  that  no  acting  could  imitate  it ;  and  you  hear 
the  firm  voice  saying  :  "  The  man,  then,  judges  me  worthy  of 
death.  Be  it  so."  You  are  just  beginning  the  splendid  para- 
graph where  Socrates  condemns  himself  to  maintenance  in  the 
Prytaneum,  and  if  you  can  only  be  safe  from  interruption  till  it 
is  finished,  you  will  have  one  of  those  minutes  of  noble  pleasure 
which  are  the  rewards  of  intellectual  toil.  But  if  you  are  read- 
ing in  the  daytime  in  a  house  where  there  are  women  and  chil- 
dren, or  where  people  can  fasten  upon  you  for  pottering  details 
of  business,  you  may  be  sure  that  you  will  not  be  able  to  get  to 
the  end  of  the  passage  without  in  some  way  or  other  being 
rudely  awakened  from  your  dream,  and  suddenly  brought  back 
into  the  common  world.  The  loss  intellectually  is  greater  than 
any  one  who  had  not  suffered  from  it  could  imagine.     People 
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think  that  an  interruption  is  merely  the  unhooking  of  an  elec- 
tric chain,  and  that  the  current  will  flow,  when  the  chain  is 
hooked  on  again,  just  as  it  did  before.  To  the  intellectual 
and  imaginative  student  an  interruption  is  not  that ;  it  is  the 
destruction  of  a  picture. 

To  A  Student  who  felt  Hukried  and  Deiven. 

So  you  have  got  yourself  into  that  pleasant  condition  which 
is  about  as  agreeable,  and  as  favorable  to  fruitful  study  and 
observation,  as  the  condition  of  an  overdriven  cab  horse ! 

Very  indolent  men,  who  will  not  work  at  all  unless  under 
the  pressure  of  immediate  urgency,  sometimes  tell  us  that  they 
actually  like  to  be  hurried  ;  but  although  certain  kinds  of  prac- 
tical work  which  have  become  perfectly  easy  from  habit  may  be 
got  through  at  a  great  pace  when  the  workman  feels  that  there 
is  an  immediate  necessity  for  effort,  it  is  certainly  not  true  that 
hurry  is  favorable  to  sound  study  of  any  kind.  Work  which 
merely  runs  in  a  fixed  groove  may  be  urged  on  occasionally  at 
express  speed  without  any  perceptible  injury  to  the  quality  of 
it.  A  clever  violinist  can  play  a  passage  prestissimo  as  correctly 
as  if  he  played  it  adagio;  a  banker's  clerk  can  count  money 
very  rapidly  with  positively  less  risk  of  error  than  if  he  counted 
it  as  you  and  I  do.  A  person  of  sluggish  temperament  really 
gains  in  vivacity  when  he  is  pressed  for  time,  and  becomes 
during  those  moments  of  excited  energy  a  clearer-headed  and 
more  able  person  than  he  is  under  ordinary  circumstances.  It 
is  therefore  not  surprising  that  he  should  find  himself  able  to 
accomplish  more  under  the  great  stimulus  of  an  immediate 
necessity  than  he  is  able  to  do  in  the  dullness  of  his  everyday 
existence.  Great  prodigiss  of  labor  have  been  performed  in 
this  way  to  avert  impending  calamity,  especially  by  military 
officers  in  critical  times  like  those  of  the  Sepoy  rebellion  ;  and 
in  the  obscurer  lives  of  tradesmen,  immense  exertions  are  often 
made  to  avert  the  danger  of  bankruptcy,  when  without  the  ex- 
citement of  a  serious  anxiety  of  that  kind  the  tradesman  would 
not  feel  capable  of  more  than  a  moderate  and  reasonable  degree 
of  attention  to  his  affairs.  But  notwithstanding  the  many  in- 
stances of  this  kind  which  might  be  cited,  and  the  many  mors 
which  might  easily  be  collected,  the  truth  remains  that  the 
highest  kinds  of  intellectual  labor  can  hardly  ever  be  properly 
performed  when  the  degree  of  pressure  is  in  the  least  excessive. 
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You  may,  for  example,  if  you  have  the  kind  of  ability  which 
makes  a  good  journalist,  write  an  effective  leader  with  your 
watch  lying  on  the  table,  and  finish  it  exactly  when  the  time  is 
up ;  but  if  you  had  the  kind  of  ability  which  makes  a  good 
poet,  you  could  not  write  anything  like  highly  finished  poetry 
against  time.  It  is  equally  clear  that  scientific  discovery,  which, 
though  it  may  flash  suddenly  upon  the  mind  of  the  discoverer, 
is  always  the  result  of  long  brooding  over  the  most  patient 
observations,  must  come  at  its  own  moments,  and  cannot  be 
commanded.  The  activity  of  poets  and  discoverers  would  be 
paral3'zed  b}'  exigencies  which  stimulate  the  activity  of  soldiers 
and  men  of  business.  The  truth  is,  that  intelligence  and  energy 
are  beneficially  stimulated  by  pressure  from  without,  whereas 
the  working  of  the  higher  intellect  is  impeded  by  it,  and  that 
to  such  a  degree  that  in  times  of  the  greatest  pressure  the  high 
intellectual  life  is  altogether  suspended,  to  leave  free  play  to 
the  lower  but  more  immediately  serviceable  intelligence. 

This  being  so,  it  becomes  a  necessary  part  of  the  art  of  in- 
tellectual living  so  to  order  our  work  as  to  shield  ourselves  if 
possible,  at  least  during  a  certain  portion  of  our  time,  from  the 
evil  consequences  of  hurry.  The  whole  secret  lies  in  a  single 
word  —  Selection. 

An  excellent  landscape  painter  told  me  that  whatever  he 
had  to  do,  he  always  took  the  greatest  pains  to  arrange  his  work 
so  as  never  to  have  his  tranquillity  disturbed  by  haste.  His 
system,  which  is  quite  applicable  to  many  other  things  than 
landscape  painting,  was  based  on  the  principle  of  selection.  He 
always  took  care  to  determine  beforehand  how  much  time  he 
could  devote  to  each  sketch  or  study,  and  then,  from  the  mass 
of  natural  facts  before  him,  selected  the  most  valuable  facts 
which  could  be  recorded  in  the  time  at  his  disposal.  But  how- 
ever short  that  time  might  be,  he  was  always  i^erfectly  cool  and 
deliberate  in  the  employment  of  it.  Indeed,  this  coolness  and 
his  skill  in  selection  helped  each  other  mutually,  for  he  chose 
wisely  because  he  was  cool,  and  he  had  time  to  be  cool  by  reason 
of  the  wisdom  of  his  selection.  In  his  little  memoranda,  done 
in  five  minutes,  the  lines  were  laid  just  as  deliberately  as  the 
tints  on  an  elaborate  picture  ;  the  difference  being  in  choice 
only,  not  in  speed. 

Now  if  we  apply  this  art  of  selection  to  all  our  labors  it  will 
give  us  much  of  that  landscape  painter's  enviable  coolness,  and 
enable  us  to  work  more  satisfactorily.     Suppose  that  instead  of 


6790  THE   POWER   OF   TIME. 

painting  and  sketching  we  have  to  do  a  great  deal  of  reading 
and  writing :  the  art  is  to  select  the  reading  which  will  be 
most  useful  to  our  purpose,  and,  in  writing,  to  select  the  words 
which  will  express  our  meaning  with  the  greatest  clearness  in  a 
little  space.  The  art  of  reading  is  to  skip  judiciously.  Whole 
libraries  may  be  skipped  in  these  days,  when  we  have  the 
results  of  them  in  our  modern  culture  \\dthout  going  over  the 
ground  again.  And  even  of  the  books  we  decide  to  read,  there 
are  almost  always  large  portions  which  do  not  concern  us,  and 
which  we  are  sure  to  forget  the  day  after  we  have  read  them. 
The  art  is  to  skip  all  that  does  not  concern  us,  whilst  missing 
nothing  that  we  really  need.  No  external  guidance  can  teach 
us  tills  ;  for  nobody  but  ourselves  can  guess  what  the  needs  of 
our  intellect  may  be.  But  let  us  select  with  decisive  firmness, 
independently  of  other  people's  advice,  independently  of  the 
authority  of  custom.  In  every  newspaper  that  comes  to  hand 
there  is  a  little  bit  that  we  ought  to  read  ;  the  art  is  to  find 
that  little  bit,  and  waste  no  time  over  the  rest. 

Some  studies  permit  the  exercise  of  selection  better  than 
others  do.  A  language,  once  undertaken,  permits  very  little 
selection  indeed,  since  you  must  know  the  whole  vocabulary,  or 
nearly  so,  to  be  able  to  read  and  speak.  On  the  other  hand, 
the  natural  sciences  permit  the  most  prudent  exercise  of  selec- 
tion. For  example,  in  botany  you  may  study  as  few  plants  as 
you  choose. 

In  writing,  the  art  of  selection  consists  in  giving  the  utmost 
effect  to  expression  in  the  fewest  words  ;  but  of  this  art  I  say 
little,  for  who  can  contend  against  an  inevitable  trade  neces- 
sity? Almost  every  author  of  ordinary  skill  could,  when 
pressed  for  time,  find  a  briefer  expression  for  his  thoughts,  but 
the  real  difficulty  in  fulfilling  literary  engagements  does  not  lie 
in  the  expression  of  the  thought,  it  lies  in  the  sufiiciently  rapid 
production  of  a  certain  quantity  of  copy.  For  this  purpose  I 
fear  that  selection  would  be  of  very  little  use  —  of  no  more  use, 
in  fact,  than  in  any  other  branch  of  manufacture  where  (if  a 
certain  standard  is  kept  up  to)  quantity  in  sale  is  more  impor- 
tant than  quality  of  material. 
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To    A    Fkiexd  who,   though    he    had   No    Profession, 

COULD    NOT     FIND     TiME    FOR     HIS    VARIOUS     INTELLEC- 
TUAL Pursuits. 

It  has  always  seemed  to  me  that  the  great  and  beautiful 
principle  of  compensation  is  more  clearly  seen  in  the  distribu- 
tion and  effects  of  time  than  in  anything  else  within  the  scope 
of  our  experience.  The  good  use  of  one  opportunity  very 
frequently  compensates  us  for  the  absence  of  another,  and  it 
does  so  because  opportunity  is  itself  so  dependent  upon  time 
that,  although  the  best  opportunities  may  apparently  be  pre- 
sented to  us,  we  can  make  no  use  of  them  unless  we  are  able  to 
give  them  the  time  that  they  require.  You,  who  have  the  best 
possible  opportunities  for  culture,  find  a  certain  sadness  and 
disappointment  because  you  cannot  avail  yourself  of  all  of 
them  ;  but  the  truth  is,  that  opportunity  only  exists  for  us  just 
so  far  as  we  are  able  to  make  use  of  it,  and  our  power  to  do  so 
is  often  nothing  but  a  question  of  time.  If  our  days  are  well 
employed  we  are  sure  to  have  done  some  good  thing  which  we 
should  have  been  compelled  to  neglect  if  we  had  been  occupied 
about  anything  else.  Hence  every  genuine  worker  has  rich 
compensations  which  ought  to  console  him  amj^ly  for  his  short- 
comings, and  to  enable  him  to  meet  comparisons  without  fear. 

Those  who  aspire  to  the  intellectual  life,  but  have  no  ex- 
perience of  its  difficulties,  very  frequently  envy  men  so  favor- 
ably situated  as  you  are.  It  seems  to  them  that  all  the  world's 
knowledge  is  accessible  to  you,  and  that  you  have  simply  to 
cull  its  fruits  as  we  gather  grapes  in  a  vineyard.  They  forget 
the  power  of  Time,  and  tlie  restrictions  which  Time  imposes. 
"  This  or  that,  not  tliis  and  that,"  is  the  rule  to  which  all  of  us 
have  to  submit,  and  it  strangely  equalizes  the  destinies  of  men. 
The  time  given  to  the  study  of  one  thing  is  withdraAvn  from  the 
study  of  another,  and  the  hours  of  the  day  are  limited  alike  for 
all  of  us.  How  difficult  it  is  to  reconcile  the  interests  of  our 
different  pursuits  !  Indeed,  it  seems  like  a  sort  of  polygamy  to 
have  different  pursuits.  It  is  natural  to  think  of  them  as  jealous 
wives  tormenting  some  Mormon  prophet. 

Tliere  is  great  danger  in  aj^parently  unlimited  opportuni- 
ties, and  a  splendid  compensation  for  tlioso  who  are  confined  by 
circumstances  to  a  narrow  but  fruitful  field.  The  Englishman 
gets  more  civilization  out  of  a  farm  and  a  garden  tlian  the  Red 
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Indian  out  of  the  space  encircled  by  liis  horizon.  Our  culture 
gains  in  thoroughness  what  it  loses  in  extent. 

This  consideration  goes  far  to  explain  the  fact  that  although 
our  ancestors  were  so  much  less  favorably  situated  than  we  are, 
they  often  got  as  good  an  intellectual  training  from  the  litera- 
ture that  was  accessible  to  them,  as  we  from  our  vaster  stores. 
We  live  in  an  age  of  essayists,  and  yet  what  modern  essayist 
writes  better  than  old  Montaigne  ?  All  that  a  thoughtful  and 
witty  writer  needs  for  the  sharpening  of  his  intellect,  ]\Ion- 
taigne  found  in  the  ancient  literature  that  was  accessible  to  him, 
and  in  the  life  of  the  age  he  lived  in.  Born  in  our  own  cen- 
tury, he  would  have  learned  many  other  things,  no  doubt,  and 
read  many  other  books,  but  these  would  have  absorbed  the 
hours  that  he  employed  not  less  fruitfully  with  the  authors  that 
he  loved  in  the  little  library  up  in  the  third  story  of  his  tower, 
as  he  tells  us,  where  he  could  see  all  his  books  at  once,  set  upon 
five  rows  of  shelves  round  about  him.  In  earlier  life  he  bought 
"this  sort  of  furniture"  for  "ornament  and  outward  show," 
but  afterwards  quite  abandoned  that,  and  procured  such  vol- 
umes only  "  as  supplied  his  own  need." 

To  supply  our  own  need,  within  the  narrow  limits  of  the 
few  and  transient  hours  that  we  can  call  our  own,  is  enough 
for  the  wise  everywhere,  as  it  was  for  Montaigne  in  his  tower. 
Let  us  resolve  to  do  as  much  as  that,  not  more  and  then  rely 
upon  the  golden  compensations. 
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By  WILLIAM  ALLEN  BUTLER. 

[William  Allen  Bltler  :  An  American  poet  and  author ;  born  in  Albany, 
N.Y.,  in  1825.  He  is  a  graduate  of  the  University  of  New  York  (1843),  a 
lawyer,  and  the  author  of  "Nothing  to  Wear :  an  Episode  in  City  Life  "  (1857), 
a  biography  of  Martin  Van  Buren  (1802),  and  "Domesticus"'  (1886),  a  story 
of  labor  troubles.] 

Miss  Flora  M'Flimsey,  of  Madison  Square, 
Has  made  three  separate  journeys  to  Paris  ; 

And  her  father  assures  rae,  each  time  she  was  there, 
That  she  and  her  friend,  Mrs.  Harris 

(Not  the  lady  whose  name  is  so  famous  in  history, 

But  plain  Mrs.  H.,  without  romance  or  mystery), 
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Spent  six  consecutive  weeks  without  stopping, 

In  one  continuous  round  of  shopping  ; 

Shopping  alone,  and  shopping  together, 

At  all  hours  of  the  day,  and  in  all  sorts  of  weather, 

For  all  manner  of  things  that  a  woman  can  put 

On  the  crown  of  her  head  or  the  sole  of  her  foot. 

Or  wrap  round  her  shoulders  or  fit  round  her  waist, 

Or  that  can  be  sewed  on,  or  pinned  on,  or  laced, 

Or  tied  on  with  a  string,  or  stitched  on  with  a  bow. 

In  front  or  behind  —  above  or  below : 

For  bonnets,  mantillas,  capes,  collars,  and  shawls : 

Dresses  for  breakfasts,  and  dinners,  and  balls ; 

Dresses  to  sit  in,  and  stand  in,  and  walk  in ; 

Dresses  to  dance  in,  and  flirt  in,  and  talk  in ; 

Dresses  in  which  to  do  nothing  at  all ; 

Dresses  for  winter,  spring,  summer,  and  fall ; 

All  of  them  different  in  color  and  pattern  — 

Silk,  muslin,  and  lace,  crape,  velvet,  and  satin ; 

Brocade,  and  broadcloth,  and  other  material. 

Quite  as  expensive,  and  much  more  ethereal : 

In  short,  for  all  things  that  could  ever  be  thought  of. 

Or  milliner,  modiste,  or  tradesman  be  bought  of. 

I  should  mention  just  here,  that  out  of  Miss  Flora's 

Two  hundred  and  fifty  or  sixty  adorers, 

I  had  just  been  selected  as  he  who  should  throw  all 

The  rest  in  the  shade,  by  the  gracious  bestowal 

On  myself,  after  twenty  or  thirty  rejections, 

Of  those  fossil  remains  which  she  called  "  her  affections." 

So  we  were  engaged.     Our  troth  had  been  plighted. 

Not  by  moonbeam,  nor  starbeam,  by  fountain  or  grove. 
But  in  a  front  parlor,  most  brilliantly  lighted. 

Beneath  the  gas  fixtures  we  whispered  our  love. 
Without  any  romance,  or  raptures,  or  sighs, 
AVithout  any  tears  in  Miss  Flora's  blue  eyes ; 
Or  blushes,  or  transports,  or  such  silly  actions. 
It  was  one  of  the  quietest  business  transactions; 
With  a  very  small  sprinkling  of  sentiment,  (/'any, 
.Ajid  a  very  large  diamond,  imported  by  Tiffany. 

Well,  having  thus  wooed  Miss  M<Flimsey  and  gained  her, 

With  the  silks,  crinolines,  and  hoops  that  contained  her, 

I  had,  as  I  thought,  a  contingent  remainder 

At  least  in  the  property,  and  the  best  right 

To  appear  as  its  escort  ))y  day  and  by  night; 

And  it  being  the  week  of  the  Stuckups'  grand  ball  — 
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Their  cards  had  been  out  a  fortnight  or  so, 

And  set  all  the  Avenue  on  the  tiptoe  — 
I  considered  it  only  my  duty  to  call 

And  see  if  Miss  Flora  intended  to  go. 
I  found  her  —  as  ladies  are  apt  to  be  found, 
When  the  time  intervening  between  the  first  sound 
Of  the  bell  and  the  visitor's  entry  is  shorter 
Than  usual  —  I  found  (I  won't  say,  I  caught)  her 
Intent  on  the  pier  glass,  undoubtedly  meaning 
To  see  if,  perhaps,  it  didn't  need  cleaning. 
She  turned,  as  I  entered  —  "  Why,  Harry,  you  sinner, 
I  thought  that  you  went  to  the  Flashers'  to  dinner ! " 
"  So  I  did,"  I  replied ;  "  but  the  dinner  is  swallowed 

And  digested,  I  trust,  for  'tis  now  nine  and  more ; 
So  being  relieved  from  that  duty,  I  followed 

Inclination,  which  led  me,  you  see,  to  your  door. 
And  now,  will  your  ladyship  so  condescend 
As  just  to  inform  me  if  you  intend 
Your  beauty,  and  graces,  and  presence  to  lend 
(All  which,  when  I  own,  I  hope  no  one  will  borrow) 
To  the  Stuckups',  whose  party,  you  know,  is  to-morrow  ? '' 
The  fair  Flora  looked  up  with  a  pitiful  air, 
And  answered  quite  promptly,  '■'  Why,  Harry,  mon  cher, 
1  should  like  above  all  things  to  go  "with  you  there  ; 
But  really  and  truly  —  I've  nothing  to  wear !  " 
"Nothing  to  wear !     Go  just  as  you  are  : 
Wear  the  dress  you  have  on,  and  you'll  be  by  far, 
I  engage,  the  most  bright  and  particular  star 

On  the  Stuckup  horizon."     She  turned  up  her  nos® 

(That  pure  Grecian  feature),  as  much  as  to  say, 
"  How  absurd  that  any  sane  man  should  suppose 
That  a  lady  would  go  to  a  ball  in  the  clothes. 

No  matter  how  fine,  that  she  wears  every  day !  " 
So  I  ventured  again —  "  Wear  your  crimson  brocade." 
(Second  turn  up  of  nose)  —  "That's  too  dark  by  a  shade." 
"Your  blue  silk"  — "That's  too  heavy;"  "Your  pink "  —  " That's 

too  light." 
"'  Wear  tulle  over  satin"  —  "I  can't  endure  white." 
"  Your  rose-colored,  then,  the  best  of  the  batch,"  — 
"'  I  haven't  a  thread  of  point  lace  to  match." 
"  Your  brown  moire-antique  "  —  "Yes,  and  look  like  a  Quaker  : " 
"  The  pearl-colored,"  —  "  I  would,  but  that  plaguy  dressmake 
Has  had  it  a  week."     "  Then  that  exquisite  lilac. 
In  which  you  would  melt  the  heart  of  a  Shylock  " 
(Here  the  nose  took  again  the  same  elevation)  — ■ 
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"I  Tvouldn't  wear  that  for  the  whole  of  creation." 

"  Why  not  ?     It's  my  fancy,  there's  nothing  could  strike  it 
As  more  conune  ilfant "     "Yes,  but,  dear  me,  that  lean 

Sophronia  Stuckup  has  got  one  just  like  it, 
And  I  won't  appear  dressed  like  a  chit  of  sixteen ;  " 
*'  Then  that  splendid  purple,  that  sweet  mazarine ; 
That  superb  point  d'aguille,  that  imperial  green. 
That  zephyr-like  tarlatan,  that  rich  grenadine  "  — 
''  Xot  one  of  all  which  is  lit  to  be  seen," 
Said  the  lady,  becoming  excited  and  flushed. 
"  Then  wear,"  I  exclaimed  in  a  tone  which  quite  crushed 

Opposition,  ''  that  gorgeous  toilet,  which  you  sported 
In  Paris  last  spring,  at  the  grand  presentation, 
When  you  quite  turned  the  head  of  the  head  of  the  nation, 

And  by  all  the  grand  court  were  so  very  much  courted." 

The  end  of  the  nose  was  portentously  turned  up. 
And  both  the  bright  eyes  shot  forth  indignation, 
As  she  burst  upon  me  with  the  fierce  exclamation, 
"I  have  worn  it  three  times  at  the  least  calculation. 

And  that,  and  the  most  of  my  dresses,  are  ripped  up ! " 
Here  I  ripped  out  something,  perhaps  rather  rash. 

Quite  innocent,  though ;  but,  to  nse  an  expression 
More  striking  than  classic,  it  "  settled  my  hash," 

And  proved  very  soon  the  last  act  of  our  session. 
''  Fiddlesticks,  is  it,  sir  ?     I  wonder  the  ceiling 
Doesn't  fall  down  and  crush  you.     Oh !  you  men  have  no  feeling 
You  selfish,  unnatural,  illiberal  creatures ! 
Who  set  yourselves  up  as  patterns  and  preachers. 
Your  silly  pretense  —  whj^,  what  a  mere  guess  it  is ! 
Pray,  what  do  you  know  of  a  Avoman's  necessities  ? 
I  have  told  you  and  shown  you  I've  nothing  to  wear. 
And  it's  perfectly  plain  you  not  only  don't  care. 
But  you  do  not  believe  me"  (here  the  nose  v.'cnt  still  higher), 
"  I  suppose  if  you  dared,  you  would  call  me  a  liar. 
Our  engagement  is  ended,  sir  —  yes,  on  the  spot; 
You're  a  brute  and  a  monster,  and —  I  don't  know  what." 
I  mildly  suggested  the  words  —  Hottentot, 
Pickpocket,  and  cannibal,  Tartar  and  thief. 
As  gentle  expletives  which  might  give  relief; 
But  this  only  proved  as  spark  to  the  powder. 
And  the  storm  I  had  raised  came  faster  and  louder; 
It  blew,  and  it  rained,  thunderod,  lightened,  and  hailed 
Interjections,  verbs,  pronouns,  till  language  quite  failed, 
To  express  the  abusive ;  and  then  its  arrears 
Were  brought  up  all  at  once  by  a  torrent  of  tears ; 
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And  my  last  faint,  despairing  attempt  at  an  obs- 

Ervation  was  lost  in  a  tempest  of  sobs. 

Well,  I  felt  for  the  lady,  and  felt  for  my  hat  too. 

Improvised  on  the  crown  of  the  latter  a  tattoo, 

In  lieu  of  expressing  the  feelings  which  lay 

Quite  too  deep  for  words,  as  Wordsworth  would  say ; 

Then,  without  going  through  the  form  of  a  bow, 

Found  myself  in  the  entry  — I  hardly  knew  how  — 

On  doorstep  and  sidewalk,  past  lamp-post  and  squaie, 

At  home  and  upstairs  in  my  own  easy  chair; 

Poked  my  feet  into  slippers,  my  fire  into  blaze, 
And  said  to  myself,  as  I  lit  my  cigar, 
Supposing  a  man  had  the  wealth  of  the  Czar 

Of  the  Eussias  to  boot,  for  the  rest  of  his  days. 
On  the  whole,  do  you  think  he  would  have  much  to  spare, 
If  he  married  a  woman  with  nothing  to  wear  ? 

Since  that  night,  taking  pains  that  it  should  not  be  bruited 

Abroad  in  society,  I've  instituted 

A  course  of  inquiry,  extensive  and  thorough. 

On  this  vital  subject ;  and  find,  to  my  horror. 

That  the  fair  Flora's  case  is  by  no  means  surprising, 

But  that  there  exists  the  greatest  distress 
In  our  female  community,  solely  arising 

From  this  unsupplied  destitution  of  dress. 
Whose  unfortunate  victims  are  filling  the  air 
With  the  pitiful  wail  of  "  Nothing  to  wear ! " 

Oh  !  ladies,  dear  ladies,  the  next  time  you  meet, 
Please  trundle  your  hoops  just  outside  Regent  Street, 
From  its  whirl  and  its  bustle,  its  fashion  and  pride, 
And  the  temples  of  trade  which  tower  on  each  side. 
To  the  alleys  and  lanes  where  misfortune  and  guilt 
Their  children  have  gathered,  their  city  have  built ; 
Where  hunger  and  vice,  like  twin  beasts  of  prey, 

Have  hunted  their  victims  to  gloom  and  despair ; 
Raise  the  rich,  dainty  dress,  and  the  fine  broidered  skirt, 
Pick  your  delicate  way  through  the  dampness  and  dirt, 

Grope  through  the  dark  dens,  climb  the  rickety  stair 
To  the  garret,  where  wretches,  the  young  and  the  old, 
Half  starved  and  half  naked,  lie  crouched  from  the  cold, 
See  those  skeleton  limbs,  those  frost-bitten  feet. 
All  bleeding  and  bruised  by  the  stones  of  the  street ; 
Hear  the  sharp  cry  of  childhood,  the  deep  groans  that  swell 

From  the  poor  dying  creature  who  writhes  on  the  floor ; 
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Hear  the  curses  that  sound  like  the  echoes  of  hell, 

As  j'ou  sicken  and  shudder  and  fly  from  the  door! 
Then  home  to  3'our  wardrobes,  and  say,  if  you  dare  — 
Spoiled  children  of  Fashion  —  you've  nothing  to  wear! 

And,  oh !  if  perchance  there  should  be  a  sjihere, 
"Where  all  is  made  right  which  so  puzzles  us  here, 
Where  the  glare  and  the  glitter,  and  tinsel  of  time 
Fade  and  die  in  the  light  of  that  region  sublime, 
Where  the  soul,  disenchanted  of  flesh  and  of  sense. 
Unscreened  by  its  trappings,  and  shows,  and  pretense, 
Must  be  clothed  for  the  life  and  the  service  above 
With  purity,  truth,  faith,  meekness,  and  love ; 
Oh !  daughters  of  earth !  foolish  virgins,  beware ! 
Lest  in  that  upper  realm  you  have  nothing  to  wear ! 
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By  guy  DE  MAUPASSANT, 

[Hexri  Rene  Albert  Gnr  de  Macpassant:  A  French  writer  of  fiction; 
born  at  Miromesnil,  France,  August  5,  1850.  He  belonged  to  a  noble  Norman 
house ;  was  educated  at  Paris,  and  obtained  a  clerkship  in  the  Navy  Depart- 
ment, which  he  left  after  a  short  period,  and  under  the  direction  of  Flaubert 
took  to  literature.  After  seven  years'  apprenticeship  he  published  a  volume  of 
verse  (1880).  He  produced  about  thirty  volumes  up  to  1891,  when,  under  con- 
stant excitement  and  opiates,  his  brain  gave  way,  and  he  died  in  a  private  asylum, 
July  4,  1893.  Among  his  best-known  works  are  :  the  collections  of  short  stories 
"The  Tellier  House,"  "The  Rondoli  Sisters,"  "Day  and  Night  Stories,"  "Le 
Horla,"  "The  Left  Hand"  ;  the  novels  "Bel-Ami,"  "Pierre  and  Jean,"  "Strong 
as  Death,"  "  Our  Heart "  ;  and  descriptions  of  travel  "  In  the  Sun,"  "Afloat," 
"A  Wandering  Life."] 

She  was  one  of  those  pretty,  charming  girls  such  as  are 
sometimes,  as  if  by  a  mistake  of  destiny,  born  into  a  bourgeois 
family.  She  had  no  dowry,  or  expectations,  or  means  of  being 
known,  understood,  loved,  married,  by  any  rich  or  distinguished 
man  ;  and  sh  allowed  herself  to  be  married  to  a  young  clerk 
at  the  Tii"  istry  of  Public  Instruction. 

She  dressed  plainly  because  she  could  not  dress  well,  but  she 
was  as  unhappy  as  if  she  had  really  fallen  from  her  proper  sta- 
tion ;  for  with  women  there  is  no  caste  or  rank  ;  and  beauty, 
grace,  and  charm  have  the  same  action  as  family  and  birth. 
Natural  delicacy,  the  instinct  for  what  is  elegant,  flexibility  of 
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wit,  are  tlie  only  hierarchy,  and  make  women  from  the  people 
the  equals  of  the  very  greatest  ladies. 

She  ceaselessly  suffered,  feeling  herself  born  for  all  deli- 
cacies and  all  luxuries.  She  suffered  from  the  meanness  of  her 
dwelling,  from  the  wretched  appearance  of  the  walls,  from  the 
worn-out  chairs,  from  the  ugly  curtains.  All  the  things,  of 
which  any  other  woman  of  her  rank  would  never  have  been 
even  conscious,  tortured  her  and  made  her  cross.  The  sight  of 
the  little  Breton  peasant  girl  who  did  her  humble  housework 
stirred  in  her  regrets  that  were  full  of  despair  and  distracted 
dreams. 

She  thought  of  silent  antechambers  hung  with  oriental  tap- 
estry, lighted  by  high  bronze  candelabra,  and  of  the  two  tall 
footmen  in  knee  breeches  sleeping  in  the  big  easy  chairs,  made 
drowsy  hj  the  heavy  warmth  of  the  air-tight  stove.  She  thought 
of  the  long  salons  decorated  with  ancient  silk,  of  the  dainty  fur- 
niture carrying  priceless  curiosities,  and  of  the  coquettish  per- 
fumed boudoirs  made  for  five-o'clock  talks  with  intimate  friends, 
with  famous  and  popular  men,  whom  all  women  envy  and  whose 
attention  they  all  desire. 

When  she  sat  dov/n  to  dinner,  at  the  round  table  covered 
with  a  tablecloth  three  days  old,  opposite  her  husband,  who 
uncovered  the  soup  tureen  and  declared  with  an  enchanted  air, 
"Ah,  the  nice pot-au-feu !  I  don't  know  anything  better  than 
that,"  she  thought  of  dainty  dinners,  of  glittering  silverware, 
of  tapestry  peopling  the  walls  with  personages  of  ancient  days, 
and  with  strange  birds  flying  through  a  fairy  forest ;  and  she 
thought  of  delicious  dishes  served  on  marvelous  plate,  and  of 
the  whispered  gallantries  to  which  you  listen  with  a  sphinxlike 
smile,  while  you  are  eating  the  pink  flesh  of  a  trout  or  the  breast 
of  a  quail. 

She  had  no  dresses,  no  jewels,  nothing.  And  that  was  all 
she  loved ;  she  felt  made  for  that.  She  would  have  so  liked  to 
please,  to  be  envied,  to  be  charming,  to  be  desired. 

She  had  a  friend,  a  former  schoolmate  at  the  convent,  who 
was  rich,  and  whom  she  did  not  like  to  visit  any  more,  because 
she  suffered  so  much  when  she  came  back. 

But,  one  evening,  her  husband  returned  home  with  an  air  of 
triumph,  and  holding  a  large  envelope. 

"There,"  said  he,  "here  is  something  for  you." 

She  swiftly  tore  the  paper,  and  drew  out  a  printed  card  bear- 
ing these  words :  — 
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"  The  Minister  of  Public  Instruction  and  Mme.  Georges  Rara- 
ponneau  request  the  honor  of  M.  and  Mme.  Loisel's  company  at 
the  palace  of  the  Ministry  on  :\Ionday  evening,  January  18." 

Instead  of  being  delighted,  as  her  husband  hoped,  she  scorn- 
fully threw  the  invitation  on  the  table,  murmuring  :  — 

"  What  do  you  want  me  to  do  with  this  ?  " 

"  AVhy,  ray  dear,  I  thought  you  would  be  glad.  You  never 
go  out,  and  ihiz  is  a  fine  opportunity.  I  had  awful  trouble  to 
get  it.  Every  one  is  anxious  to  go  ;  it  is  very  select,  and  not 
many  clerks  are  getting  invitations.  The  whole  official  society 
will  be  there." 

She  looked  at  him  with  an  angry  eye,  and  said  impatiently  ; 

"  And  what  do  you  want  me  to  wear?  " 

He  had  not  thought  of  that;  he  stammered:  — 

"AVhy,  the  dress  you  wear  to  the  theater.  To  me  it  looks 
very  well." 

He  stopped,  in  despair,  seeing  his  wife  crying.  Two  great 
tears  were  descending  slowly  from  the  corners  of  her  eyes 
toward  the  corners  of  her  mouth.     He  stammered :  — 

"  What  is  the  matter  ?     What  is  the  matter  ?  " 

But,  by  a  violent  effort,  she  had  conquered  her  grief,  and 
she  replied,  in  a  calm  voice,  as  she  wiped  her  wet  cheeks :  — 

"  Nothing.  Only  I  have  no  dress,  and  so  I  can't  go  to  this 
ball.  Give  your  card  to  some  colleague  whose  wife  is  better 
off  than  I  am." 

He  was  in  despair.     He  went  on  :  — 

"  Come,  Mathilde,  let  us  see.  How  much  would  a  suitable 
dress  cost,  such  as  you  could  use  on  other  occasions  —  some- 
thing very  simple  ?  " 

She  reflected  several  seconds,  making  her  calculations  and 
wondering  also  wliat  sum  she  could  ask  without  bringing  an 
immediate  refusal  and  a  frightened  exclamation  from  the 
economical  clerk. 

At  last  she  replied  hesitatingly:  — 

"  I  don't  exactly  know,  but  1  think  I  could  manage  it  with 
four  hundred  francs." 

He  had  grown  a  trifle  pale,  because  he  v/as  hoarding  up 
just  that  sum  with  which  to  buy  a  gun  and  treat  himself  to  a 
little  shooting  the  following  summer  on  the  plain  of  Nantorre, 
with  several  friends  who  went  to  shoot  larks  down  there, 
Sundays. 
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But  he  said  :  — 

"  All  rio-ht.  I  will  give  you  four  hundred  francs.  And 
try  to  have  a  pretty  dress." 

The  day  of  the  ball  drew  near,  and  Mme.  Loisel  seemed 
melancholy,  uneasy,  and  anxious.  But  her  dress  was  ready. 
Her  husband  said  to  her  one  evening  :  — 

"  What  is  the  matter  ?  Come,  you  have  been  so  queer 
these  last  three  days." 

And  she  answered  :  — 

"  It  annoys  me   not  to  have  a  single  jewel,  not  a  single 
stone,  nothing  to  wear.     I  shall  look  like  poverty.     I  should 
almost  rather  not  go  at  all." 
.    He  replied  :  — 

"You  might  wear  natural  flowers.  It  is  very  stylish  at 
this  time  of  the  year.  For  ten  francs  you  can  get  two  or 
three  magnificent  roses." 

She  was  not  convinced. 

"  No  ;  there's  nothing  more  humiliating  than  to  look  poor 
among  other  women  who  are  rich." 

But  her  husband  cried  :  — 

"  How  stupid  you  are  !  Go  find  your  friend  Mme.  Fores- 
tier,  and  ask  her  to  lend  you  some  jewels.  You  are  quite 
intimate  enough  with  her  to  do  that." 

She  uttered  a  cry  of  joy :  — 

"  That  is  true.     I  never  thought  of  that." 

The  next  day  she  went  to  her  friend  and  told  of  her  distress. 

Mme.  Forestier  went  to  a  wardrobe  with  a  glass  door,  took 
out  a  large  jewel  casket,  brought  it  back,  opened  it,  and  said  to 
Mme.  Loisel  :  — 

"  Choose,  my  dear." 

First  of  all  she  saw  some  bracelets,  then  a  pearl  necklace, 
then  a  Venetian  cross,  gold  and  other  precious  stones  of 
admirable  workmanship.  She  tried  the  ornaments  on  before 
the  glass,  hesitated,  could  not  make  up  her  mind  to  part  with 
them,  to  give  them  back.     She  kept  asking :  — 

"  Haven't  you  any  more  ?  " 

"Why,  yes.     Look.     I  don't  know  what  you  like." 

Suddenly  she  discovered,  in  a  black  satin  box,  a  superb  dia- 
mond necklace,  and  her  heart  began  to  beat  with  immoderate 
desire.  Her  hands  trembled  as  she  took  it.  She  fastened  it 
round  her  throat,  outside  her  high-necked  dress,  and  remained 
lost  in  ecstasy  at  the  sight  of  herself. 
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Then  she  asked,  hesitating,  filled  with  anguish :  — 
"  Can  you  lend  me  this,  just  this  ?  " 
"Why,  yes,  certainly." 

She  fell  on  her  friend's  neck,  kissed  her  passionately,  then 
fled  with  her  treasure. 

The  day  of  the  ball  arrived.  Mme.  Loisel  made  a  great 
success.  She  was  prettiest  of  them  all,  elegant,  graceful, 
smiling,  and  crazy  with  joy.  All  the  men  looked  at  her, 
asked  her  name,  wanted  to  be  introduced.  All  the  attaches 
of  the  Cabinet  wanted  to  waltz  with  her.  She  was  remarked 
by  the  minister  himself. 

She  danced  T'ith  intoxication,  with  passion,  made  drunk  by 
pleasure,  forgetting  everything,  in  the  triumph  of  her  beauty,  in 
the  glory  of  her  success,  in  a  sort  of  cloud  of  happiness  com- 
posed of  all  this  homage,  of  all  this  admiration,  of  all  these 
awakened  desires,  and  of  that  sense  of  complete  victory  that  is 
so  sweet  to  woman's  heart. 

She  left  about  four  o'clock  in  the  morning.  Her  husband 
had  been  aslee^j  since  midnight,  in  a  little  deserted  anteroom, 
vnih  three  other  men  whose  wives  were  having  a  very  good  time. 

He  threw  over  her  shoulders  the  wraps  that  he  had  brought, 
modest  wraps  of  common  life,  the  meanness  of  which  contrasted 
with  the  elegance  of  the  ball  dress.  She  felt  this  and  wanted 
to  make  her  escape  so  as  not  to  be  remarked  by  the  other 
women,  who  were  wrapping  themselves  up  in  costly  furs. 

Loisel  held  her  back. 

"Wait  a  little.  You  will  catch  cold  outside.  I  will  go  and 
call  a  cab." 

But  she  would  not  listen  to  him,  and  rapidly  descended  the 
stairs.  When  they  reached  the  street  they  did  not  find  a  car- 
riage ;  and  they  began  "^o  look  for  one,  shouting  after  the  cab- 
men whom  they  sr,w  passing  at  a  distance. 

They  went  down  tov/ard  the  Seine,  in  despair,  shivering 
with  cold.  At  last  they  found  on  the  quay  one  of  those 
ancient  noctambulant  coupes  Avhich,  just  as  if  they  were 
ashamed  to  show  their  wretchedness  by  day,  are  never  seen 
round  Paris  until  after  nightfall. 

It  took  them  to  their  door  in  the  Rue  des  Martyrs,  and 

once  more,  sadly,  they  climbed  homeward.     For  her,  all  was 

ended.     And  he  reflected  that  lie  must  be  at  the  Ministry  at 

ten  o'clock. 
80 
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She  removed  the  wraps  that  covered  her  shoulders,  before 
the  glass,  so  as  once  more  to  see  herself  in  all  her  glory.  But 
suddenly  she  uttered  a  cry.  She  no  longer  had  the  necklace 
around  her  neck ! 

Her  husband,  already  half -undressed,  asked  :  — 

*'  What  is  the  matter  with  you '?  " 

She  turned  madly  towards  him  :  — 

"I  have  —  I  have  —  I  have  lost  Mme.  Forestier's  necklace.'* 

He  stood  up,  distracted. 

"  What !  —  how  ?  —  impossible  !  " 

And  they  looked  in  the  folds  of  her  dress,  in  the  folds  of 
her  cloak,  in  her  pockets,  everywhere.     They  did  not  find  it. 

He  asked  :  — 

"  You  are  sure  you  had  it  on  when  you  left  the  ball?  " 

"Yes,  I  felt  it  in  the  vestibule  of  the  palace." 

"  But  if  you  had  lost  it  in  the  street  we  should  have  beard 
it  fall.     It  must  be  in  the  cab." 

"  Yes.     Probably.     Did  you  take  his  number  ?  " 

"  No.     And  didn't  you  notice  it  ?  " 

"No." 

Thunderstruck  they  looked  at  one  another.  At  last  Loisel 
put  on  his  clothes. 

"  I  shall  go  on  foot,"  said  he,  "  over  the  whole  route  which 
we  have  taken,  to  see  if  I  can't  find  it." 

And  he  went  out.  She  sat  waiting  on  a  chair  in  her  ball 
dress,  without  strength  to  go  to  bed,  overwhelmed,  without  fire, 
without  a  thought. 

Her  husband  came  back  about  seven  o'clock.  He  had  found 
nothing. 

He  went  to  Police  Headquarters,  to  the  newspaper  offices, 
to  oif er  a  reward  ;  he  went  to  the  cab  companies  —  everywhere, 
in  fact,  whither  he  was  urged  by  the  least  suspicion  of  hope. 

She  waited  all  day,  in  the  same  condition  of  mad  fear  before 
this  terrible  calamity. 

Loisel  returned  at  night  with  a  hollow,  pale  face  ;  he  had 
discovered  nothing. 

"  You  must  write  to  your  friend,"  said  he,  "  that  you  have 
broken  the  clasp  of  her  necklace  and  that  you  are  having  it 
mended.     That  will  give  us  time  to  turn  round." 

She  wrote  at  his  dictation. 

At  the  end  of  a  week  they  had  lost  all  hope. 
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And  Loisel,  who  had  aged  five  years,  declared  :  — 

"We  must  consider  how  to  replace  that  ornament." 

The  next  day  they  took  the  box  which  had  contained  it,  and 
they  went  to  the  jeweler  whose  name  was  found  within.  He 
consulted  his  hooks. 

"  Madame,  it  was  not  I  who  sold  that  necklace  ;  I  must 
simply  have  furnished  the  case." 

Then  they  went  from  jeweler  to  jeweler,  searching  for  a 
necklace  like  the  other,  consulting  their  memories,  sick  both  of 
them  with  chagrin  and  with  anguish. 

They  found,  in  a  shop  at  the  Palais  Royal,  a  string  of  dia- 
monds that  seemed  to  them  exactly  like  the  one  they  were  look- 
ing for.  It  was  worth  forty  thousand  francs.  They  could 
have  it  for  thirty-six. 

So  they  begged  the  jeweler  to  hold  it  for  them  for  three 
days  yet.  And  they  made  a  bargain  that  he  should  buy  it  back 
for  thirty-four  thousand  francs,  in  case  they  found  the  other 
one  before  the  end  of  February. 

Loisel  possessed  eighteen  thousand  francs  that  his  father 
had  left  him.     He  would  borrow  the  rest. 

He  did  borrow,  asking  a  thousand  francs  of  one,  five  hun- 
dred of  another,  five  louis  here,  three  louis  there.  He  gave 
notes,  and  entered  into  ruinous  obligations  ;  he  dealt  >vith 
usurers,  and  all  the  race  of  lenders.  He  compromised  all  the 
rest  of  his  life,  risked  his  signature  without  even  knowing  if  he 
could  make  it  good  ;  and,  frightened  by  the  pains  yet  to  come, 
by  the  black  misery  that  was  about  to  fall  upon  him,  by  the 
prospect  of  all  the  physical  privations  and  of  all  the  moral  tor- 
tures that  he  was  to  suffer,  he  went  to  get  the  new  necklace, 
putting  down  upon  the  merchant's  counter  thirty-six  thousand 
francs. 

When  Mme.  Loisel  took  back  the  necklace,  Mme.  Forestier 
said  to  her,  in  a  chilling  manner  :  — 

"  You  should  have  returned  it  sooner,  I  might  have  needed 
it." 

She  did  not  open  the  case,  as  her  friend  had  so  much  feared. 
If  she  had  detected  the  substitution,  Avhat  would  she  have 
thought,  what  woukl  she  have  said?  Would  she  not  have 
taken  Mme.  Loisel  for  a  thief  ? 

Mme.  Loisel  now  knew  the  horrible  existence  of  the  poor. 
She  undertook  her  part,  moreover,  all  on  a  sudden,  with 
heroism.     That  dreadful  debt  must  be  paid.     She  would  pay 
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it.  Tliey  dismissed  their  servant ;  they  changed  their  lodg- 
ings ;  they  rented  a  garret  under  the  roof. 

She  came  to  know  what  heavy  housework  meant  and  the 
odious  cares  of  the  kitchen.  She  washed  the  dishes,  using  her 
rosy  nails  on  the  greasy  pots  and  pans.  She  washed  the  dirty 
linen,  the  shirts,  and  the  dishcloths,  and  dried  them  on  a  line  ; 
she  carried  the  slops  down  to  the  street  every  morning,  and 
carried  up  the  water,  stopping  for  breath  at  every  landing. 
And,  dressed  like  a  woman  of  the  people,  she  went  to  the 
fruiterer,  the  grocer,  the  butcher,  with  her  basket  on  her  arm, 
to  make  bargains  and  to  be  insulted,  hoarding  her  miserable 
money  sou  by  sou. 

Each  month  they  had  to  meet  some  notes,  renew  others, 
obtain  more  time. 

Her  husband  worked  in  the  evening  making  a  fair  copy  of 
some  tradesman's  accounts,  and  late  at  night  he  often  copied 
manuscript  for  five  sous  a  page. 

And  this  life  lasted  ten  years. 

At  the  end  of  ten  years  they  had  paid  everything,  every- 
thing, with  the  rates  of  usury,  and  the  accumulations  of  the 
compound  interest. 

Mme.  Loisel  looked  old  now.  She  had  become  a  typical 
woman  of  impoverished  households — strong  and  hard  and 
rough.  With  frowsy  hair,  skirts  awry,  and  red  hands,  she 
talked  loud  while  washing  the  floor  with  great  swishes  of  water. 
But  sometimes,  when  her  husband  was  at  the  office,  she  sat 
down  near  the  window,  and  thought  of  that  gay  evening  of 
long  ago,  of  that  ball  where  she  had  been  so  beautiful  and  so 
feted. 

What  would  have  happened  if  she  had  not  lost  that  neck- 
lace? Who  knows?  who  knows?  How  strange  and  change- 
ful life  is  !  How  little  a  thing  is  needed  for  us  to  be  lost  or  to 
be  saved ! 

But,  one  Sunday,  having  gone  to  take  a  walk  in  the  Champs 
Elysees  to  refresh  herself  from  the  labors  of  the  week,  she  sud- 
denly perceived  a  woman  who  was  leading  a  child.  It  was 
Mme.  Forestier,  still  young,  still  beautiful,  still  charming. 

Mme.  Loisel  felt  moved.  Was  she  going  to  speak  to  her? 
Yes,  certainl3\  And  now  that  she  had  paid,  she  v/as  going 
to  tell  her  all  about  it.     Why  not? 

She  went  up. 
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"  Good  day,  Jeauue." 

The  other,  astonished  to  be  familiarly  addressed  by  this 
plain  housewife,  did  not  recognize  her  at  all,  and  stammered  :  — 

"But  —  madame  ! — I  do  not  know —  You  must  have 
made  a  mistake." 

"No.     I  am  Mathilde  Loisel." 

Her  friend  uttered  a  cry. 

"  Oh,  my  poor  Mathilde  i     How  you  are  changed  !  " 

"  Yes,  I  have  had  hard  enough  days  since  I  saw  you  last, 
wretched  enough  days  —  and  all  because  of  you  !  " 

"Of  me  I     How  so?" 

"  Do  you  remember  that  diamond  necklace  wliich  you  lent 
me  to  wear  at  the  ministerial  ball  ?  " 

"Yes.     Well?" 

"Well,  I  lost  it." 

"What  do  you  mean?     You  brought  it  back." 

"I  brought  you  back  another  just  like  it.  And  we  have 
been  ten  years  paying  for  this.  You  can  understand  that  it 
was  not  easy  for  us,  for  we  had  nothing.  At  last  it  is  ended, 
and  I  am  very  glad." 

Mme.  Forestier  had  stopped . 

"  You  say  that  you  bought  a  diamond  necklace  to  replace 
mine  ?  " 

"  Yes.  You  never  noticed  it,  then  !  They  were  very 
like." 

And  she  smiled  with  a  joy  that  was  at  once  proud  and 
innocent. 

Mme.  Forestier,  strongly  moved,  took  her  two  hands. 

"  Oh,  my  poor  Mathilde  !  Why,  my  necklace  was  paste. 
It  was  not  worth  five  hundred  francs  !  " 
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Bt  lord  BYRON. 

[Lord  George  Noel  GordovByrox:  A  famous  English  poet;  born  in  London, 
January  22,  1788.  At  the  age  of  ten  he  succeeded  to  the  estate  and  title  of  his 
grandunclc  William,  fifth  Lord  Byron.  He  was  educated  at  Harrow  and  Cain- 
bridge,  and  in  1807  published  his  first  volume  of  poems,  "  Hours  of  Idleness." 
After  a  tour  through  eastern  Euroi.c  he  brought  out  two  cantos  of  "Childo 
Harold,"  wiiich  met  with  iustautaneous  success,  and  soon  after  he  married  the 
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heiress  Ifiss  Millbanke.  The  union  proving  unfortunate,  Byron  left  England, 
and  passed  several  years  in  Italy.  In  1823  he  joined  the  Greek  insurgents  in 
Cephalonia,  and  later  at  Missolonghi,  where  he  died  of  a  fever  April  19,  1824. 
His  chief  poetical  works  are:  "Childe  Harold,"  "Don  Juan,"  "Manfred," 
"Cain,"  "Marino  Faliero,"  "  Sardanapalus,"  "The  Giaour,"  "Bride  of  Aby- 
dos,"  "The  Corsair,"  "Lara,"  and  "Mazeppa."] 


My  hair  is  gray,  but  not  with  years, 
Nor  grew  it  white 
In  a  single  night, 
As  men's  have  grown  from  sudden  fears. 
My  limbs  are  bowed,  though  not  with  toil, 

But  rusted  with  a  vile  repose, 
For  they  have  been  a  dungeon's  spoil. 

And  mine  has  been  the  fate  of  those 
To  whom  the  goodly  earth  and  air 
Are  banned,  and  barred  —  forbidden  fare ; 
But  this  was  for  my  father's  faith 
I  suffered  chains  and  courted  death ; 
That  father  perished  at  the  stake 
For  tenets  he  would  not  forsake ; 
And  for  the  same  his  lineal  race 
In  darkness  found  a  dwelling  place ; 
We  were  seven  —  who  now  are  one, 

Six  in  youth  and  one  in  age, 
Finished  as  they  had  begun, 

Proud  of  Persecution's  rage ; 
One  in  fire,  and  two  in  field, 
Their  belief  with  blood  have  sealed : 
Dying  as  their  father  died. 
For  the  God  their  foes  denied ;  — 
Three  were  in  a  dungeon  cast. 
Of  whom  this  wreck  is  left  the  last. 


There  are  seven  pillars  of  Gothic  mold, 
In  Chillon's  dungeons  deep  and  old. 
There  are  seven  columns  massy  and  gray, 
Dim  with  a  duH  imprisoned  ray, 
A  sunbeam  which  hath  lost  its  way. 
And  through  the  crevice  and  the  cleft 
Of  the  thick  wall  is  fallen  and  left : 
Creeping  o'er  the  floor  so  damp, 
Like  a  marsh's  meteor  lamp : 
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And  in  each  pillar  there  is  a  ring, 

And  in  each  ring  there  is  a  chain; 
That  iron  is  a  cankering  thing, 

For  in  these  limbs  its  teeth  remain, 
"With  marks  that  will  not  wear  away, 
Till  I  have  done  with  this  new  da}-, 
AVhich  now  is  painful  to  these  eyes, 
Which  have  not  seen  the  sun  so  rise 
For  years  —  I  cannot  count  them  o'er, 
I  lost  their  long  and  heavy  score 
When  my  last  brother  drooped  and  died, 
And  I  lay  living  by  his  side. 

III. 

They  chained  us  each  to  a  column  stone, 
And  we  were  three  —  yet,  each  alone : 
We  could  not  move  a  single  pace, 
We  could  not  see  each  other's  face. 
But  with  that  pale  and  livid  light 
That  made  ns  strangers  in  our  sight: 
And  thus  together  —  yet  apart. 
Fettered  in  hand,  but  joined  in  heart; 
'Twas  still  some  solace,  in  the  dearth 
Of  the  pure  elements  of  earth, 
To  hearken  to  each  other's  speech, 
And  each  turn  comforter  to  each 
With  some  new  hope  or  legend  old, 
Or  song  heroically  bold; 
But  even  these  at  length  grew  cold. 
Our  voices  took  a  dreary  tone, 
An  echo  of  the  dungeon  stone, 

A  grating  sound  —  not  full  and  free 

As  they  of  yore  were  wont  to  be; 

It  might  be  fancy  —  but  to  me 
They  never  sounded  like  our  own. 

IV. 

I  was  the  eldest  of  the  three, 

And  to  uphold  and  cheer  the  rest 

I  ought  to  do  —  and  did  my  best  — 
And  each  did  well  in  his  degree. 

The  youngest,  whom  my  father  loved. 
Because  our  mother's  brow  was  given 
To  him  —  with  eyes  as  blue  as  heaven, 

'''or  him  my  soul  was  sorely  moved : 
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And  truly  might  it  be  distressed 
To  see  such  bird  in  such  a  nest ; 
For  he  was  beautiful  as  day  — 
(When  day  was  beautiful  to  me 
As  to  young  eagles  being  free)  — 
A  polar  day,  which  will  not  see 
A  sunset  till  its  summer's  gone, 

Its  sleepless  summer  of  long  light, 
The  snow-clad  offspring  of  the  sun : 

And  thus  he  was  as  pure  and  bright, 
And  in  his  natural  spirit  gay, 
With  tears  for  naught  but  others'  ills, 
And  then  they  flowed  like  mountain  rills,, 
Unless  he  could  assuage  the  woe 
Which  he  abhorred  to  view  below. 


The  other  was  as  pure  of  mind. 
But  formed  to  combat  with  his  kind ; 
Strong  in  his  frame,  and  of  a  mood 
Which  'gainst  the  world  in  war  had  stood, 
And  perished  in  the  foremost  rank 

With  joy:  — but  not  in  chains  to  pine: 
His  spirit  withered  with  their  clank, 

I  saw  it  silently  decline- — 

And  so  perchance  in  sooth  did  mine : 
But  yet  I  forced  it  on  to  cheer 
Those  relics  of  a  home  so  dear. 
He  was  a  hunter  of  the  hills, 

Had  followed  there  the  deer  and  wolf; 

To  him  this  dungeon  was  a  gulf. 
And  fettered  feet  the  worst  of  ills. 

VI. 

Lake  Leman  lies  by  Chillon's  walls, 
A  thousand  feet  in  depth  below 
Its  massy  waters  meet  and  flow ; 
Thus  much  the  fathom  line  was  sent 
From  Chillon's  snow-white  battlement, 

Which  round  about  the  wave  inthralls? 
A  double  dungeon  wall  and  wave 
Have  made  —  and  like  a  living  grave. 
Below  the  surface  of  the  lake 
The  dark  vault  lies  wherein  we  lay, 
We  heard  it  ripple  night  and  day; 


manuscript  of  acorcje  6ort)on  Bi?ron, 
Xor^  B\>ron, 

'  Letter  to  John  Hanson,  his  solicitor,  with  reference  to  his 
pecuniary  difficulties  and  refusing  to  entertain  the  proposal  to 
sell  Newstead  Abbe}',  which  was  ultimately  sold  in  1817.  Writ- 
ten in  Athens,  11  Nov.,  1810. 

Athens,  Novr  nth  1910. 

Dear  Sir,^ Yours  arrived  on  the  first  instant,  it  tells  me  I  am  ruined.— 
It  is  in  the  power  of  God,  the  Devil  and  Man,  to  make  me  poor  and  miser- 
able, but  neither  the  second  and  the  third  shall  make  me  sell  Newstead,  and 
l)y  the  aid  of  the  first  I  will  persevere  in  this  resolution. — My  "  father's  house 
shall  not  be  made  a  den  of  thieves." — Newstead  shall  not  be  sold. — I  am 
some  thousand  miles  from  home  with  few  resources,  and  the  prospect  of 
their  daily  becoming  less,  I  have  neither  friend  nor  Counsellor,  my  only 
English  servant  departs  with  this  letter,  my  situation  is  forlorn  enough 
for  a  man  of  my  birth  and  former  expectations; — do  not  mistake  this  for 
complaint  however,  I  state  the  simple  fact,  and  will  never  degrade  myself 
l)y  lamentations.     You  have  my  answer. 

Commend  me  to  your  family.  I  perceive  Hargreaves  is  your  partner; 
he  always  promised  to  turn  out  well,  and  Charles,  I  am  sure,  is  a  very  fine 
fellow.  As  for  the  others,  I  can't  pretend  to  prophecy.  I  present  my  re- 
spects to  all  the  ladies,  and  I  suppose  I  may  kiss  Harriet  as  you  or  Mrs. 
Hanson  will  be  mj^  proxy,  provided  she  has  not  grown  too  tall  for  such  a 
token  of  remembrance. 

I  must  not  forget  Mrs.  Hanson,  wlio  has  often  been  a  motlier  to  me. 
and  as  you  have  always  been  a  friend,  I  beg  you  to  believe  me  with  all  sin- 
cerity. 

Yours, 

BYRON. 

Jn.  Hanson,  Esq. 

6  Chancery  Lane 
London. 
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Sounding  o'er  our  heads  it  knocked 
And  I  have  felt  the  winter's  spray- 
Wash  through  the  bars  when  winds  were  liigh 
And  wanton  in  the  happy  sky ; 

And  then  the  very  rock  hath  rocked, 

And  I  have  felt  it  shake,  unshocked, 
Because  I  could  have  smiled  to  see 
The  death  that  would  have  set  me  free. 

VII. 

I  said  my  nearer  brother  pined, 
I  said  his  mighty  heart  declined, 
He  loathed  and  put  away  his  food ; 
It  was  not  that  'twas  coarse  and  rude, 
For  we  were  used  to  hunter's  fare, 
And  for  the  like  had  little  care : 
The  milk  drawn  from  the  mountain  goa*; 
Was  changed  for  water  from  the  moat. 
Our  bread  was  such  as  captive's  tears 
Have  moistened  many  a  thousand  years, 
Since  man  first  pent  his  fellow-men 
Like  brutes  within  an  iron  den ; 
But  what  were  these  to  us  or  him  ? 
These  wasted  not  his  heart  or  limb ; 
My  brother's  soul  was  of  that  mold 
Which  in  a  palace  had  grown  cold, 
Had  his  free  breathing  been  denied 
The  range  of  the  steep  mountain's  side ; 
But  why  delay  the  truth  ?  —  he  died. 
I  saw,  and  could  not  hold  his  head, 
Nor  reach  his  dying  hand  —  nor  dead,  — 
Though  hard  I  strove,  but  strove  in  vain, 
To  rend  and  gnash  my  bonds  in  twain. 
He  died  —  and  they  unlocked  his  chain, 
And  scooped  for  him  a  shallow  grave 
Even  from  the  cold  earth  of  our  cave. 
I  begged  them,  as  a  boon,  to  lay 
His  corse  in  dust  whereon  the  day 
Might  shine  —  it  vras  a  foolish  thought. 
But  then  within  my  brain  it  wrought, 
That  even  in  death  his  freeborn  breast 
In  such  a  dungeon  could  not  rest. 
I  might  have  spared  my  idle  prayer  — 
They  coldly  laughed  —  and  laid  him  there: 
The  flat  and  turfless  earth  above 
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The  being  we  so  mucli  did  love ; 
His  empty  chain  above  it  leant, 
Such  murder's  fitting  monument ! 


VITI. 

But  he,  the  favorite  and  the  flower, 

Most  cherished  since  his  natal  hour, 

His  mother's  image  in  fair  face. 

The  infant  love  of  all  his  race. 

His  martyred  father's  dearest  thought, 

My  latest  care,  for  whom  I  sought 

To  hoard  my  life,  that  his  might  be 

Less  wretched  now,  and  one  day  free; 

He,  too,  who  yet  had  held  untired 

A  spirit  natural  or  inspired  — 

He,  too,  was  struck,  and  day  by  day 

Was  withered  on  the  stalk  away. 

Oh,  God !  it  is  a  fearful  thing 

To  see  the  human  soul  take  wing 

In  any  shape,  in  any  mood :  — 

I've  seen  it  rushing  forth  in  blood, 

I've  seen  it  on  the  breaking  ocean 

Strive  with  a  swoin  convulsive  motion, 

I've  seen  the  sick  and  ghastly  bed 

Of  Sin  delirious  with  its  dread : 

But  these  were  horrors  —  this  was  w^oe 

Unmixed  with  such  —  but  sure  and  slow : 

He  faded,  and  so  calm  and  meek. 

So  softly  worn,  so  sweetly  weak, 

So  tearless,  yet  so  tender  —  kind, 

And  grieved  for  those  he  left  behind ; 

With  all  the  while  a  cheek  whose  bloom 

Was  as  a  mockery  of  the  tomb, 

Whose  tints  as  gently  sunk  away 

As  a  departing  rainbow's  ray  — 

An  eye  of  most  transparent  light, 

That  almost  made  the  dungeon  bright, 

And  not  a  word  of  murmur  —  not 

A  groan  o'er  his  untimely  lot,  — 

A  little  talk  of  better  days, 

A  little  hope  my  own  to  raise, 

For  I  was  sunk  in  silence  —  lost 

In  this  last  loss,  of  all  the  most; 

And  then  the  sighs  he  would  suppress 
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Of  fainting  nature's  feebleness, 

]\lore  slowly  drawn,  grew  less  and  less : 

I  listened,  but  I  could  not  hear  — 

I  called,  for  I  was  wild  with  fear ; 

I  knew  'twas  hopeless,  but  mj'-  dread 

Would  not  be  thus  admonished ; 

I  called,  and  thought  I  heard  a  sound  — 

I  burst  my  chain  with  one  strong  bound, 

And  rushed  to  him :  —  I  found  him  not, 

/only  stirred  in  this  black  spot, 

/  only  lived  —  /  only  drew 

The  accursed  breath  of  dungeon  dew ; 

The  last  —  the  sole  —  the  dearest  link 

Between  me  and  the  eternal  brink, 

Which  bound  me  to  my  failing  race, 

Was  broken  in  this  fatal  place. 

One  on  the  earth,  and  one  beneath  — 

My  brothers  —  both  had  ceased  to  breathe : 

I  took  that  hand  which  lay  so  still, 

Alas  !  my  own  was  full  as  chill ; 

I  had  not  strength  to  stir,  or  strive. 

But  felt  that  I  was  still  alive  — 

A  frantic  feeling,  when  we  know 

That  what  we  love  shall  ne'er  be  so. 

I  know  not  why 

I  could  not  die, 
I  had  no  earthly  hope  —  but  faith. 
And  that  forbade  a  selfish  death. 


IX. 

What  next  befell  me  then  and  there 

I  know  not  well  —  I  never  knew  — 
First  came  the  loss  of  light,  and  air, 

And  then  of  darkness  too ; 
I  had  no  thought,  no  feeling  —  none  — 
Among  the  stones  I  stood  a  stone, 
And  was,  scarce  conscious  what  I  wist, 
As  shrubless  crags  within  the  mist; 
For  all  was  blank,  and  bleak,  and  gray, 
It  was  not  night  —  it  was  not  day, 
It  was  not  even  the  dungeon  light, 
So  hateful  to  my  heavy  sight, 
But  vacancy  absorbing  space. 
And  fixedness  —  without  a  place; 
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There  were  no  stars  —  no  earth  — no  time  — 

No  check  —  no  change  —  no  good  —  no  crime 

But  silence,  and  a  stirless  breath 

Which  neither  was  of  life  nor  death ; 

A  sea  of  stagnant  idleness, 

Blind,  boundless,  mute,  and  motionless ! 


A  light  broke  in  upon  my  brain,  — 

It  was  the  carol  of  a  bird ; 
It  ceased,  and  then  it  came  again, 

The  sweetest  song  ear  ever  heard. 
And  mine  was  thankful  till  my  eyes 
Ean  over  with  the  glad  surprise, 
And  they  that  moment  could  not  see 
I  was  the  mate  of  misery; 
But  then  by  dull  degrees  came  back 
My  senses  to  their  wonted  track, 
I  saw  the  dungeon  walls  and  floor 
Close  slowly  round  me  as  before, 
I  saw  the  glimmer  of  the  sun 
Creeping  as  it  before  had  done, 
But  through  the  crevice  where  it  came 
That  bird  was  perched,  as  fond  and  tame, 

And  tamer  than  upon  the  tree ; 
A  lovely  bird,  with  azure  wings. 
And  song  that  said  a  thousand  things, 

And  seemed  to  say  them  all  for  me  1 
I  never  saw  its  like  before, 
I  ne'er  shall  see  its  likeness  more : 
It  seemed  like  me  to  want  a  mate. 
But  was  not  half  so  desolate. 
And  it  was  come  to  love  me  when 
None  lived  to  love  me  so  again, 
And  cheering  from  my  dungeon's  brink, 
Had  brought  me  back  to  feel  and  think. 
I  know  not  if  it  late  were  free, 

Or  broke  its  cage  to  perch  on  mine. 
But  knowing  well  captivity. 

Sweet  bird !  I  could  not  wish  for  thine ! 
Or  if  it  were,  in  winged  guise, 
A  visitant  from  Paradise ; 
For  —  Heaven  forgive  that  thought!  the  whilo 
Which  made  me  both  to  weep  and  smile  j 
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I  sometimes  deemed  that  it  might  be 
My  brother's  soiil  come  down  to  me ; 
But  then  at  last  away  it  flew, 
And  then  'twas  mortal  —  well  I  knew, 
For  he  would  never  thus  have  flown, 
And  left  me  twice  so  doubly  lone,  — 
Lone  —  as  the  corse  within  its  shroud, 
Lone  —  as  a  solitary  cloud, 

A  single  cloud  on  a  sunny  day. 
While  all  the  rest  of  heaven  is  clear, 
A  frown  upon  the  atmosphere, 
That  hath  no  business  to  appear 

When  skies  are  blue,  and  earth  is  gay. 

XI. 

A  kmd  of  change  came  in  my  fate, 
My  keepers  grew  compassionate ; 
I  know  not  what  had  made  them  so. 
They  were  inured  to  sights  of  woe. 
But  so  it  was  :  —  my  broken  chain 
With  links  unfastened  did  remain. 
And  it  was  liberty  to  stride 
Along  my  cell  from  side  to  side. 
And  up  and  down,  and  then  athwart. 
And  tread  it  over  every  part ; 
And  round  the  pillars  one  by  one, 
Eeturning  where  my  walk  begmi, 
Avoiding  only,  as  I  trod, 
My  brothers'  graves  without  a  sod ; 
For  if  I  thought  with  heedless  tread 
My  step  profaned  their  lowly  bed. 
My  breath  came  gaspingly  and  thick, 
And  my  crushed  heart  fell  blind  and  sick. 

XII. 

I  made  a  footing  in  the  wall. 

It  was  not  therefrom  to  escape, 
For  I  had  buried  one  and  all 

Who  loved  me  in  a  human  shape; 
And  the  whole  earth  would  henceforth  be 
A  wider  prison  unto  me  : 
No  child  —  no  sire  —  no  kin  had  I, 
No  partner  in  my  misery  ; 
I  thought  of  this,  and  I  was  glad. 
For  thought  of  them  had  made  mc  mad ; 
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But  I  was  curious  to  ascend 
To  my  barred  windows,  and  to  bend 
Once  more,  upon  the  mountains  high 
The  quiet  of  a  loving  eye. 

XIII, 

I  saw  them  —  and  they  were  the  same, 
They  were  not  changed  like  me  in  frame ; 
I  saw  their  thousand  years  of  snow 
On  high  —  their  wide  long  lake  below, 
And  the  blue  Rhone  in  fullest  flow ; 
I  heard  the  torrents  leap  and  gush 
O'er  channeled  rock  and  broken  bush  ; 
I  saw  the  white-walled  distant  town, 
And  whiter  sails  go  skimming  down; 
And  then  there  was  a  little  isle. 
Which  in  my  very  face  did  smile, 

The  only  one  in  view ; 
A  small  green  isle,  it  seemed  no  more, 
Scarce  broader  than  my  dungeon  floor, 
But  in  it  there  were  three  tall  trees, 
And  o'er  it  blew  the  mountain  breeze. 
And  by  it  there  were  waters  flowing, 
And  on  it  there  were  young  flowers  growing. 

Of  gentle  breath  and  hue. 
The  fish  swam  by  the  castle  wall, 
And  they  seemed  joyous  each  and  all; 
The  eagle  rode  the  rising  blast, 
Methought  he  never  flew  so  fast 
As  then  to  me  he  seemed  to  fly, 
And  then  new  tears  came  in  my  eye. 
And  I  felt  troubled  —  and  would  fain 
I  had  not  left  my  recent  chain ; 
And  when  I  did  descend  again. 
The  darkness  of  my  dim  abode 
Fell  on  me  as  a  heavy  load ; 
It  was  as  is  a  new-dug  grave, 
Closing  o'er  one  we  sought  to  save,  — 
And  yet  my  glance,  too  much  oppressed. 
Had  almost  need  of  such  a  rest. 

XIV. 

It  might  be  months,  or  years,  or  days, 
I  kept  no  count  —  I  took  no  note, 
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I  had  no  hope  my  eyes  to  raise, 

And  clear  them  of  their  dreary  mote; 
At  last  men  came  to  set  me  free, 

I  asked  not  why,  and  recked  not  where, 
It  was  at  length  the  same  to  me, 
Fettered  or  fetterless  to  be, 

I  learned  to  love  despair. 
And  thus  when  they  appeared  at  last, 
And  all  my  bonds  aside  were  cast. 
These  heavy  walls  to  me  had  grown 
A  hermitage  —  and  all  my  own ! 
And  half  I  felt  as  they  were  come 
To  tear  me  from  a  second  home : 
With  spiders  I  had  friendship  made, 
And  watched  them  in  their  sullen  trade, 
Had  seen  the  mice  by  moonlight  play. 
And  why  should  I  feel  less  than  they  ? 
We  were  all  inmates  of  one  place, 
And  I,  the  monarch  of  each  race, 
Had  power  to  kill  —  yet,  strange  to  tell ! 
In  quiet  we  had  learned  to  dwell  — 
My  very  chains  and  I  grew  friends. 
So  much  a  long  communion  tends 
To  make  us  what  we  are  :  —  even  I 
Regained  my  freedom  with  a  sigh. 
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By  W.  M.  THACKERAY, 

(From  "  Vanity  Fair.") 

[William  Makepeace  Thackeray,  English  novelist  and  hnmorist,  was 
born  in  Calcutta,  India,  July  19,  1811,  and  died  December  24,  1863.  He 
studied  for  an  artist,  but  could  not  learn  to  draw,  and  after  some  years  of 
struggle  began  to  make  a  name  in  Fraser^s  Magazine  by  "The  Great  Hoggarty 
Diamond,"  "The  Yellowplush  Papers,"  etc.  There  followed  "The  Paris 
Sketch  Book";  "Tlie  Book  of  Snobs,"  "Ballads  of  Policeman  X,"  Prize 
Novelists,"  etc.,  from  Punch;  and  "The  Rose  and  the  Ring."  "  Vanity  Fair," 
"  Pendennis,"  "  Henry  Esmond,"  and  "  The  Newcomes,"  his  four  great  master- 
pieces, all  came  in  the  six  years  1848-1854.  His  lectures  on  "English  Humor- 
ists" and  "The  Four  Georges"  followed;  then  "The  Virginians"  (sequel  to 
•'Esmond"),  "Lovel  the   Widower,"    "Philip,"  and  the  unfinished  "Denis 

'  By  jjcrmission  of  Smith,  Elder  &  Co.     (Crown  8vo.,  price  3«.  Gd.) 
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Duval,"  contributed  to  the  CornMll  Magazine.,  which  he  edited  1859-1862,  and 
which  contained  also  "  The  Roundabout  Papers."] 


Friend  Rawdon  drove  on  then  to  Mr.  Moss'  mansion  in 
Cursitor  Street,  and  was  duly  inducted  into  that  dismal  place 
of  hospitality.  Morning  was  breaking  over  the  cheerful  house 
tops  of  Chancery  Lane  as  the  rattling  cab  woke  up  the  echoes 
there.  A  little  pink-eyed  Jew  boy,  with  a  head  as  ruddy  as 
the  rising  morn,  let  the  party  into  the  house,  and  Rawdon  was 
welcomed  to  the  ground-floor  apartments  by  Mr.  Moss,  his 
traveling  companion  and  host,  who  cheerfully  asked  him  if  he 
would  like  a  glass  of  something  warm  after  his  drive. 

The  Colonel  was  not  so  depressed  as  some  mortals  would 
be,  who,  quitting  a  palace  and  a  placens  uxor.,  find  themselves 
barred  into  a  sponging  house,  for,  if  the  truth  must  be  told, 
he  had  been  a  lodger  at  Mr.  Moss'  establishment  once  or 
twice  before.  We  have  not  thought  it  necessary  in  the  pre- 
vious course  of  this  narrative  to  mention  these  trivial  little 
domestic  incidents  :  but  the  reader  may  be  assured  that  they 
can't  unfrequently  occur  in  the  life  of  a  man  who  lives  on 
nothing  a  year. 

Upon  his  first  visit  to  Mr.  Moss,  the  Colonel,  then  a  bache- 
lor, had  been  liberated  by  the  generosity  of  his  Aunt ;  on  the 
second  mishap,  little  Becky,  with  the  greatest  spirit  and  kind- 
ness, had  borrowed  a  sum  of  money  from  Lord  Southdown,  and 
had  coaxed  her  husband's  creditor  (who  was  her  shawl,  velvet 
gown,  lace  pocket  handkerchief,  trinket,  and  gimcrack  purveyor, 
indeed)  to  take  a  portion  of  the  sum  claimed,  and  Rawdon's 
promissory  note  for  the  remainder  :  so  on  both  these  occasions 
the  capture  and  release  had  been  conducted  with  the  utmost 
gallantry  on  all  sides,  and  Moss  and  the  Colonel  were  there- 
fore on  the  very  best  of  terms. 

"You'll  find  your  old  bed,  Colonel,  and  everything  com- 
fortable," that  gentleman  said,  "  as  I  may  honestly  say.  You 
may  be  pretty  sure  its  kep  aired,  and  by  the  best  of  company 
too.  It  was  slep  in  the  night  afore  last  by  the  Honorable  Cap 
ting  Famish,  of  the  Fiftieth  Dragoons,  whose  Mar  took  him 
out,  after  a  fortnight,  jest  to  punish  him,  she  said.  But,  Law 
bless  you,  I  promise  you,  he  punished  my  champagne,  and  had 
a  party  ere  every  night  —  reglar  tiptop  swells,  down  from 
the  clubs  and  the  West  End  — Captain  Ragg,  the  Honorable 
Deuceace,  who  lives  in  the  Temple,  and  some  fellers  as  knov/s 


RAWDON   CRAWLEY  BECOMES  A  MAN.  6817 

a  good  glass  of  wine,  I  warrant  you.     I've  got  a  Doctor  of 
Diwinity   upstairs,   five  gents   in   the    Coffeeroom,   and   Mrs. 
Moss  has  a  tably-dy-hoty  at  half-past  five,  and  a  little  cards 
or  music  afterwards,  when  we  shall  be  most  happy  to  see  you." 
"  I'll  ring  when  I  want  anything,"  said  Rawdon,  and  went 
quietly  to  his  bedroom.     He  was  an  old  soldier,  we  have  said, 
and  not  to  be  disturbed  by  any  little  shocks  of  fate.     A  weaker 
man  would  have  sent  off  a  letter  to  his  wife  on  the  instant  of 
his  capture.     "  But  what  is  the  use  of  disturbing  her  night's 
rest?"  thought  Rawdon.      'She  won't  know  whether  I  am  in 
my  room  or  not.     It  will  be  time  enough  to  write  to  her  when 
nhe  has  had  her  sleep  out,  and  I  have  had  mine.     It's  only  a 
hundred  and  seventy,  and  the  deuce  is  in  it  if  we  can't  raise 
that."     And  so,  thinking  about  little  Rawdon  (whom  he  would 
not  have  know  that  he  was  in  such  a  queer  place),  the  Colonel 
turned  into  the  bed  lately  occupied  by  Captain  Famish,  and  fell 
asleep.     It  was  ten  o'clock  when  he  woke  up,  and  the  ruddy- 
headed  youth  brought  him,  with  conscious  pride,  a  fine  silver 
dressing  case,  wherewith  he  might  perform  the  operation  of 
shaving.      Indeed,  Mr.  Moss'  house,  though  somewhat  dirty, 
was  splendid  throughout.     There  were  dirty  trays,  and  wine 
coolers  en  permanence  on  the  sideboard,  huge  dirty  gilt  cornices, 
with  dingy  yellow  satin  hangings  to  the  barred  windows  which 
looked  into  Cursitor  Street  —  vast  and  dirt}'  gilt  picture  frames 
surrounding  pieces  sporting  and  sacred,  all  of  which  works  were 
by  the  greatest  masters ;  and  fetched  the  greatest  prices,  too, 
in  the  bill  transactions,  in  the  course  of  which  they  were  sold 
and  bought  over  and  over  again.     The  Colonel's  breakfast  was 
served  to  him  in  the  same  dingy  and  gorgeous  plated  ware. 
Miss  Moss,  a  dark-eyed  maid  in  curl  papers,  appeared  with  the 
teapot,  and,  smiling,  asked  the  Colonel  how  he  had  slep  ?  and 
she  brought  him  in  the  Morning  Post,  with  the  names  of  all  the 
great  people  who  had  figured  at  Lord  Steyne's  entertainment 
the  night  before.     It  contained  a  brilliant  account  of  the  fes- 
tivities, and  of  the  beautiful  and  accomplished  I\Irs.  Rawdon 
Crawley's  admirable  personifications. 

After  a  lively  chat  with  this  lady  (who  sat  on  the  edge  of 
the  breakfast  table  in  an  easy  attitude  displaying  the  drapery 
of  her  stocking  and  an  ex-white  satin  shoe,  which  was  down  at 
heel).  Colonel  Crawley  called  for  pens  and  ink,  and  paper  ;  and 
being  asked  how  many  sheets,  chose  one  which  was  brought  to 
him  between  Miss  Moss'  own  finger  and  thumb.     Many  a  sheet 

31 


6818  RAWDOX  CRAWLEY   BECOMES    A  MAN. 

had  that  dark-eyed  damsel  brought  in  ;  many  a  poor  fellow  had 
scrawled  and  blotted  hurried  lines  of  entreaty,  and  paced  up 
and  down  that  awful  room  until  his  messenger  brought  back 
the  reply.  Poor  men  always  use  messengers  instead  of  the 
post.  Who  has  not  had  their  letters,  with  the  wafers  wet, 
and  the  announcement  that  a  person  is  waiting  in  the  hall? 
Now  on  the  score  of  his  application,  Rawdon  had  not  many 
misgivings. 

Dear  Becky  (Eawdon  wrote),  — 

I  hope  you  slept  well.  Don't  be  frightened  if  I  don't  bring  you 
in  jouT  coffy.  Last  night  as  I  wac  coming  home  smoaking,  I  met 
with  an  decadent.  I  was  nabhed  by  Moss  of  Cursitor  Street  — from 
whose  gilt  and  splendid  parler  I  write  this  —  the  same  that  had  me 
this  time  two  years.  Miss  Moss  brought  in  my  tea  —  she  is  grown 
very  fat,  and,  as  usual,  had  her  stockens  down  at  heal. 

It's  Nathan's  business  —  a  hundred  and  fifty— v^rith  costs,  hun- 
dred and  seventy.  Please  send  me  my  desk  and  some  cloths  —  I'm 
in  pumps  and  a  white  tye  (something  like  Miss  M.'s  stockings)  — 
I've  seventy  in  it.     And  as  soon  as  you  get  this,  Drive  to  Nathan's 

offer  him  seventy-five  down,  and  ask  him  to  renew  —  say  I'll  take 

wine  —  we  may  as  well  have  some  dinner  sherry ;  but  not  picturs, 
they're  too  dear. 

If  he  won't  stand  it,  take  my  ticker  and  such  of  your  things 
as  you  can  sjxire,  and  send  them  to  Balls  —  we  must,  of  coarse,  have 
the  sum  to-niglit.  It  won't  do  to  let  it  stand  over,  as  to-morrow's 
Sunday ;  the  beds  here  are  not  very  clean,  and  there  may  be  other 
things  out  against  me  —  I'm  glad  it  ain't  Eawdon's  Saturday  for 
coming  home.     God  bless  you. 

Yours  in  haste, 

R.  C. 

P.S.    Make  haste  and  come. 

This  letter,  sealed  with  a  wafer,  was  dispatched  by  one  of 
the  messengers  who  are  always  hanging  about  Mr.  Moss'  estab- 
lishment ;  and  Rawdon,  having  seen  him  depart,  went  out  in 
the  courtyard,  and  smoked  his  cigar  with  a  tolerably  easy  mind 
—  in  spite  of  the  bars  overhead;  for  Mr.  Moss'  courtyard  is 
railed  in  like  a  cage,  lest  the  gentlemen  who  are  boarding  with 
him  should  take  a  fancy  to  escape  from  his  hospitality. 

Three  hours,  he  calculated,  would  be  the  utmost  time  re- 
quired, before  Becky  should  arrive  and  open  his  prison  doors  : 
and  he  passed  these  pretty  cheerfully  in  smoking,  in  reading 
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the  paper,  and  in  the  coffeeroom  with  an  acquaintance,  Captain 
Walker,  Avho  happened  to  be  there,  and  with  Avhom  he  cut  for 
sixpences  for  some  hours,  with  pretty  equal  luck  on  either  side. 

But  the  day  passed  away  and  no  messenger  returned,  —  no 
Becky.  Mr.  jNloss'  tably-dy-hoty  was  served  at  the  appointed 
hour  of  half-past  five,  when  such  of  the  gentlemen  lodging  iu 
the  house  as  could  afford  to  pay  for  the  banquet,  came  and 
partook  of  it  in  the  splendid  front  parlor  before  described,  and 
with  which  Mr.  Crawley's  temporary  lodging  communicated, 
when  Miss  M.  (Miss  Hem,  as  her  papa,  called  her)  appeared 
without  the  curl  papers  of  the  morning,  and  IMrs.  Hem  did  the 
honors  of  a  prime  boiled  leg  of  mutton  and  turnips,  of  which 
the  Colonel  ate  with  a  very  faint  appetite.  Asked  whether  he 
would  "  stand  "  a  bottle  of  champagne  for  the  company,  he  con- 
sented, and  the  ladies  drank  to  his  'ealth,  and  ]Mr.  Moss  in  the 
most  polite  manner  "looked  towards  him." 

In  the  midst  of  this  repast,  however,  the  doorbell  was 
lieard,  —  young  INIoss  of  the  ruddy  hair  rose  up  with  the  keys 
and  answered  the  summons,  and  coming  back,  told  the  Colonel 
that  the  messenger  had  returned  with  a  bag,  a  desk,  and  a 
letter,  which  he  gave  him.  "  No  ceramony.  Colonel,  I  beg," 
said  Mrs.  Moss  with  a  wave  of  her  hand,  and  he  opened  the 
letter  rather  tremulously.  —  It  was  a  beautiful  letter,  highly 
scented,  on  a  pink  paper,  and  with  a  light  green  seal. 

Mox  Pauvre  Cher  Petit  (Mrs.  Crawley  wrote),  — 

I  could  not  sleep  one  wink  for  thinking  of  what  had  become  of 
viy  odious  old  monstre :  and  only  got  to  rest  in  the  morning  after 
sending  for  Mr.  Blench  (for  I  was  in  a  fever),  who  gave  me  a  com- 
posing draught  and  left  orders  with  Finette  that  I  should  be  dis- 
turbed on  no  account.  So  that  my  poor  old  man's  messenger,  who 
had  bien  mauvase  mine,  Finette  says,  and  senioit  le  Geni^vre,  remained 
in  the  hall  for  some  hours  waiting  my  bell.  You  may  fancy  my 
state  when  I  read  your  poor  dear  old  ill-spelt  letter. 

Ill  as  I  was,  I  instantly  called  for  the  carriage,  and  as  soon  as  I 
was  dressed  (though  I  couldn't  drink  a  drop  of  chocolate  —  I  assure 
you  I  couldn't  without  my  monstre  to  bring  it  to  mo),  I  drove  ventre 
cl  terre  to  Nathan's.  I  saw  him  —  I  wept  —  I  cried  —  I  fell  at  his 
odious  knees.  Nothing  would  mollify  the  horrid  man.  He  would 
have  all  the  money,  he  said,  or  keep  my  poor  monstre  in  prison.  I 
drove  home  with  the  intention  of  paying  that  trisle  visite  chez  mon 
oncle  (when  every  trinket  I  have  should  be  at  your  disposal  though 
they  would  not  fetch  a  hundred  jjounds,  for  some,  you  know,  ara 
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with  ce  cher  oncle  already),  and  fonnd  Milor  there  with  the  Bul- 
garian old  sheep-faced  monstre,  who  had  come  to  compliment  me 
upon  last  night's  performances.  Paddington  came  in,  too,  drawling 
and  lisping  and  twiddling  his  hair;  so  did  Champignac,  and  his 

chef everybody  with /o^'soh  of  compliments  and  pretty  speeches  — 

plaguing  poor  me,  who  longed  to  be  rid  of  them,  and  was  thinking 
every  moment  of  the  time  of  mon  pauvre  prisonnier. 

When  they  were  gone,  I  went  down  on  my  knees  to  Milor; 
told  him  we  were  going  to  pawn  everything,  and  begged  and  prayed 
him  to  give  me  two  hundred  pounds.  He  jDish'd  and  psha'd  in  a 
fury  —  told  me  not  to  be  such  a  fool  as  to  pawn  —  and  said  he  would 
see  whether  he  could  lend  me  the  money.  At  last  he  went  away, 
promising  that  he  would  send  it  me  in  the  morning :  when  I  will 
bring  it  to  my  poor  old  monstre  with  a  kiss  from  his  affectionate 

Becky. 

I  am  writing  in  bed.  Oh,  I  have  such  a  headache  and  such  a 
heartache  ! 

When  Rawdon  read  over  this  letter,  he  turned  so  red  and 
looked  so  savage,  that  the  company  at  the  table  d'hote  easily 
perceived  that  bad  news  had  reached  him.  All  his  suspicions, 
which  he  had  been  trying  to  banish,  returned  upon  him.  She 
could  not  even  go  out  and  sell  her  trinkets  to  free  him.  She 
could  laugh  and  talk  about  compliments  paid  to  her,  whilst 
he  was  in  prison.  Who  had  put  him  there?  Wenham  had 
walked  with  him.  Was  there  ...  He  could  hardly  bear  to 
think  of  what  he  suspected.  Leaving  the  room  hurriedly,  he 
ran  into  his  own  —  opened  his  desk,  wrote  two  hurried  lines, 
which  he  directed  to  Sir  Pitt  or  Lady  Crawley,  and  bade  the  mes- 
senger carry  them  at  once  to  Gaunt  Street,  bidding  him  to  take 
a  cab,  and  promising  him  a  guinea  if  he  was  back  in  an  hour. 

In  the  note  he  besought  his  dear  brother  and  sister,  for  the 
sake  of  God ;  for  the  sake  of  his  dear  child  and  his  honor;  to 
come  to  him  and  relieve  him  from  his  difficulty.  He  was  in 
prison:  he  wanted  a  hundred  pounds  to  set  him  free^ — he 
entreated  them  to  come  to  him. 

He  went  back  to  the  dining  room  after  dispatching  his 
messenger,  and  called  for  more  wine.  He  laughed  and  talked 
with  a  strange  boisterousness,  as  the  people  thought.  Some- 
times he  laughed  madly  at  his  own  fears,  and  went  on  drinking 
for  an  hour  ;  listening  all  the  while  for  the  carriage  which  was 
to  bring  his  fate  back. 

At  the  expiration  of  that  time,  wheels  were  heard  whirling 


RAWDON   CRAWLEY   BECOMES   A   MAN.  6821 

up  to  the  gate  —  the  young  Janitor  went  out  with  his  gate 
keys.     It  was  a  Lady  whom  he  let  in  at  the  bailiff's  door. 

"Colonel  Crawley,"  she  said,  trembling  very  much.  lie, 
with  a  knowing  look,  locked  the  outer  door  upon  her  —  then 
unlocked  and  opened  the  inner  one,  and  calling  out,  "  Colonel, 
you're  wanted,"  led  her  into  the  back  parlor,  whicli  he 
occupied. 

Kawdon  came  in  from  the  dining  parlor,  where  all  those 
people  were  carousing,  into  his  back  room  ;  a  flare  of  coarse 
light  following  him  into  the  apartment  where  the  lady  stood, 
still  very  nervous. 

"  It  is  I,  Rawdon,"  she  said,  in  a  timid  voice,  which  she 
strove  to  render  cheerful.  "  It  is  Jane."  Rawdon  was  quite 
overcome  by  that  kind  voice  and  presence.  He  ran  up  to  her 
—  caught  her  in  his  arms  —  gasped  out  some  inarticulate  words 
of  thanks,  and  fairly  sobbed  on  her  shoulder.  She  did  not 
know  the  cause  of  his  emotion. 

The  bills  of  Mr.  Moss  were  quickly  settled,  perhaps  to  the 
disappointment  of  that  gentleman,  who  had  counted  on  having 
the  Colonel  as  his  guest  over  Sunday  at  least ;  and  Jane,  with 
beaming  smiles  and  happiness  in  her  eyes,  carried  away  Raw- 
don from  the  bailiff's  house,  and  they  went  homewards  in  the 
cab  in  which  she  had  hastened  to  his  release.  "  Pitt  was  gone 
to  a  parliamentary  dinner,"  she  said,  "  when  Rawdon's  note 
came,  and  so,  dear  Rawdon,  I  —  I  came  myself ;  "  and  she  put 
her  kind  hand  in  his.  Perhaps  it  was  well  for  Rawdon 
Crawley  that  Pitt  was  away  at  that  dinner.  Rawdon  thanked 
his  sister  a  hundred  times,  and  with  an  ardor  of  gratitude 
which  touched  and  almost  alarmed  that  soft-hearted  woman. 
"  Oh,"  said  he,  in  his  rude,  artless  way,  "  you  —  you  don't 
know  how  I'm  changed  since  I've  known  you,  and — and  little 
Rawdy.     I  —  I'd  like  to  change  somehow.     You  see  I  want  — 

I  want  —  to  be "     He  did  not  finish  the  sentence,  but  she 

could  interpret  it.  And  that  night  after  he  left  her,  and  as 
she  sat  by  her  own  little  boy's  bed,  she  prayed  humbly  for 
that  poor  wayworn  sinner. 

Rawdon  left  her  and  walked  home  rapidly.  It  was  nine 
o'clock  at  night.  He  ran  across  the  streets,  and  the  great 
squares  of  Vanity  Fair,  and  at  length  came  up  breathless  oppo- 
site his  own  house.  He  started  back  and  fell  against  the  rail- 
ings, trembling  as  he  looked  up.     The  drawing-room  windows 
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■were  blazino-  v/itli  light.  She  had  said  that  she  was  in  bed  and 
ill.  He  stood  there  for  some  time,  the  light  from  the  rooms  on 
his  pale  face. 

He  took  out  his  door  key  and  let  himself  into  the  house. 
He  could  hear  laughter  in  the  upper  rooms.  He  was  in  the 
ball  dress  in  which  he  had  been  captured  the  night  before.  He 
went  silently  up  the  stairs,  leaning  against  the  banisters  at  the 
stair  head.  —  Nobody  was  stirring  in  the  house  besides  —  all 
the  servants  had  been  sent  away.  Rawdon  heard  laughter 
within — laughter  and  singing.  Becky  was  singing  a  snatch  of 
the  song  of  the  night  before;  a  hoarse  voice  shouted  "  Brava! 
Brava  !  "  —  it  was  Lord  Steyne's. 

Rawdon  opened  the  door  and  went  in.  A  little  table  with  a 
dinner  was  laid  out  —  and  wine  and  plate.  Steyne  was  hang- 
ing over  the  sofa  on  which  Becky  sat.  The  wretched  woman 
was  in  a  brilliant  full  toilet,  her  arms  and  all  her  fingers 
sparkling  with  bracelets  and  rings ;  and  the  brilliants  on  her 
breast  which  Steyne  had  given  her.  He  had  her  hand  in  his, 
and  Avas  bowing  over  it  to  kiss  it,  when  Becky  started  up  with 
a  faint  scream  as  she  caught  sight  of  Eawdon's  white  face. 
At  the  next  instant  she  tried  a  smile,  a  horrid  smile,  as  if  to 
welcome  her  husband :  and  Steyne  rose  up,  grinding  his  teeth, 
pale,  and  v.dth  fury  in  his  looks. 

He,  too,  attempted  a  laugh  —  and  came  forward  holding 
out  his  hand.  "What,  come  back!  How  d'ye  do,  Crawley?" 
he  said,  the  nerves  of  his  mouth  twitching  as  he  tried  to  grin 
at  the  intruder. 

There  was  that  in  Rawdon's  face  which  caused  Becky  to 
fling  herself  before  him.  "  I  am  innocent,  Rawdon,"  she  said ; 
"before  God,  I  am  innocent."  She  clung  hold  of  his  coat,  of 
his  hands  ;  her  own  were  all  covered  with  serpents,  and  rings, 
and  baubles.  "  I  am  innocent.  —  Say  I  am  innocent,"  she  said 
to  Lord  Steyne. 

He  thought  a  trap  had  been  laid  for  him,  and  was  as  furious 
with  the  wife  as  with  the  husband.  "  You  innocent !  Damn 
you,"  he  screamed  out.  "  You  innocent !  Why,  every  trinket 
you  have  on  your  body  is  paid  for  by  me.  I  have  given  you 
thousands  of  pounds  which  this  fellow  has  spent,  and  for  which 

he  has   sold    you.     Innocent,  by  !     You're   as   innocent 

as  your  mother,  the  ballet  girl,  and  your  husband  the  bully. 
Don't  think  to  frighten  me  as  you  have  done  others.  Make 
way,  sir,  and  let  me  pass  ; "  and  Lord  Steyne  seized  up  his  hat, 
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and,  -u-itli  flame  in  his  eyes,  and  looking  bis  enemy  fiercely  in 
the  face,  marched  upon  him,  never  for  a  moment  doubting  tliat 
the  other  would  give  way. 

But  Rawdon  Crawley  springing  out,  seized  him  by  the  neck- 
cloth, until  Steyne,  almost  strangled,  writhed,  and  bent  under 
his  arm.  "  You  lie,  you  dog  !  "  said  Rawdon.  "  You  lie,  you 
coward  and  villain  !  "  And  he  struck  the  Peer  tv/ice  over 
the  face  with  his  open  hand,  and  flung  him  bleeding  to  the 
ground.  It  was  all  done  before  Rebecca  could  interpose.  She 
stood  there  trembling  before  him.  She  admired  her  husband, 
strong,  brave,  and  victorious. 

"Come  here,"  he  said.  —  She  came  up  at  once. 

"Take  off  those  things."  —  She  began,  trembling,  pulling 
the  jewels  from  her  arms,  and  the  rings  from  her  shaking  fin- 
gers, and  held  them  all  in  a  heap,  quivering  and  looking  up  at 
him.  "Throw  them  down,"  he  said,  and  she  dropped  them. 
He  tore  the  diamond  ornament  out  of  her  breast  and  flung  it  at 
Lord  Steyne.  It  cut  him  on  his  bald  forehead.  Steyne  wore 
the  scar  to  his  dying  day. 

"Come  upstairs,"  Rawdon  said  to  his  wife.  "Don't  kill 
me,  Rawdon,"  she  said.  He  laughed  savagely.  —  "I  want  to 
see  if  that  man  lies  about  the  money  as  he  has  about  me.  Has 
he  given  you  any  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  Rebecca,  "  that  is " 

"Give  me  your  keys,"  Rawdon  answered,  and  they  went 
out  together. 

Rebecca  gave  him  all  the  keys  but  one  :  and  she  was  in 
hopes  that  he  would  not  have  remarked  the  absence  of  that. 
It  belonged  to  the  little  desk  which  Amelia  had  given  her  in 
early  days,  and  which  she  kept  in  a  secret  place.-  But  Rawdon 
flung  open  boxes  and  wardrobes,  throwing  the  multifarious 
trumpery  of  their  contents  here  and  there,  and  at  last  he  found 
the  desk.  The  woman  was  forced  to  open  it.  It  contained 
papers,  love  letters  many  3-ears  old  —  all  sorts  of  small  trinkets 
and  woman's  memoranda.  And  it  contained  a  pocketbook 
with  bank  notes.  Some  of  these  were  dated  ten  years  back, 
too,  and  one  was  quite  a  fresh  one  —  a  note  for  a  thousand 
pounds  which  Lord  Steyne  had  given  her. 

"  Did  he  give  you  this  ?  "  Rawdon  said. 

"  Yes,"  Rebecca  answered. 

"I'll  send  it  to  him  to-day,"  Rawdon  said  (for  day  had 
dawned   again,  and   many  hours   had   passed  in  this  searf^h)» 
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"  and  I  will  pay  Briggs,  who  was  kind  to  the  boy,  and  some  of 
the  debts.  You  will  let  me  know  where  I  shall  send  the  rest 
to  you.  You  might  have  spared  me  a  hundred  pounds,  Becky, 
out  of  all  this  —  I  have  always  shared  with  you." 

"I  am  innocent,"  said  Becky.  And  he  left  her  without 
another  word. 

What  were  her  thoughts  when  he  left  her  ?  She  remained 
for  hours  after  he  was  gone,  the  sunshine  pouring  into  the 
room,  and  Rebecca  sitting  alone  on  the  bed's  edge.  The 
drawers  were  all  opened  and  their  contents  scattered  about,  — 
dresses  and  feathers,  scarfs  and  trinkets,  a  heap  of  tumbled 
vanities  lying  in  a  wreck.  Her  hair  was  falling  ovev  her  shoul- 
ders ;  her  gown  was  torn  where  Rawdon  had  wrenched  the 
brilliants  out  of  it.  She  heard  him  go  downstairs  a  few  min- 
utes after  he  left  her,  and  the  door  slamming  and  closing  on 
him.  She  knew  he  would  never  come  back.  He  was  gone 
forever.  Would  h<3  kill  himself?  —  she  thought  —  not  until 
after  he  had  met  Lord  Steyne.  She  thought  of  her  long  past 
life,  and  all  the  dismal  incidents  of  it.  Ah,  how  dreary  it 
seemed,  how  miserable,  lonely,  and  profitless  !  Should  she  take 
laudanum,  and  end  it,  too  —  have  done  with  all  hopes,  schemes, 
debts,  and  triumphs  ?  The  French  maid  found  her  in  this  posi- 
tion —  sitting  in  the  midst  of  her  miserable  ruins  with  clasped 
hands  and  dry  eyes.  The  woman  was  her  accomplice  and  in 
Steyne's  pay.  "Mon  Dieu,  Madame,  what  has  hapj^ened?" 
she  asked. 

What  Jiad  happened  ?  Was  she  guilty  or  not  ?  She  said 
not ;  but  who  could  tell  what  was  truth  which  came  from  those 
lips ;  or  if  that  corrupt  heart  was  in  this  case  pure  ?  All  her 
lies  and  her  schemes,  all  her  selfishness  and  her  wiles,  all  her 
Y/it  and  genius  had  come  to  this  bankruptcy.  The  woman 
closed  the  curtains,  and  with  some  entreaty  and  show  of  kind- 
ness persuaded  her  mistress  to  lie  down  on  the  bed.  Then 
she  went  below  and  gathered  up  the  trinkets  which  had  been 
lying  on  the  floor  since  Rebecca  dropped  them  there  at  her 
husband's  orders  and  Lord  Steyne  went  away. 
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THE  LANDING  OF  THE  PILGRIM  FATHERS  IN 
NEW   ENGLAND. 

By  FELICIA  D.  HEMAXS. 

The  breaking  waves  dashed  liigh 

On  a  stern  and  rock-bound  coast, 
And  the  woods  against  a  stormy  sky 

Their  giant  branches  tossed  ; 

And  the  heavy  night  hung  dark 

The  hills  and  waters  o'er, 
When  a  band  of  exiles  moored  their  bark 

On  the  wild  New  England  shore. 

The  morning  dawned,  and  far 

Around  lay  a  roaring  sea, 
But  their  strength  was  God  and  their  guiding  star 

Was  the  star  of  Liberty  ! 

Not  as  the  conqueror  comes, 

They,  the  true-hearted,  came ; 
Not  with  the  roll  of  the  stirring  drums, 

And  the  trumpet  that  sings  of  fame ; 

Not  as  the  flying  come, 

In  silence  and  in  fear;  — 
They  shook  the  depths  of  the  desert  gloom 

With  their  hymns  of  lofty  cheer. 

Amidst  the  storm  they  sang. 

And  the  stars  heard  and  the  sea; 
And  the  sounding  aisles  of  the  dim  woods  rang 

To  the  anthem  of  the  free ! 

The  ocean  eagle  soared 

From  his  nest  by  the  white  wave's  foam ; 
And  the  rocking  pines  of  the  forest  roared  — 

This  was  their  welcome  home ! 

They  braved  the  wintry  strand 

And  the  savage  of  tlie  wood  ; 
To  carve  a  home  they  had  but  in  hand 

An  ax  and  their  hardihood. 
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There  were  men  with  hoary  hair 

Amidst  that  pilgrim  band ;  — 
Why  had  they  come  to  wither  there, 

Away  from  their  childhood's  land  ? 

There  was  woman's  fearless  eye, 

Lit  by  her  deep  love's  truth ; 
There  was  manhood's  brow  serenely  high, 

And  the  fiery  heart  of  youth. 

What  sought  they  thus  afar  ? 

Bright  jewels  of  the  mine  ? 
The  wealth  of  seas,  the  spoils  of  war  ?  — 

They  sought  a  faith's  pure  shrine ! 

Ay,  call  it  holy  ground. 

The  soil  where  first  they  trod. 
They  have  left  unstained  what  there  they  found— 

Freedom  to  worship  God. 
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By  WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

(From  "  Knickerbocker's  History  of  New  York.") 

[Washington  Irving,  the  distinguished  American  author,  was  the  son  of  an 
Orkney  Island  emigrant  merchant,  born  in  New  York  city,  April  3,  1783.  He 
studied  law  but  found  literature  more  congenial,  and  after  a  visit  to  Europe 
undertook  the  publication  of  Salmagundi,  a  humorous  magazine ;  and  in 
1809  he  brought  out  "The  History  of  New  York,  by  Dledrich  Knickerbocker," 
which  at  once  established  his  literary  position.  In  1815  he  went  to  Europe,  and 
remained  abroad  for  seventeen  years,  traveling  widely.  About  1817  the  com- 
mercial house  in  which  he  was  a  partner  failed,  and  he  was  compelled  for  a  time 
to  devote  himself  to  literature  for  a  subsistence.  He  became  secretary  of  the 
American  embassy  (1829) ;  United  States  minister  to  Spain  (1842)  ;  and  after  his 
return,  four  years  later,  passed  the  rest  of  his  days  at  Sunnyside,  on  the  banks  of 
the  Hudson  river,  near  Tarrytown,  N.Y.,  where  he  died  Nov.  28,  1859.  Among 
his  best-known  works  are  :  "The  Sketch  Book"  (1820),  "Bracebridge  Hall," 
"Life  of  Columbus,"  "Conquest  of  Granada,"  "The  Alhambra,"  "Astoria," 
♦' Wolfert's  Roost,"  "  Life  of  Washington." 

Grievous  and  very  much  to  be  commiserated  is  the  task  of 
the  feeling  historian  who  writes  the  history  of  his  native  land. 
If  it  fall  to  his  lot  to  be  the  sad  recorder  of  calamity  or  crime, 
the  mournful  page  is  watered  with  his  tears  —  nor  can  he  recall 
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the  most  prosperous  and  blissful  era,  without  a  melancholy  sigh 
at  the  reflection  that  it  has  passed  away  forever  I  I  know  not 
whether  it  be  owing  to  an  immoderate  love  for  the  simplicity 
of  former  times,  or  to  that  certain  tenderness  of  heart  incident 
to  all  sentimental  historians  ;  but  I  candidly  confess  that  I 
cannot  look  back  on  the  happier  days  of  our  city,  which  I  now 
describe,  without  a  sad  dejection  of  the  spirits.  With  a  fal- 
tering hand  do  I  withdraw  the  curtain  of  oblivion  that  veils 
the  modest  merit  of  our  venerable  ancestors,  and  as  their  fig- 
ures rise  to  my  mental  vision,  humble  myself  before  the  mighty 
shades. 

Such  are  my  feelings  when  I  revisit  the  family  mansion  of 
the  Knickerbockers,  and  spend  a  lonely  hour  in  the  chamber 
where  hang  the  portraits  of  my  forefathers,  shrouded  in  dust, 
like  the  forms  they  represent.  With  pious  reverence  do  I  gaze 
on  the  countenances  of  those  renowned  burghers  who  have 
preceded  me  in  the  steady  march  of  existence  —  whose  sober 
and  temperate  blood  now  meanders  through  my  veins,  flowing 
slower  and  slower  in  its  feeble  conduits,  until  its  current  shall 
soon  be  stopped  forever  ! 

These,  say  I  to  myself,  are  but  frail  memorials  of  the  mighty 
men  who  flourished  in  the  days  of  the  patriarchs  ;  but  who, 
alas,  have  long  since  moldered  in  that  tomb  towards  which  my 
steps  are  insensibly  and  irresistibly  hastening!  As  I  puGO  the 
darkened  chamber,  and  lose  myself  in  melancholy  musings, 
the  shadowy  images  around  me  almost  seem  to  steal  once  more 
into  existence  —  their  countenances  to  assume  the  animation  of 
life  —  their  eyes  to  pursue  me  in  every  movement  !  Carried 
away  by  the  delusions  of  fancy,  I  almost  imagine  myself  sur- 
rounded by  the  shades  of  the  departed,  and  holding  sweet  con- 
verse with  the  worthies  of  antiquity!  Ah,  hapless  Diedrich! 
born  in  a  degenerate  age,  abandoned  to  the  buffetings  of  for- 
tune —  a  stranger  and  a  weary  pilgrim  in  thy  native  land  — 
blest  with  no  weeping  wife,  nor  family  of  helpless  children  ; 
but  doomed  to  wander  neglected  through  those  crowded  streets, 
and  elbowed  by  foreign  upstarts  from  those  fair  abodes  where 
once  thj''  ancestors  held  sovereign  empire! 

Let  me  not,  however,  lose  the  historian  in  the  man,  nor  suffer 
the  doting  recollections  of  age  to  overcome  me,  while  dwelling 
with  fond  garrulity  on  the  virtuous  days  of  the  patriarchs  —  on 
those  sweet  days  of  simplicity  and  ease,  which  nevermore  will 
dawn  on  the  lovely  island  of  Maniia-hatal 
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The  renowned  Wouter  (or  Walter)  Van  T wilier  was  de- 
scended from  a  long  line  of  Dutch  burgomasters,  who  had 
successively  dozed  away  their  lives,  and  grown  fat  upon  the 
bench  of  magistracy  in  Rotterdam  ;  and  who  had  comported 
themselves  with  such  singular  wisdom  and  propriety,  that  they 
were  never  either  heard  or  talked  of  —  which,  next  to  being 
universally  applauded,  should  be  the  object  of  ambition  of  all 
sage  magistrates  and  rulers. 

The  surname  of  Twiller  is  said  to  be  a  corruption  of  the 
original  Tzvijfier,  which  in  English  means  doubter,  a  name  ad- 
mirably descriptive  of  his  deliberative  habits.  For,  though  he 
was  a  man  shut  up  within  himself  like  an  oyster,  and  of  such  a 
profoundly  reflective  turn  that  he  scarcely  ever  spoke  except 
in  monosyllables,  yet  did  he  never  make  up  his  mind  on  any 
doubtful  point.  This  was  clearly  accounted  for  by  his  adher- 
ents, who  affirmed  that  he  always  conceived  every  object  on  so 
comprehensive  a  scale,  that  he  had  not  room  in  his  head  to  turn 
it  over  and  examine  both  sides  of  it,  so  that  he  always  remained 
in  doubt,  merely  in  consequence  of  the  astonishing  magnitude 
of  his  ideas! 

There  are  two  opposite  ways  by  which  some  men  get  into 
notice  —  one  by  talking  a  vast  deal  and  thinking  a  little,  and 
the  other  by  holding  their  tongues,  and  not  thinking  at  all. 
By  the  first,  many  a  vaporing,  superficial  pretender  acquires  the 
reputation  of  a  man  of  quick  parts  —  by  the  other,  many  a 
vacant  dunderpate,  like  the  owl,  the  stupidest  of  birds,  comes  to 
be  complimented  by  a  discerning  world  with  all  the  attributes 
of  wisdom.  This,  by  the  way,  is  a  mere  casual  remark,  which 
I  would  not  for  the  universe  have  it  thought  I  apply  to  Gov- 
ernor Van  Twiller.  On  the  contrary,  he  was  a  very  wise 
Dutchman,  for  he  never  said  a  foolish  thing  —  and  of  such  in- 
vincible gravity,  that  he  was  never  known  to  laugh,  or  even 
to  smile,  through  the  course  of  a  long  and  prosperous  life. 
Certain,  however,  it  is,  there  never  was  a  matter  proposed, 
however  simple,  and  on  which  your  common  narrow-minded 
mortals  would  rashly  determine  at  the  first  glance,  but  what 
the  renowned  Wouter  put  on  a  mighty,  mysterious,  vacant 
kind  of  look,  shook  his  capacious  head,  and,  having  smoked 
for  five  minutes  with  redoubled  earnestness,  sagely  observed 
that  "  he  had  his  doubts  about  the  matter  "  —  which  in  process 
of  time  gained  him  the  character  of  a  man  slow  in  belief,  and 
not  easily  imposed  on. 
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The  person  of  this  illustrious  old  gentleinaii  was  as  regularly 
formed,  and  nobly  proportioned,  as  though  it  had  been  molded 
by  the  hands  of  some  cunning  Dutch  statuary,  as  a  model  of 
majesty  and  lordly  grandeur.  lie  was  exactly  live  feet  six 
inches  in  height,  and  six  feet  five  inches  in  circumference.  His 
head  was  a  perfect  sphere,  and  of  such  stupendous  dimensions, 
that  dame  Nature,  with  all  her  sex's  ingenuit}',  would  have 
been  puzzled  to  construct  a  neck  capable  of  supporting  it ; 
wherefore  she  wisely  declined  the  attempt,  and  settled  it  firmly 
on  the  top  of  his  backbone,  just  between  the  shoulders.  His 
body  was  of  an  oblong  form,  particularly  cajiacious  at  bottom ; 
which  was  wisely  ordered  by  Providence,  seeing  that  he  was  a 
man  of  sedentary  habits,  and  very  averse  to  the  idle  labor  of 
walking.  His  legs,  though  exceeding  short,  were  sturdy  in  pro- 
portion to  the  weight  they  had  to  sustain ;  so  that  when  erect 
he  had  not  a  little  the  appearance  of  a  robustious  beer  barrel, 
standing  on  skids.  His  face,  that  infallible  index  of  the  mind, 
presented  a  vast  expanse,  j)erfectly  unfurrowed  or  deformed  by 
any  of  those  lines  and  angles  which  disfigure  the  human  coun- 
tenance with  what  is  termed  expression.  Two  small  gray  eyes 
twinkled  feebly  in  the  midst,  like  two  stars  of  lesser  magni- 
tude in  the  hazy  firmament ;  and  his  full-fed  cheeks,  which 
seemed  to  have  taken  toll  of  everything  that  went  into  his 
mouth,  were  curiously  mottled  and  streaked  with  dusky  red, 
like  a  Spitzenberg  apple. 

His  habits  were  as  regular  as  his  person.  He  daily  took  his 
four  stated  meals,  appropriating  exactl}'  an  hour  to  each  ;  he 
smoked  and  doubted  eiglit  hours,  and  he  slept  the  remaining 
twelve  of  the  four  and  twenty.  Such  was  the  renowned  Wou- 
ter  Van  Twiller  —  a  true  })hilosophcr,  for  his  mind  was  either 
elevated  above,  or  tranquilly  settled  below,  the  cares  and  per- 
plexities of  this  world.  He  had  lived  in  it  for  years,  without 
feeling  the  least  curiosity  to  know  whether  the  sun  revolved 
round  it,  or  it  round  the  sun  ;  and  he  had  watched,  for  at  least 
half  a  century,  the  smoke  curling  from  his  pipe  to  the  ceiling, 
without  once  troubling  his  head  with  any  of  those  numerous 
theories,  by  which  a  philosopher  would  have  perplexed  his  brain, 
in  jtccoiinting  for  its  rising  above  the  siirronnding  atmosphere. 

In  his  council  lie  presided  with  great  state  ami  soL'mnity. 
He  sat  in  a  huge  chair  of  solid  oak,  hewn  in  tlic  I'clebrated 
forest  of  tlie  Hague,  fabricated  by  an  experienced  timmerniaii 
of  Amsterdam,  and  curiously  carved  about  the  arms  and  feel, 
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into  exact  imitations  of  gigantic  eagle's  claws.  Instead  of  a 
scepter,  he  swayed  a  long  Turkish  pipe,  wrought  with  jasmin 
and  amber,  which  had  been  presented  to  a  Stadtholder  of  Hol- 
land, at  the  conclusion  of  a  treaty  with  one  of  the  petty  Bar- 
bary  powers.  In  this  stately  chair  would  he  sit,  and  this 
magnificent  pipe  would  he  smoke,  shaking  his  right  knee  with  a 
constant  motion,  and  fixing  his  eye  for  hours  together  upon 
a  little  print  of  Amsterdam,  which  hung  in  a  black  frame 
against  the  opposite  wall  of  the  council  chamber.  Nay,  it  has 
even  been  said  that  when  any  deliberation  of  extraordinary 
length  and  intricacy  was  on  the  carpet,  the  renowned  Wouter 
would  absolutely  shut  his  eyes  for  full  two  hours  at  a  time, 
that  he  might  not  be  disturbed  by  external  objects  —  and  at 
such  times  the  internal  commotion  of  his  mind  was  evinced  by 
certain  regular  guttural  sounds,  which  his  admirers  declared 
were  merely  the  noise  of  conflict,  made  by  his  contending 
doubts  and  opinions. 

It  is  with  infinite  difficulty  I  have  been  enabled  to  collect 
these  biographical  anecdotes  of  the  great  man  under  considera- 
tion. The  facts  respecting  him  were  so  scattered  and  vague, 
and  divers  of  them  so  questionable  in  point  of  authenticity, 
that  I  have  had  to  give  up  the  search  after  many,  and  decline 
the  admission  of  still  more,  which  would  have  tended  to  heighten 
the  coloring  of  his  portrait. 

I  have  been  the  more  anxious  to  delineate  fully  the  person 
and  habits  of  the  renowned  Van  Twiller,  from  the  considera- 
tion that  he  was  not  only  the  first,  but  also  the  best,  governor 
that  ever  presided  over  this  ancient  and  respectable  province ; 
and  so  tranquil  and  benevolent  was  his  reign  that  I  do  not  find 
throughout  the  whole  of  it  a  single  instance  of  any  offender 
being  brought  to  punishment  —  a  most  indubitable  sign  of  a 
merciful  governor,  and  a  case  unparalleled,  excepting  in  the 
reign  of  the  illustrious  King  Log,  from  whom,  it  is  hinted,  the 
renowned  Van  Twiller  was  a  lineal  descendant. 

The  very  outset  of  the  career  of  this  excellent  magistrate 
was  distinguished  by  an  example  of  legal  acumen,  that  gave 
flattering  presage  of  a  wise  and  equitable  administration.  The 
morning  after  he  had  been  solemnly  installed  in  office,  and  at 
the  moment  that  he  was  making  his  breakfast,  from  a  pro- 
digious earthen  dish,  filled  with  milk  and  Indian  pudding,  he 
was  suddenly  interrupted  by  the  appearance  of  one  Wandle 
Schoonhoven,  a  very  important  old  burgher  of  New  Amster- 
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dam,  who  complained  bitterly  of  one  Barent  Bleecker,  inasmuch 
as  he  fraudulently  refused  to  come  to  a  settlement  of  accounts, 
seeing  that  there  was  a  heavy  balance  in  favor  of  the  said 
Wandle.  Governor  Van  Twiller,  as  I  have  already  observed, 
was  a  man  of  few  words  ;  he  was  likewise  a  mortal  enemy 
to  multiplying  writings  —  or  being  disturbed  at  his  breakfast. 
Having  listened  attentively  to  the  statement  of  Wandle  Schoon- 
hoven,  giving  an  occasional  grunt,  as  he  shoveled  a  spoonful 
of  Indian  pudding  into  his  mouth  —  either  as  a  sign  that  he 
relished  the  dish,  or  comprehended  the  story  —  he  called  unto 
him  his  constable,  and  pulling  out  of  his  breeches  pocket  a 
liuge  jackknife,  dispatched  it  after  the  defendant  as  a  sum- 
mons, accompanied  by  his  tobacco  box  as  a  warrant. 

This  summary  process  was  as  effectual  in  those  simple  days 
as  was  the  seal  ring  of  the  great  Haroun  Alraschid  among 
the  true  believers.  The  two  parties  being  confronted  before 
him,  each  produced  a  book  of  accounts  written  in  a  language 
and  character  that  would  have  puzzled  any  but  a  High  Dutch 
conimentator,  or  a  learned  decipherer  of  Egyptian  obelisks,  to 
understand.  The  sage  Wouter  took  them  one  after  the  other, 
and  having  poised  them  in  his  hands,  and  attentively  counted 
over  the  number  of  leaves,  fell  straightway  into  a  very  great 
doubt,  and  smoked  for  half  an  hour  without  saying  a  word  ;  at 
length,  laying  his  finger  beside  his  nose,  and  shutting  his  eyes 
for  a  moment,  with  the  air  of  a  man  who  has  just  caught  a 
subtle  idea  by  the  tail,  he  slowly  took  his  pipe  from  his  mouth, 
puffed  forth  a  column  of  tobacco  smoke,  and  with  marvelous 
gravity  and  solemnity  pronounced  —  that  having  carefully 
counted  over  the  leaves  and  weighed  the  books,  it  was  found 
that  one  was  just  as  thick  and  as  heavy  as  the  other  —  therefore 
it  was  the  final  opinion  of  the  court  that  the  accounts  were 
equally  balanced  —  therefore  Wandle  should  give  Barent  a 
receipt,  and  Barent  should  give  Wandle  a  receipt  —  and  the 
constable  should  pay  the  costs. 

This  decision,  being  straightway  made  known,  diffused  gen- 
eral joy  throughout  New  Amsterdam,  for  the  people  imme- 
diately perceived  that  they  had  a  very  wise  and  equitable 
magistrate  to  rule  over  thum.  But  its  liappiest  elVert  was, 
that  not  another  lawsuit  took  place  throughout  tlie  whole  of 
liis  administration  —  and  the  oHice  of  constable  fell  into  such 
decay,  tli;it  tliere  was  not  one  of  those  losel  scouts  known  in 
the   prcjvince   for   many  years.      1   am  the   more   paitieular    in 
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dwelling  on  tliis  transaction,  not  only  because  I  deem  it  one  of 
the  most  sage  and  righteous  judgments  on  record,  and  well 
worthy  the  attention  of  modern  magistrates,  but  because  it 
was  a  miraculous  event  in  the  history  of  the  renowned  Wouter 

—  being  the  only  time  he  was  ever  known  to  come  to  a  decision 
in  the  whole  course  of  his  life. 

In  treating  of  the  early  governors  of  the  province,  I  must 
caution  my  readers  against  confounding  them,  in  point  of 
dignity  and  power,  with  those  worthy  gentlemen  who  are 
whimsically  denominated  governors  in  this  enlightened  repub- 
lic— a  set  of  unhappy  victims  of  popularity,  who  are  in  fact  the 
most  dependent,  henpecked  beings  in  the  community  :  doomed 
to  bear  the  secret  goadings  and  corrections  of  their  own  party, 
and  the  sneers  and  revilings  of  the  whole  world  beside ;  —  set 
up,  like  geese  at  Christmas  holidays,  to  be  pelted  and  shot  at 
by  every  whipster  and  vagabond  in  the  land.  On  the  con- 
trary, the  Dutch  governors  enjoyed  that  uncontrolled  authority 
vested  in  all  commanders  of  distant  colonies  or  territories. 
They  were  in  a  manner  absolute  despots  in  their  little  domains, 
lording  it,  if  so  disposed,  over  both  law  and  gospel,  and  ac- 
countable to  none  but  the  mother  country  ;  which  it  is  well 
known  is  astonishingly  deaf  to  all  complaints  against  its  gov- 
ernors, provided  they  discharge  the  main  duty  of  their  station 

—  squeezing  out  a  good  revenue.  This  hint  will  be  oi  im- 
portance, to  prevent  my  readers  from  being  seized  with  doubt 
and  incredulity,  whenever,  in  the  course  of  this  authentic 
history,  they  encounter  the  uncommon  circumstance  of  a 
governor  acting  with  independence,  and  in  opposition  to  the 
opinions  of  the  multitude. 

To  assist  the  doubtful  Wouter  in  the  arduous  business  of 
legislation,  a  board  of  magistrates  was  appointed,  which  pre- 
sided immediately  over  the  police.  This  potent  body  consisted 
of  a  schout  or  bailiff,  with  powers  between  those  of  the  present 
mayor  and  sheriff  —  five  burgermeesters,  who  were  equivalent 
to  aldermen,  and  five  schepens,  who  officiated  as  scrubs,  sub- 
devils,  or  bottle  holders  to  the  burgermeesters,  in  the  same 
manner  as  do  assistant  aldermen  to  their  principals  at  the 
present  day  ;  it  being  their  duty  to  fill  the  pipes  of  the  lordly 
burgermeesters  —  hunt  the  markets  for  delicacies  for  corpora- 
tion dinners,  and  to  discharge  such  other  little  offices  of  kind- 
ness as  were  occasionally  required.     It  was,  moreover,  tacitly 
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understood,  though  not  specifically  enjoined,  that  they  should 
consider  themselves  as  butts  for  the  blunt  wits  of  the  burger- 
meesters,  and  should  laugh  most  heartily  at  all  their  jokes  ; 
but  this  last  was  a  duty  as  rarely  called  in  action  in  those 
days  as  it  is  at  present,  and  was  shortly  remitted,  in  conse- 
quence of  the  tragical  death  of  a  fat  litile  schepen  —  who 
actually  died  of  suffocation,  in  an  unsuccessful  effort  to  force 
a  laugh  at  one  of  the  burgermeester  Van  Zandt's  best 
jokes. 

In  return  for  these  humble  services,  they  were  permitted  to 
say  yen  and  no  at  the  council  board,  and  to  have  that  enviable 
privilege,  the  run  of  the  public  kitchen  —  being  graciously 
permitted  to  eat,  and  drink,  and  smoke,  at  all  snug  junketings 
and  public  gormandizings,  for  which  the  ancient  magistrates 
were  equally  famous  with  their  modern  succesGors.  The  post 
of  schepen,  therefore,  like  that  of  assistant  alderman,  was 
eagerly  coveted  by  all  your  burghers  of  a  certain  description, 
who  have  a  huge  relish  for  good  feeding,  and  an  humble  ambi- 
tion to  be  great  men  in  a  small  way  —  who  thirst  after  a  little 
brief  authority,  that  shall  render  them  the  terror  of  the  alms- 
house and  the  bridewell  —  that  shall  enable  them  to  lord  it 
over  obsequious  poverty,  vagrant  vice,  outcast  prostitution, 
and  hunger-driven  dishonesty  —  that  shall  give  to  their  beck 
a  houndlike  pack  of  catchpoles  and  bumbailiffs  —  tenfold 
greater  rogues  than  the  culprits  they  hunt  down  !  —  !My  readers 
will  excuse  this  sudden  warmth,  which  I  confess  is  unbecoming 
of  a  grave  historian  —  but  I  have  a  moral  antipathy  to  catch- 
poles,  bumbailiffs,  and  little  great  men. 

The  ancient  magistrates  of  this  city  corresponded  with  those 
of  the  present  time  no  less  in  form,  magnitude,  and  intellect, 
than  in  prerogative  and  privilege.  The  burgomasters,  like  our 
aldermen,  were  generally  chosen  by  weight — and  not  only  the 
weight  of  the  body,  Ijp.t  likewise  the  weight  of  the  lu'ad.  It 
is  a  maxim  practically  observed  in  all  honest,  plain-thinking, 
regular  cities,  that  an  alderman  should  be  fat  —  and  the  wis- 
dom of  this  can  be  pioved  to  a  certainty.  That  the  body  is  in 
some  nieasure  an  image  of  tlie  mind,  or  rather  that  the  mind  is 
molded  to  the  body,  like  melted  lead  to  the  clay  in  which  it 
is  cast,  has  been  insisted  on  by  many  pliihxsophers,  who  havi" 
made  humau  nature  their  peculiar  study — tor  as  a  learned 
geialenian  of  our  own  city  observes,  "  thcM-o  is  a  constant  rela- 
tion between  the  moral  character  of  all   intelligent  creatures, 
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and  their  physical  constitution  —  between  their  habits  and  the 
structure  of  their  bodies."  Thus  we  see  that  a  lean,  spare, 
diminutive  body  is  generally  accompanied  by  a  petulant,  rest- 
less, meddling  mind  —  either  the  mind  wears  down  the  body, 
))y  its  continual  motion  ;  or  else  the  body,  not  affording  the 
mind  sufficient  houseroom,  keeps  it  continually  in  a  state  of 
fretfulness,  tossing  and  worrying  about  from  the  uneasiness 
of  its  situation.  Whereas  your  round,  sleek,  fat,  unwieldy 
periphery  is  ever  attended  by  a  mind  like  itself,  tranquil,  torpid, 
and  at  ease ;  and  we  may  always  observe  that  your  well-fed, 
robustious  burghers  are  in  general  very  tenacious  of  their  ease 
and  comfort  ;  being  great  enemies  to  noise,  discord,  and  dis- 
turbance —  and  surely  none  are  more  likely  to  study  the  public 
tranquillity  than  those  who  are  so  careful  of  their  own.  Who 
ever  hears  of  fat  men  heading  a  riot,  or  herding  together  in 
turbulent  mobs  ?  —  no  ~  no  —  it  is  your  lean,  hungry  men,  who 
are  continually  worrying  society,  and  setting  the  whole  com- 
munity by  the  ears. 

The  divine  Plato,  whose  doctrines  are  not  sufficiently  at- 
tended to  by  philosophers  of  the  present  age,  allows  to  every 
man  three  souls  — one  immortal  and  rational,  seated  in  the  brain, 
that  it  may  overlook  and  regulate  the  body  —  a  second  consist- 
ing of  the  surly  and  irascible  passions,  which,  like  belligerent 
powers,  lie  encamped  around  the  heart  —  a  third  mortal  and 
sensual,  destitute  of  reason,  gross  and  brutal  in  its  propensities, 
and  enchained  in  the  belly,  that  it  may  not  disturb  the  divine 
soul  by  its  ravenous  hov»dings.  Now,  according  to  this  excel- 
lent theory,  what  can  be  more  clear  than  that  your  fat  alderman 
is  most  likely  to  have  the  most  regular  and  well-conditioned 
mind.  His  head  is  like  a  huge  spherical  chamber,  containing 
a  prodigious  mass  of  soft  brains,  whereon  the  rational  soul  lies 
softly  and  snugly  couched,  as  on  a  feather  bed ;  and  the  eyes, 
which  are  the"  windows  of  the  bedchamber,  are  usually  half 
closed,  that  its  slumberings  may  not  be  disturbed  by  external 
objects.  A  mind  thus  comfortably  lodged,  and  protected  from 
disturbance,  is  manifestly  most  likely  to  perform  its  functions 
with  regularity  and  ease.  By  dint  of  good  feeding,  moreover, 
the  mortal  and  malignant  soul,  which  is  confined  in  the  belly, 
and  which,  by  its  raging  and  roaring,  puts  the  irritable  soul  in 
the  neighborhood  of  the  heart  in  an  intolerable  passion,  and 
thus  renders  men  crusty  and  quarrelsome  when  hungry,  is  com- 
pletely pacified,  silenced,  and  put  to  rest— whereupon  a  host  of 


THE  GOLDEN   REIGN  OF   WOUTEU  VAN   TWILLER.      0835 

honest  good-fellow  qualities  and  kind-hearted  affections,  which 
had  lain  perdue,  slyly  peeping  out  of  the  loopholes  of  the 
heart,  finding  this  Cerberus  asleep,  do  pluck  up  their  spirits, 
turn  out  one  and  all  in  their  holiday  suits,  and  gambol  up  and 
down  the  diaphragm  —  disposing  their  possessor  to  laughter, 
good  humor,  and  a  thousand  friendly  offices  towards  his  fellow- 
mortals. 

As  a  board  of  magistrates,  formed  on  this  model,  think  but 
very  little,  they  are  less  likely  to  differ  and  wrangle  about 
favorite  opinions  —  and  as  they  generally  transact  business  upon 
a  hearty  dinner,  they  are  naturally  disposed  to  be  lenient  and 
indulgent  in  the  administration  of  their  duties.  Charlemagne 
was  conscious  of  this,  and,  therefore  (a  pitiful  measure,  for 
which  I  can  never  forgive  him)  ordered  in  his  ca'tularies  that 
no  judge  should  hold  a  court  of  justice,  except  in  the  morning, 
on  an  empty  stomach  —  a  rule  which,  I  warrant,  bore  hard 
upon  all  the  poor  culprits  in  his  kingdom.  The  more  enlight- 
ened and  humane  generation  of  the  present  day  have  taken  an 
opposite  course,  and  have  so  managed  that  the  aldermen  are 
the  best-fed  men  in  the  community  ;  feasting  lustily  on  the  fat 
things  of  the  land,  and  gorging  so  heartily  oysters  and  turtles, 
that  in  process  of  time  they  acquire  the  aeavity  of  the  one,  and 
the  form,  the  waddle,  and  the  green  fat  of  the  other.  The 
consequence  is,  as  I  have  just  said,  these  luxurious  f eastings  do 
produce  such  a  dulcet  equanimity  and  repose  of  the  soul,  rational 
and  irrational,  that  their  transactions  are  proverbial  for  unvary- 
ing monotony — and  the  profound  laws  which  they  enact  in 
their  dozing  moments,  amid  the  labors  of  digestion,  are  quietly 
suffered  to  remain  as  dead  letters,  and  never  enforced,  when 
awake.  In  a  word,  your  fair,  round-bullied  burgomaster,  like  a 
full-fed  mastiff,  dozes  quietly  at  tlie  house  door,  always  at  home, 
and  always  at  hand  to  watch  over  its  safety — but  as  to  electing 
a  lean,  meddling  candidate  to  the  oftice,  as  has  no^v  and  then 
been  done,  I  would  as  lief  put  a  greyhound  to  watch  tlie  house,  or 
a  race  horse  to  drag  an  ox  wagon. 

The  burgomasters  then,  as  I  have  already  mentioned,  were 
wisely  chosen  by  weight,  and  the  schepens,  or  assistant  alder- 
men, were  appointed  to  attend  upon  them,  and  help  them  eat  ; 
but  tlie  latter,  in  the  course  of  time,  \n  hen  they  had  lieen  feil 
and  fattened  into  Hufheienl  bulk  of  body  and  drowsiness  of 
brain,  became  very  eligible  candidates  dn-  the  burgomasters' 
chairs,  having  fairly  eaten  tlKUUselves  into  olliee,  as  a  mouse  eats 
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his  way  into  a  comfortable  lodgment  in  a  goodly,  blue-nosed, 
skimmed-milk,  New  England  cheese. 

Nothing  could  equal  the  profound  deliberations  that  took 
place  between  the  renowned  Wouter  and  these  his  worthy 
compeers,  unless  it  be  the  sage  divans  of  some  of  our  modern 
corporations.  They  would  sit  for  hours  smoking  and  dozing 
over  public  affairs,  without  speaking  a  word  to  interrupt  that 
perfect  stillness  so  necessary  to  deep  reflection.  Under  the 
sober  sway  of  Wouter  Van  Twiller,  and  these  his  worthy  coad- 
jutors, the  infant  settlement  w^axed  vigorous  apace,  gradually 
emerging  from  the  swamps  and  forests,  and  exhibiting  that 
mingled  appearance  of  town  and  country  customary  in  new 
cities,  and  which  at  this  day  ma}^  be  witnessed  in  the  city  of 
Washington — that  immense  metropolis,  which  makes  so  glori- 
ous an  appearance  on  paper. 

It  was  a  pleasing  sight,  in  those  times,  to  behold  the  honest 
burgher,  like  a  patriarch  of  yore,  seated  on  the  bench  at  the 
door  of  his  whitewashed  house,  under  the  shade  of  some  gigantic 
sycamore  or  overhanging  willow.  Here  would  he  smoke  his 
pipe  of  a  sultry  afternoon,  enjoying  the  soft  southern  breeze, 
and  listening  with  silent  gratulation  to  the  clucking  of  his  hens, 
the  cackling  of  his  geese,  and  the  sonorous  grunting  of  his 
swine ;  that  combination  of  farmyard  melody  which  may  truly 
be  said  to  have  a  silver  sound,  inasmuch  as  it  conveys  a  certain 
assurance  of  profitable  marketing. 

The  modern  spectator,  who  wanders  through  the  streets  of 
this  populous  city,  can  scarcely  form  an  idea  of  the  different 
appearance  they  presented  in  the  primitive  days  of  the  Doubter. 
The  busy  hum  of  multitudes,  the  shouts  of  revelry,  the  rum- 
bling equipages  of  fashion,  the  rattling  of  accursed  carts,  and 
all  the  spirit-grieving  sounds  of  brawling  commerce,  were  un- 
known in  the  settlement  of  New  Amsterdam.  The  grass  grew 
quietly  in  the  highways  —  the  bleating  sheep  and  frolicsome 
calves  sported  about  the  verdant  ridge  where  now  the  Broad- 
way loungers  take  their  morning  stroll  —  the  cunning  fox  or 
ravenous  wolf  skulked  in  the  woods  where  now  are  to  be  seen 
the  dens  of  Gomez  and  his  righteous  fraternity  of  money 
brokers  —  and  flocks  of  vociferous  geese  cackled  about  the 
fields  where  now  the  great  Tammany  wigwam  and  the  patriotic 
tavern  of  Martling  echo  with  tlie  wranglings  of  the  mob. 

In  these  good  times  did  a  true  and  enviable  equality  of  rank 
and  property  prevail,  equally  removed  from  the  arrogance  of 
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wealth,  and  the  servility  and  heartburnings  of  repining  poverty 
—  and  what  in  my  mind  is  still  more  conducive  to  tranquil- 
lity and  harmony  among  friends,  a  happy  equality  of  intellect 
was  likewise  to  be  seen.  The  minds  of  the  good  burghers  of 
New  Amsterdam  seemed  all  to  have  been  cast  in  one  mold,  and 
to  be  those  honest,  blunt  minds  which,  like  certain  manufac- 
tures, are  made  by  the  gross,  and  considered  as  exceedingly 
good  for  common  use. 

Thus  it  happens  that  your  true  dull  minds  are  generally 
preferred  for  public  employ,  and  especially  promoted  to  city 
honors,  —  your  keen  intellects,  like  razors,  being  considered  too 
sharp  for  common  service.  I  know  that  it  is  common  to  rail  at 
the  unequal  distribution  of  riches,  as  the  great  source  of  jeal- 
ousies, broils,  and  heartbreakings  ;  whereas,  for  my  part,  I 
verily  believe  it  is  the  sad  inequality  of  intellect  that  prevails, 
that  embroils  communities  more  than  anytliing  else  ;  and  1 
have  remarked  that  your  knowing  people,  who  are  so  much 
wiser  than  anybody  else,  are  eternally  keeping  society  in  a  fer- 
ment. Happily  for  New  Amsterdam,  nothing  of  the  kind  was 
known  within  its  walls  —  the  very  words  of  learning,  education, 
taste,  and  talents  were  unheard  of  —  a  bright  genius  was  an 
animal  unknown,  and  a  bluestocking  lady  would  have  been 
regarded  with  as  much  wonder  as  a  horned  frog  or  a  fiery 
dragon.  No  man,  in  fact,  seemed  to  know  more  than  his  neigh- 
bor, nor  any  man  to  know  more  than  an  honest  man  ought  to 
know,  who  has  nobody's  business  to  mind  but  his  own  ;  the 
parson  and  the  council  clerk  were  the  only  men  that  could  read 
in  the  community,  and  the  sage  Van  Twiller  always  signed  his 
name  with  a  cross. 

Thrice  happy  and  ever  to  be  envied  little  burgh  !  existing 
in  all  the  security  of  harmless  insignificance  —  unnoticed  and 
unenvied  by  the  world,  without  ambition,  without  vainglory, 
without  riches,  without  learning,  and  all  their  train  of  carking 
cares  —  and  as  of  yore,  in  the  better  days  of  man,  the  deities 
were  wont  to  visit  him  on  earth  and  bless  his  rural  habitations, 
so  we  are  told,  in  the  sylvan  days  of  New  Amsterdam,  the  good 
St.  Nicholas  would  often  make  his  appearance  in  his  beloved 
city,  of  a  holiday  afternoon,  riding  jollily  among  the  tree  tops, 
or  over  the  roofs  of  the  houses,  now  and  then  drawing  forth 
magnificent  presents  from  his  breeches  pockets,  and  dropping 
them  down  the  chimneys  of  his  favorites.  Whereas  in  these 
degenerate  days  of  iron  and  brass,  lie  never  shows  us  tlic  light 
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of  his  countenance,  nor  ever  visits  us,  save  one  night  in  the 
year  ;  when  he  rattles  clown  the  chimneys  of  the  descendants  of 
the  patriarchs,  confining  his  presents  merely  to  the  children,  in 
token  of  the  degeneracy  of  the  parents. 

Such  are  the  comfortable  and  thriving  effects  of  a  fat  gov- 
ernment. The  province  of  the  New  Netherlands,  destitute  of 
wealth,  possessed  a  sweet  tranquillity  that  wealth  could  never 
purchase.  There  were  neither  public  commotions,  nor  private 
quarrels  ;  neither  parties,  nor  sects,  nor  schisms  ;  neither  per- 
secutions, nor  trials,  nor  punishments  ;  nor  were  there  counsel- 
ors, attorneys,  catchpoles,  or  hangmen.  Every  man  attended 
to  what  little  business  he  v/as  lucky  enough  to  have,  or  neg- 
lected it  if  he  pleased,  without  asking  the  opinion  of  his  neigh- 
bor. In  those  days,  nobody  meddled  with  concerns  above  his 
comprehension,  nor  thrust  his  nose  into  other  people's  affairs  ; 
nor  neglected  to  correct  his  own  conduct,  and  reform  his  own 
character,  in  his  zeal  to  pull  to  pieces  the  characters  of  others 

—  but  in  a  word,  every  respectable  citizen  ate  when  he  was  not 
hungry,  drank  when  he  was  not  thirsty,  and  went  regularly  to 
bed  when  the  sun  set,  and  the  fowls  went  to  roost,  whether 
he  were  sleepy  or  not ;  all  which  tended  so  remarkably  to  the 
population  of  the  settlement,  that  I  am  told  every  dutiful  wife 
throughout  New  Amsterdam  made  a  point  of  enriching  her 
husband  with  at  least  one  child  a  year,  and  very  often  a  brace 

—  this  superabundance  of  good  things  clearly  constituting  the 
true  luxury  of  life,  according  to  the  favorite  Dutch  maxim, 
that  "more  than  enough  constitutes  a  feast."  Everything, 
therefore,  went  on  exactly  as  it  should  do  ;  and  in  the  usual 
words  employed  by  historians  to  express  the  welfare  of  a  coun- 
try, "  the  prof oundest  tranquillity  and  repose  reigned  throughout 
the  province." 

Manifold  are  the  tastes  and  dispositions  of  the  enlightened 
literati,  who  turn  over  the  pages  of  history.  Some  there  be 
whose  hearts  are  brimful  of  the  yeast  of  courage,  and  whose 
bosoms  do  work,  and  swell  and  foam,  with  untried  valor,  like 
a  barrel  of  new  cider,  or  a  trainband  captain,  fresh  from  under 
the  hands  of  his  tailor.  This  doughty  class  of  readers  can 
be  satisfied  with  nothing  but  bloody  battles  and  horrible  en- 
counters ;  they  must  be  continually  storming  forts,  sacking 
cities,  springing  mines,  marching  up  to  the  muzzles  of  cannon, 
charging  bayonet  through  every  page,  and  reveling  in  gun- 
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powder  and  carnage.  Others,  who  are  of  a  less  martial  but 
equally  ardent  imagination,  and  who,  withal,  are  a  little  given 
to  the  marvelous,  will  dwell  with  wondrous  satisfaction  on 
descriptions  of  prodigies,  unheard-of  events,  hairbreadth  es- 
capes, hardy  adventures,  and  all  those  astonishing  narrations 
that  just  amble  along  the  boundary  line  of  possibility.  A  third 
class,  who,  not  to  speak  slightly  of  them,  are  of  a  lighter  turn, 
and  skim  over  the  records  of  past  times,  as  they  do  over  the 
edifying  pages  of  a  novel,  merely  for  relaxation  and  inno- 
cent amusement,  do  singularly  delight  in  treasons,  executions, 
Sabine  rapes,  Tarquin  outrages,  contlagrations,  murders,  and 
all  the  other  catalogue  of  hideous  crimes  that,  like  cayenne  in 
cookery,  do  give  a  pungency  and  flavor  to  the  dull  detail  of 
history  —  while  a  fourth  class,  of  more  philosophic  habits,  do 
diligently  pore  over  the  musty  chronicles  of  time,  to  investigate 
the  operations  of  the  human  kind,  and  watch  the  gradual 
changes  in  men  and  manners  effected  by  the  progress  of  knowl- 
edge, the  vicissitudes  of  events,  or  the  influence  of  situation. 

If  the  three  first  classes  find  but  little  wherewithal  to  solace 
themselves  in  the  tranquil  reign  of  Wouter  Van  Twiller,  I 
entreat  them  to  exert  their  patience  for  a  while,  and  bear  with 
the  tedious  picture  of  happiness,  prosperity,  and  peace,  which 
my  duty  as  a  faithful  historian  obliges  me  to  draw  ;  and  I 
promise  thera  that  as  soon  as  I  can  possibly  light  upon  any- 
thing horrible,  uncommon,  or  impossible,  it  shall  go  hard,  but  I 
will  make  it  afford  thera  entertainment.  This  being  promised, 
I  turn  with  great  complacency  to  the  fourth  class  of  my  read- 
ers, who  are  men,  or,  if  possible,  women,  after  my  own  heart  : 
grave,  philosophical,  and  investigating  ;  fond  of  analyzing 
characters,  of  taking  a  start  from  first  causes,  and  so  hunting  a 
nation  down,  through  all  the  mazes  of  innovation  and  improve- 
ment. Such  will  naturally  be  anxious  to  witness  the  first 
development  of  the  newly  hatched  colony,  and  the  primitive 
manners  and  customs  prevalent  among  its  inhabitants,  during 
the  halcyon  reign  of  Van  Twiller,  or  the  Doubter. 

I  will  not  grieve  their  patience,  however,  by  describing 
minutely  the  increase  and  improvement  of  New  Amsterdam. 
Their  own  imaginations  will  doubtless  present  to  them  the 
good  burghers,  like  so  many  painstaking  and  persevering 
beavers,  slowly  and  surely  pursuing  their  labors  —  they  will 
behold  the  prosperous  transformation  from  the  rudo  log  hut 
to  tlie  stately   Dutch  luansion,  with  brick   front,  glazed  win- 
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dows,  and  tiled  roof,  from  the  tangled  thicket  to  the  luxuriant 
cabbage  garden,  and  from  the  skulking  Indian  to  the  ponder- 
ous burgomaster.  In  a  word,  they  will  picture  to  themselves 
the  steady,  silent,  and  undeviating  march  to  prosperity,  inci- 
dent to  a  city  destitute  of  pride  or  ambition,  cherished  by  a  fat 
government,  and  whose  citizens  do  nothing  in  a  hurry. 

The  sage  council,  as  has  been  mentioned  in  a  preceding 
chapter,  not  being  able  to  determine  upon  any  plan  for  the 
building  of  their  city  —  the  cows,  in  a  laudable  fit  of  patriotism, 
took  it  under  their  peculiar  charge,  and  as  they  v>^ent  to  and 
from  pasture,  established  paths  through  the  bushes,  on  each 
side  of  which  the  good  folks  built  their  houses ;  which  is  one 
cause  of  the  rambling  and  picturesque  turns  and  labyrinths 
which  distinguish  certain  streets  of  New  York  at  this  very  day. 

The  houses  of  the  higher  class  were  generally  constructed 
of  wood,  excepting  the  gable  end,  which  was  of  small  black  and 
yellow  Dutch  bricks,  and  always  faced  on  the  street,  as  our 
ancestors,  like  their  descendants,  were  very  much  given  to  out- 
ward show,  and  were  noted  for  putting  the  best  leg  foremost. 
The  house  was  always  furnished  with  abundance  of  large  doors 
and  small  windows  on  every  floor  ;  the  date  of  its  erection  was 
curiously  designated  by  iron  figures  on  the  front ;  and  on  the 
top  of  the  roof  was  perched  a  fierce  little  weathercock,  to  let 
the  family  into  the  important  secret  which  way  the  wind  blew. 
These,  like  the  weathercocks  on  the  tops  of  our  steeples,  pointed 
so  many  different  ways,  that  every  man  could  have  a  wind  to 
his  mind; — the  most  stanch  and  loyal  citizens,  however,  al- 
ways went  according  to  the  weathercock  on  the  top  of  the  gov- 
ernor's house,  which  was  certainly  the  most  correct,  as  he  had 
a  trusty  servant  employed  every  morning  to  climb  up  and  set 
it  to  the  right  quarter. 

In  those  good  days  of  simplicity  and  sunshine,  a  passion  for 
cleanliness  was  the  leading  principle  in  domestic  economy,  and 
the  universal  test  of  an  able  housewife  —  a  character  which 
formed  the  utmost  ambition  of  our  unenlightened  grandmothers. 
The  front  door  was  never  opened  except  on  marriages,  funerals, 
new-year's  days,  the  festival  of  St.  Nicholas,  or  some  such  great 
occasion.  It  was  ornamented  with  a  gorgeous  brass  knocker, 
curiously  wrought,  sometimes  in  the  device  of  a  dog,  and  some- 
times of  a  lion's  head,  and  was  daily  burnished  with  such  reli- 
gious zeal,  that  it  was  of  ttimes  worn  out  by  the  very  precautions 
taken  for  its  nreservation.     The  whole  house  was  constantly  in 
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a  state  of  inundation,  under  the  discipline  of  mops  and  brooms 
and  scrubbing  brushes ;  and  the  good  housewives  of  those  days 
were  a  kind  of  amphibious  animal,  delighting  exceedingly  to 
be  dabbling  in  water  —  insomuch  that  a  historian  of  the  day 
gravely  tells  us  that  many  of  his  townswomen  grew  to  have 
webbed  fingers  like  unto  a  duck  ;  and  some  of  them,  he  had 
little  doubt,  could  the  matter  be  examined  into,  would  be  found 
to  have  the  tails  of  mermaids  —  but  this  I  look  upon  to  be  a  mere 
sport  of  fancy,  or  what  is  worse,  a  willful  misrepresentation. 

The  grand  parlor  was  the  sanctum  sanctorum,  where  the 
passion  for  cleaning  was  indulged  without  control.  In  this 
sacred  apartment  no  one  was  permitted  to  enter,  excepting  the 
mistress  and  her  confidential  maid,  who  visited  it  once  a  week, 
for  the  purpose  of  giving  it  a  thorough  cleaning,  and  putting 
things  to  rights  —  always  taking  the  precaution  of  leaving-  their 
shoes  at  the  door,  and  entering  devoutly  in  their  stocking  feet. 
After  scrubbing  the  floor,  sprinkling  it  with  fine  white  sand, 
v.diich  was  curiously  stroked  into  angles,  and  curves,  and  rhom- 
boids, with  a  broom  —  after  washing  the  windows,  rubbing  and 
polishing  the  furniture,  and  putting  a  new  bunch  of  evergreens 
in  the  fireplace  —  the  window  shutters  were  again  closed  to 
keep  out  the  flies,  and  the  room  carefully  locked  up  until  the 
revolution  of  time  brought  round  the  weekly  cleaning  day. 

As  to  the  family,  they  always  entered  in  at  the  gate,  and 
most  generally  lived  in  the  kitchen.  To  have  seen  a  numerous 
household  assembled  around  the  fire,  one  would  have  imagined 
that  he  was  transported  back  to  those  happy  days  of  primeval 
simplicity,  which  float  before  our  imaginations  like  golden 
visions.  The  fireplaces  were  of  a  truly  patriarchal  magnitude, 
where  the  whole  family,  old  and  young,  master  and  servant, 
black  and  white,  nay,  even  the  very  cat  and  dog,  enjoyed  a 
community  of  privilege,  and  had  each  a  right  to  a  corner. 
Here  the  old  burgher  would  sit  in  perfect  silence,  pufting  his 
pipe,  looking  in  the  fire  with  half-shut  eyes,  and  thinking  of 
nothing  for  hours  together  ;  the  goede  vrouw  on  the  opposite 
side  would  employ  lierself  diligently  in  spinning  yarn  or  knit- 
ting stockings.  The  young  folks  would  crowd  around  the 
hearth,  listening  with  breathless  attention  to  some  old  crone  of 
a  negro,  who  was  the  oracle  of  the  fannly,  and  who,  perched 
like  a  raven  in  a  corner  of  the  chimney,  would  croak  fortli  for 
a  long  winter  afternoon  a  string  of  incredible  stories  about 
New  England    witches  —  grisly  ghosts,  horses  without  heads 
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—  and  hairbreadth  escapes  and  bloody  encounters  among  the 
Indians. 

In  those  happy  days  a  well-regulated  family  always  rose 
with  the  dawn,  dined  at  eleven,  and  went  to  bed  at  sundown. 
Dinner  was  invariably  a  private  meal,  and  the  fat  old  burghers 
showed  incontestable  symptoms  of  disapprobation  and  uneasi- 
ness at  being  surprised  by  a  visit  from  a  neighbor  on  such  occa- 
sions. But  though  cur  worthy  ancestors  were  thus  singularly 
averse  to  giving  dinners,  yet  they  kept  up  the  social  bands  of 
intimacy  by  occasional  banquetings,  called  tea  parties. 

These  fashionable  parties  were  generally  confined  to  the 
higher  classes,  or  noblesse,  that  is  to  say,  such  as  kept  their 
own  cows,  and  drove  their  own  wagons.  The  company  com- 
monly assembled  at  three  o'clock,  and  went  away  about  six, 
unless  it  was  in  winter  time,  when  the  fashionable  hours  were 
a  little  earlier,  that  the  ladies  might  get  home  before  dark. 
The  tea  table  was  crowned  with  a  huge  earthen  dish,  well 
stored  with  slices  of  fat  pork,  fried  brown,  cut  up  into  morsels, 
and  swimming  in  gravy.  The  company  being  seated  around 
the  genial  board,  and  each  furnished  with  a  fork,  evinced  their 
dexterity  in  launching  at  the  fattest  pieces  in  this  mighty  dish 

—  in  much  the  same  manner  as  sailors  harpoon  porpoises  at 
sea,  or  our  Indians  spear  salmon  in  the  lakes.  Sometimes  the 
table  was  graced  with  immense  apple  pies,  or  saucers  full  of 
preserved  peaches  and  pears  ;  but  it  was  always  sure  to  boast 
an  enormous  dish  of  balls  of  sweetened  dough,  fried  in  hog's 
fat,  and  called  doughnuts,  or  olykoeks  —  a  delicious  kind  of 
cake,  at  present  scarce  known  in  this  city,  excepting  in  genuine 
Dutch  families. 

The  tea  was  served  out  of  a  majestic  delft  teapot,  orna- 
mented with  paintings  of  fat  little  Dutch  shepherds  and  shep- 
herdesses tending  pigs  —  with  boats  sailing  in  the  air,  and 
houses  built  in  the  clouds,  and  sundry  other  ingenious  Dutch 
fantasies.  The  beaux  distinguished  themselves  by  their  adroit- 
ness in  replenishing  this  pot  from  a  huge  copper  teakettle, 
which  would  have  made  the  pygmy  macaronies  of  these  degen- 
erate days  sweat  merely  to  look  at  it.  To  sweeten  the  beverage, 
a  lump  of  sugar  was  laid  beside  each  cup  —  and  the  company 
alternately  nibbled  and  sipped  with  great  decorum,  until  an 
improvement  was  introduced  by  a  shrewd  and  economic  old 
lady,  which  was  to  suspend  a  large  lump  directly  over  the  tea 
table,  by  a  string  from  the  ceiling,  so  that  it  could  be  swung 
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from  mouth  to  mouth — aa  ingenious  expedient  which  is  still 
kept  up  by  some  families  in  Albany  ;  but  which  prevails  with- 
out exception  in  Cornmunipaw,  Bergen,  Flatbush,  and  all  our 
uncontaminated  Dutch  villages. 

At  these  primitive  tea  parties  the  utmost  propriety  and  dig- 
nity of  deportment  prevailed.  No  flirting  nor  coquetting  —  no 
gambling  of  old  ladies,  nor  hoyden  chattering  and  romping  of 
young  ones  —  no  self-satisfied  struttings  of  wealthy  gentlemen, 
with  their  brains  in  their  pockets  —  ncr  amusing  conceits,  and 
monkey  divertisements,  of  smart  young  gentlemen  witii  no 
brains  at  all.  On  the  contrary,  the  young  ladies  seated  them- 
selves demurely  in  their  rush-bottomed  chairs,  and  knit  their 
own  woolen  stockings  :  nor  ever  opened  their  lips,  excepting  to 
say,  yah  Mynheer^  or  yah  yah  Vrouiv,  to  any  question  that  was 
asked  them  ;  behaving,  in  all  things,  like  decent,  well-educated 
damsels.  As  to  the  gentlemen,  each  of  them  tranquilly  smoked 
his  pipe,  and  seemed  lost  in  contemplation  of  the  blue  and 
white  tiles  with  which  the  fireplaces  were  decorated ;  wherein 
sundry  passages  of  Scripture  were  piously  portrayed  —  Tobit 
and  his  dog  figured  to  great  advantage  ;  Haman  swung  con- 
spicuously on  his  gibbet  ;  and  Jonah  appeared  most  manfully 
bouncing  out  of  the  whale,  like  Harlequin  through  a  barrel  of  fire. 

The  parties  broke  up  without  noise  and  without  confusion. 
They  were  carried  home  by  their  own  carriages,  that  is  to  say, 
by  the  vehicles  Nature  had  provided  them,  excepting  such  of 
the  wealthy  as  could  afford  to  keep  a  wagon.  The  gentlemen 
gallantly  attended  their  fair  ones  to  their  respective  abodes, 
and  took  leave  of  them  with  a  hearty  smack  at  the  door  ; 
which,  as  it  was  an  established  piece  of  etiquette,  done  in  per- 
fect simplicity  and  honesty  of  heart,  occasioned  no  scandal  at 
that  time,  nor  should  it  at  the  present  —  if  our  great-grand- 
fathers approved  of  the  custom,  it  would  argue  a  great  want  of 
reverence  in  their  descendants  to  say  a  word  against  it. 
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By  HENRY  W.  LONGFELLOW. 

[IlrxiiY  Wadsworth  LoNGiKLLOw  :  An  American  poet;  born  al  Portland, 
Mo.,  February  27,  1807.  He  graduated  from  Bowdoiu  College  at  eighteen,  liav- 
ing  Nathaniel  Hawthorne  and  Franklin  Pierce  as  classmates.    Appointed  shortly 
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after  to  the  professorship  of  modern  languages  there,  he  spent  two  years  in 
European  travel  to  fit  himself  before  assuming  it.  In  1836  he  became  professor 
of  modern  languages  and  literature  at  Harvard,  and  held  the  chair  for  eighteen 
years.  He  died  at  his  home  in  Cambridge,  Mass.,  March  24,  1882.  His  chief 
volumes  of  poetry  are:  "Voices  of  the  Night"  (1839),  "Ballads,"  "Spanish 
Student,"  "Evangeline,"  "The  Golden  Legend,"  "The  Song  of  Hiawatha," 
"  The  Courtship  of  Miles  Standish,"  "  Tales  of  a  Waysidg  Inn."  He  also  wrote 
in  prose  :  "  Outre-Mer,"  and  the  novels  "  Hyperion"  and  "  Kavanagh."] 

This  is  the   forest   primeval.     The   murmuring   pines   and  the 
hemlocks, 
Bearded  with  moss,  and  in  garments  green,  indistinct  in  the  twilight, 
Stand  like  Druids  of  eld,  with  voices  sad  and  prophetic. 
Stand  like  harpers  hoar,  with  beards  that  rest  on  their  bosoms. 
Loud  from  its  rocky  cavern,  the  deep-voiced  neighboring  ocean 
Speaks,  and  in  accents  disconsolate  answers  the  wail  of  the  forest. 

This  is  the  forest  primeval ;  but  where  are  the  hearts  that  beneath  it 
Leaped  like  the  roe,  when  he  hears  in  the  woodland  the  voice  of  the 

huntsman  ? 
Where  is  the  thatch-roofed  village,  the  home  of  Acadian  farmers,  — 
Men  whose  lives  glided  on  like  rivers  that  water  the  woodlands. 
Darkened  by  shadows  of  earth,  but  reflecting  an  image  of  heaven  ? 
Waste  are  those  pleasant  farms,  and  the  farmers  forever  departed ! 
Scattered  like  dust  and  leaves,  when  the  mighty  blasts  of  October 
Seize  them,  and  whirl  them  aloft,  and  sprinkle  them  far  o'er  the 

ocean. 
Naught  but  tradition  remains  of  the  beautiful  village  of  Grand-Pre. 

Ye  who  believe  in  affection  that  hopes,  and  endures,  and  is  patient, 
Ye  who  believe  in  the  beauty  and  strength  of  woman's  devotion, 
List  to  the  mournful  tradition  still  sung  by  the  pines  of  the  forest ; 
List  to  a  Tale  of  Love  in  Acadie,  home  of  the  happy. 

In  the  Acadian  land,  on  the  shores  of  the  Basin  of  Minas, 
Distant,  secluded,  still,  the  little  village  of  Grand-Pre 
Lay  in  the  fruitful  valley.     Vast  meadows  stretched  to  the  eastward, 
Giving  the  village  its  name,  and  pasture  to  flocks  without  number. 
Dikes,  that  the  hands  of  the  farmers  had  raised  with  labor  incessant, 
Shut  out  the  turbulent  tides ;  but  at  stated  seasons  the  flood  gates 
Opened,  and  welcomed  the  sea  to  wander  at  will  o'er  the  meadows. 
West  and  south  there  were  fields  of  flax,  and  orchards  and  cornfields 
Spreading  afar  and  unfenced  o'er  the  plain ;  and  away  to  the  north- 
ward 
Blomidon  rose,  and  the  forest  old,  and  aloft  on  the  mountains 
Sea  fogs  pitched  their  tents,  and  mists  from  the  mighty  Atlantic 
Looked  on  the  happy  valley,  but  ne'er  from  their  station  descended. 
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There,  in  the  midst  of  its  farms,  reposed  the  Acadian  village. 
Strongly  built  were  the  houses,  with  frames  of  oak  and  of  hemlock, 
Such  as  the  peasants  of  Normandy  built  in  the  reigu  of  tne  Henr3-s. 
Thatched  were  the  roofs,  with  dormer  windows;  and  gables  projecting 
Over  the  basement  below  protected  and  shaded  the  doorway. 
There  in  the  tranquil  evenings  of  summer,  when  brightly  the  simset 
Lighted  the  village  street  and  gilded  the  vanes  on  the  chimneys, 
Matrons  and  maidens  sat  in  snow-white  caps  and  in  kirtles 
Scarlet  and  blue  and  green,  with  distaffs  spinning  the  golden 
Flax  for  the  gossiping  looms,  whose  noisy  shuttles  within  doors 
Mingled  their  sound  with  the  whir  of  the  wheels  and  the  songs  of 

the  maidens. 
Solemnly  down  the  street  came  the  parish  priest,  and  the  children 
Paused  in  their  play  to  kiss  the  hand  he  extended  to  bless  them. 
Reverend  walked  he  among  them;  and  up  rose  matrons  and  maidens. 
Hailing  his  slow  approach  with  words  of  affectionate  welcome. 
Then  came  the  laborers  home  from  the  field,  and  serenely  the  sun 

sank 
Down  to  his  rest,  and  twilight  prevailed.     Anon  from  the  belfry 
Softly  the  Angelus  sounded,  and  over  the  roofs  of  the  village 
Columns  of  pale  blue  smoke,  like  clouds  of  incense  ascending, 
Rose  from  a  hundred  hearths,  the  homes  of  peace  and  contentment. 
Thus  dwelt  together  in  love  these  simple  Acadian  farmers,  — 
Dwelt  in  the  love  of  God  and  of  man.     Alike  they  were  free  from 
Fear,  that  reigns  with  the  tyrant,  and  envy,  the  vice  of  republics. 
Neither  locks  had  they  to  their  doors,  nor  bars  to  their  windows ; 
But  their  dwellings  were  open  as  day  and  the  hearts  of  the  owners ; 
There  the  richest  was  poor,  and  the  poorest  lived  in  abundance. 

Somewhat  apart  from  the  village,  and  nearer  the  Basin  of  Minas, 
Benedict  Belief ontaine,  th'^  wealthiest  farmer  of  Grand-Prd, 
Dwelt  on  his  goodly  acres ;  and  with  him,  directing  his  household, 
Gentle  Evangeline  lived,  his  child,  and  the  pride  of  the  village. 
Stalworth  and  stately  in  form  was  the  man  of  seventy  winters ; 
Hearty  and  hale  was  he,  an  oak  that  is  covered  with  snowflakes  ; 
White  as  the  snow  were  his  locks,  and  his  cheeks  as  brown  as  the 

oak  leaves. 
Fair  was  she  to  behold,  that  maiden  of  seventeen  summers. 
Black  were  her  eyes  as  the  berry  that  grows  on  the  thorn  by  the 

wayside, 
Black,  yet  how  softly  they  gleamed  beneath  the  brown  shade  of  her 

tresses ! 
Sweet  was  her  breath  as  the  breath  of  tlic  kiue  that  feed  in  the 

meadows, 
"VVIj?a  in  the  harvest  heat  she  bore  to  the  reapers  at  noontide 
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Flagons  of  home-brewed  ale,  ah !  fair  in  sooth  was  the  maiden. 
Fairer  was  she  when,  on  Sunday  morn,  while  the  bell  from  its  turret 
Sprinkled  with  holy  sounds  the  air,  as  the  priest  with  his  hyssop 
Sprinkles  the  congregation  and  scatters  blessings  npon  them, 
Down  the  long  street  she  passed  with  her  chaplets  of  beads  and  her 

missal, 
Wearing  her  Norman  c?.p,  and  her  kirtle  of  blue,  and  the  earrings, 
Brought  in  the  olden  time  from  France,  and  since,  as  an  heirloom, 
Handed  down  from  mother  to  child,  through  long  generations. 
But  a  celestial  brightness  —  a  more  ethereal  beauty  — 
Shone  on  her  face  and  encircled  her  form,  Avhen,  after  confession, 
Homeward  serenely  she  walked  with  God's  benediction  upon  her. 
When  she  had  passed,  it  seemed  like  the  ceasing  of  exquisite  music. 

Firmly  built  with  rafters  of  oak,  the  house  of  the  farmer 
Stood  on  the  side  of  a  hill  commanding  the  sea ;  and  a  shady 
Sycamore  grey/  by  the  door,  with  a  woodbine  wreathing  around  it. 
Rudely  carved  was  the  porch,  with  seats  beneath;  and  a  footpath 
Led  through  an  orchard  wide,  and  disappeared  in  the  meadow. 
Under  the  sycamore  tree  were  hives  overhung  by  a  penthouse, 
Such  as  the  traveler  sees  in  regions  remote  by  the  roadside. 
Built  o'er  a  box  for  the  poor,  or  the  blessed  image  of  Mary. 
Farther  down,  on  the  slope  cf  the  hill,  Avas  the  well  with  its  moss- 
grown 
Bucket,  fastened  with  iron,  and  near  it  a  trough  for  the  horses. 
Shielding  the  house  from  storms,  on  the  north,  were  the  barns  and 

the  farmyard, 
There  stood  the  broad-Avheeled  wains  and  the  antique  plows  and 

the  harrows ; 
There  were  the  folds  for  the  sheep;  and  there,  in  his  feathered 

seraglio, 
Strutted  the  lordly  turkey,  and  crowed  the  cock,  with  the  selfsame 
Voice  that  in  ages  of  old  had  startled  the  penitent  Peter. 
Bursting  with  hay  were  the  barns,  themselves  a  village.     In  each  one 
Far  o'er  the  gable  projected  a  roof  of  thatch ;  and  a  staircase. 
Under  the  sheltering  eaves,  led  up  to  the  odorous  cornloft. 
There  too  the  dovecot  stood,  with  its  meek  and  innocent  inmates 
Murmuring  ever  of  love;  while  above  in  the  variant  breezes 
Numberless  noisy  weathercocks  rattled  and  sang  of  mutation. 

Thus,  at  peace  with  God  and  the  world,  the  farmer  of  Grand-Pre 
Lived  on  his  sunny  farm,  and  Evangeline  governed  his  household. 
Many  a  youth,  as  he  knelt  in  the  church  and  opened  his  missal. 
Fixed  his  eyes  upon  her  as  the  saint  of  his  deepest  devotion ; 
Happy  was  he  who  might  touch  her  hand  or  the  hem  of  her  garment! 
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Man}'  a  suitor  came  to  her  doer,  by  the  darkness  befriended, 
And,  as  he  knocked  and  waited  to  hear  the  sound  of  her  footsteps, 
Knew  not  which  beat  the  louder,  his  heart  or  the  knocker  of  iron; 
Or  at  the  joyous  feast  of  the  Patron  Saint  of  the  village. 
Bolder  grew,  and  pressed  her  hand  in  the  dance  as  he  whispered 
Hurried  words  of  love,  that  seemed  a  part  of  the  music. 
But,  among  all  who  came,  young  Gabriel  only  was  welcome ; 
Gabriel  Lajeunesse,  the  son  of  Basil  the  blacksmith, 
AYho  was  a  mighty  man  in  the  village,  and  honored  of  all  men; 
For,  since  the  birth  of  time,  throughout  all  ages  and  nations, 
Has  the  craft  of  the  smith  been  held  in  repute  by  the  people. 
Basil  was  Benedict's  friend.     Their  children  from  earliest  childhood 
Grew  up  together  as  brother  and  sister;  and  Father  Felician, 
Priest  and  pedagogue  both  in  the  village,  had  taught  them   their 

letters 
Out  of  the  selfsame  book,  with  the  hymns  of  the  church  and  the  plain 

song. 
But  when  the  hymn  was  sung,  and  the  daily  lesson  completed, 
Swiftly  they  hurried  away  to  the  forge  of  Basil  the  blacksmith. 
There  at  the  door  they  stood,  with  wondering  eyes  to  behold  him 
Take  in  his  leathern  lap  the  hoof  of  the  horse  as  a  plaything, 
Nailing  the  shoe  in  its  place;    while  near  him  the  tire  of  the  cart 

wheel 
Lay  like  a  fiery  snake,  coiled  ronnd  in  a  circle  of  cinders. 
Oft  on  autumnal  eves,  when  without  in  the  gathering  darkness 
Bursting  with  light  seemed  the  smithy,  through  every  cranny  and 

crevice, 
"Warmed  by  the  forge  within  they  watched  the  laboring  bellows. 
And  as  its  panting  ceased,  and  the  sparks  expired  in  the  ashes. 
Merrily  laughed,  and  said  they  were  nuns  going  into  the  chapel. 
Oft  on  sledges  in  winter,  as  swift  as  the  swoop  of  the  eagle, 
Down  the  hillside  bounding,  they  glided  away  o'er  the  meadow. 
Oft  in  the  barns  they  climbed  to  the  populous  nests  on  the  rafters, 
Seeking  with  eager  eyes  that  wondrous  stone,  which  the  swallow 
Brings  from  the  shore  of  the  sea  to  restore  the  sight  of  its  fledgelings; 
Lucky  was  he  who  found  that  stone  in  the  nest  of  the  swallow ! 
Thus  passed  a  fev/  swuft  years,  and  they  no  longer  were  children. 
He  was  a  valiant  youth,  and  his  face,  like  the  face  of  the  morning, 
Gladdened  the  earth  with  its  light,  and  ripened  thought  into  action. 
She  was  a  woman  now,  with  the  heart  and  hopes  of  a  woman. 
"Sunshine  of  Saint  Eulalie"  was  she  called;  for  that  was  the  sun- 
shine 
Which,  as  the  farmers  believed,  would  load  their  orchards  with  apples; 
She,  too,  would  bring  to  her  husband's  house  delight  and  abundance, 
Filling  it  full  of  love  and  the  ruddy  faces  of  children.  .  .  . 
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Pleasantly  rose  next  morn  the  sun  on  the  village  of  Grand-Pre. 
Pleasantly  gleamed  in  the  soft,  sweet  air  the  Basin  of  Minas, 
AVhere  the  ships,  with  their  wavering  shadows,  were  riding  at  anchor. 
Life  had  long  been  astir  in  the  village,  and  clamorous  labor 
Knocked  with  its  hundred  hands  at  the  golden  gates  of  the  morning. 
Now  from   the  country  around,  from  the   farms   and   neighboring 

hamlets. 
Came  in  their  holiday  dresses  the  blithe  Acadian  peasants. 
Many  a  glad  good  morrow  and  jocund  laugh  from  the  young  folk 
i.Iade  the  bright  air  brighter,  as  up  from  the  numerous  meadows, 
AVhere  no  path  could  be  seen  but  the  track  of  wheels  in  the  green- 
sward. 
Group  after  group  appeared,  and  joined,  or  passed  on  the  highway. 
Long  ere  noon,  in  the  village  all  sound  of  labor  was  silenced. 
Thronged   were  the  streets  with  people;   and  noisy  groups  at  the 

house  doors 
Sat  in  the  cheerful  sun,  and  rejoiced  and  gossiped  together. 
Every  house  was  an  inn,  where  all  were  welcomed  and  feasted ; 
For  with  this  simple  people,  who  lived  like  brothers  together. 
All  things  were  held  in  common,  and  what  one  had  was  another's. 
Yet  iinder  Benedict's  roof  hospitality  seemed  more  abundant : 
Por  Evangeline  stood  among  the  guests  of  her  father ; 
Bright  was  her  face  with  smiles,  and  words  of  welcome  and  gladness 
Fell  from  her  beautiful  lips,  and  blessed  the  cup  as  she  gave  it. 

Under  the  open  sky,  in  the  odorous  air  of  the  orchard, 
Stript  of  its  golden  fruit,  was  spread  the  feast  of  betrothal. 
There  in  the  shade  of  the  porch  were  the  priest  and  the  notary 

seated ; 
There  good  Benedict  sat,  and  sturdy  Basil  the  blacksmith. 
Not  far  withdrawn  from  these,  by  the  cider  press  and  the  beehives, 
Michael  the  fiddler  was  placed,  with  the  gayest  of  hearts  and  of 

waistcoats. 
Shadow  and  light  from  the  leaves  alternately  played  on  his  snoAv- 

white 
Hair,  as  it  waved  in  the  wind ;  and  the  jolly  face  of  the  fiddler 
Glowed  like  a  living  coal  when  the  ashes  are  blown  from  the  embers, 
Gayly  the  old  man  sang  to  the  vibrant  sound  of  his  fiddle, 
Tons  les  Bourgeois  de  Chartres,  and  le  Carillon  du  DunTcerque, 
And  anon  with  his  wooden  shoes  beat  time  to  the  music. 
Merrily,  merrily  whirled  the  wheels  of  the  dizzying  dances 
Under  the  orchard  trees  and  down  the  path  to  the  meadows ; 
Old  folk  and  young  together,  and  children  mingled  among  them. 
Fairest  of  all  the  maids  was  Evangeline,  Benedict's  daughter ! 
Noblest  of  all  the  youths  was  Gabriel,  son  of  the  blacksmith  ! 
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So  passed  the  morning  away.     And  lo !  with  a  summons  sonorous 
Sounded  the  bell  from  its  tower,  and  over  the  meadows  a  drum  beat. 
Thronged  erelong  was  the  church  with  men.     Without,  in  the  church- 
yard, 
Waited  the  women.     They  stood  by  the  graves,  and  hung  on  the 

headstones 
Garlands  of  autumn  leaves  and  evergreens  fresh  from  the  forest. 
Then  came  the  guard  from  the  ships,  and  marching  proudly  among 

them 
Entered  the  sacred  portal.     With  loud  and  dissonant  clangor 
Echoed  the  sound  of  their  brazen  drums  from  ceiling  and  casement,  — 
Echoed  a  moment  only,  and  slowly  the  ponderous  portal 
Closed,  and  in  silence  the  crowd  awaited  the  will  of  the  soldiers. 
Then  uprose  their  commander,  and  spake  from  the  steps  of  the  altar, 
Holding  aloft  in  his  hands,  with  its  seals,  the  royal  commission. 
"'  You  are  convened  this  day,"  he  said,  "by  his  Majesty's  orders. 
Clement  and  kind  has  he  been ;  but  how  you  have  answered  his  kind- 
ness. 
Let  your  own  hearts  reply !     To  my  natural  make  and  my  temper 
Painful  the  task  is  I  do,  which  to  you  I  know  must  be  grievous. 
Yet  must  I  bow  and  obey,  and  deliver  the  will  of  our  monarch ; 
Kamely,  that  all  your  lands,  and  dwellings,  and  cattle  of  all  kinds 
Forfeited  be  to  the  crown ;  and  that  you  yourselves  from  this  province 
Be  transported  to  other  lands.     God  grant  you  may  dwell  there 
Ever  as  faithful  subjects,  a  happy  and  peaceable  people  ! 
Prisoners  now  I  declare  you  ;  for  such  is  his  Majesty's  pleasure  ! " 
As,  when  the  air  is  serene  in  the  sultry  solstice  of  summer, 
Suddenly  gathers  a  storm,  and  the  deadly  sling  of  the  hailstones 
Beats  down  the  farmer's  corn  in  the  field  and  shatters  his  windows, 
Hiding  the  sim,  and  strewing  the  ground  with  thatch  from  the  house 

roofs, 
Bellowing  fly  the  herds,  and  seek  to  break  their  inclosures ; 
So  on  the  hearts  of  the  people  descended  the  words  of  the  speaker. 
Silent  a  moment  they  stood  in  speechless  wonder,  and  then  rose 
Louder  and  ever  louder  a  wail  of  sorrow  and  anger, 
And,  by  one  impulse  moved,  they  madly  rushed  to  the  doorway. 
Vain  was  the  hope  of  escape ;  and  cries  and  fierce  imprecations 
Rang  through  the  house  of  prayer ;  and  high  o'er  the  heads  of  tlie 

others 
Rose,  with  his  arms  uplifted,  the  figure  of  Basil^  the  blacksmith. 
As,  on  a  stormy  sea,  a  spar  is  tossed  by  the  billows. 
Flushed  was  his  face  and  distorted  with  passion;    and  wildly  he 

shouted : 
"  Down  with  the  tyrants  of  England !    we  never  have  sworn  tliem 
allegiance ' 
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Death  to  these  foreign  sokliers,  who  seize  on  our  homes  and  our 

harvests ! " 
More  he  fain  would  have  said,  but  the  merciless  hand  of  a  soldier 
Smote  him  upon  the  mouth,  and  dragged  him  down  to  the  pavement. 

In  the  midst  of  the  strife  and  tumult  of  angry  contention, 
Lo !  the  door  of  the  chancel  opened,  and  Father  Felician 
Entered,  with  serious  mien,  and  ascended  the  steps  of  the  altar, 
liaising  his  reverend  hand,  with  a  gesture  he  awed  into  silence 
All  that  clamorous  throng ;  and  thus  he  spake  to  his  people ; 
Deep  were  his  tones  and  solemn;  in  accents  measured  and  mournful 
Spake  he,  as,  after  the  tocsin's  alarum,  distinctly  the  clock  strikes. 
"  What  is  this  that  ye  do,  my  children  ?  what  madness  has  seized  you  ? 
Forty  years  of  my  life  have  I  labored  among  you,  and  taught  you. 
Not  in  word  alone,  but  in  deed,  to  love  one  another  I 
Is  this  the  fruit  of  my  toils,  of  my  vigils  and  prayers  and  privations  ? 
Have  you  so  soon  forgotten  all  lessons  of  love  and  forgiveness  ? 
This  is  the  house  of  the  Prince  of  Peace,  and  would  you  profane  it 
Thus  with  violent  deeds  and  hearts  overflowing  with  hatred  ? 
Lo !  where  the  crucified  Christ  from  His  cross  is  gazing  upon  you ! 
See !  in  those  sorrowful  eyes  what  meekness  and  holy  compassion ! 
Hark!    how  those  lips  still  repeat  the  prayer,  '0  Father,  forgive 

them  ! ' 
Let  us  repeat  that  prayer  m  the  hour  when  the  wicked  assail  us. 
Let  us  repeat  it  now,  and  say,  '  0  Father,  forgive  them  ! '  " 
Few  were  his  words  of  rebuke,  but  deep  in  the  hearts  of  his  people 
Sank  they,  and  sobs  of  contrition  succeeded  the  passionate  outbreak, 
While  they  repeated  his  prayer,  and  said,  "  0  Father,  forgive  them ! " 

Then  came  the  evening  service.      The  tapers  gleamed  from  the 

altar. 
Fervent  and   deep  v>ras   the  voice   of   the   priest,    and   the   people 

responded, 
Not  with  their  lips  alone,  but  their  hearts ;  and  the  Ave  Maria 
Sang  they,  and  fell  on  their  knees,  and  their  souls,  with  devotion 

translated, 
Eose  on  the  ardor  of  prayer,  like  Elijah  ascending  to  heaven. 

Meanwhile  had  spread  in  the  village  the  tidings  of  ill,  and  on  all 
sides 
Wandered,  wailing,  from  house  to  house  the  women  and  children. 
Long  at  her  father's  door  Evangeline  stood,  with  her  right  hand 
Shielding  her  eyes  from  the  level  rays  of  the  sun,  that,  descending. 
Lighted  the  village  street  with  mysterious  splendor,  and  roofed  each 
Peasant's  cottage  with  golden  thatch,  and  emblazoned  its  windows. 
Long  within  had  been  spread  the  snow-white  cloth  on  the  table ; 
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There  stood  the  Avheateu  loaf,  and  the  honey  fragrant  with  wild 

flowers ; 
There  stood  the  tankard  of  ale,  and  the  cheese  fresh  brought  from 

the  dairy ; 
And,  at  the  head  of  the  board,  the  great  armchair  of  the  farmer. 
Thus  did  Evangeline  wait  at  her  father's  door,  as  the  sunset 
Threw  the  long  shadows  of  trees  o'er  the  broad,  ambrosial  meadows. 
Ah !  on  her  spirit  within  a  deeper  shadow  had  fallen, 
And  from  the  fields  of  her  soul  a  fragrance  celestial  ascended,  — 
Charity,  meekness,  love,  and  hone,  and  forgiveness,  and  patience ! 
Then,  all-forgetful  of  self,  she  wandered  into  the  village, 
Cheering  with  looks  and  words  the  mournful  hearts  of  the  women, 
As  o'er  the  darkening  fields  with  lingering  steps  they  departed, 
Urged  by  their  household  cares,  and  the  v/eary  feet  of  their  children. 
Down  sank  the  great  red  sun,  and  in  golden,  glimmering  vapors 
Veiled  the  light  of  his  face,  like  a  Prophet  descending  from  Sinai. 
Sweetly  over  the  village  the  bell  of  the  Angelus  sounded. 

Meanwhile,  amid  the  gloom,  by  the  church  Evangeline  lingered. 
All  was  silent  within ;  and  in  vain  at  the  door  and  the  windows 
Stood  she,  and  listened  and  looked,  till,  overcome  by  emotion, 
"  Gabriel ! "  cried  she,  aloud  with  tremulous  voice ;  but  no  answer 
Came  from  the  graves  of  the  dead,  nor  the  gloomier  grave  of  the 

living. 
Slowly  at  length  she  returned  to  the  tenantless  house  of  her  father. 
Smoldered  the  fire  on   the   hearth,  on  the  board  was  the  supper 

untasted, 
Empty  and  drear  was  each  room,  and  haunted  with  phantoms  of 

terror. 
Sadly  echoed  her  step  on  the  stair  and  the  floor  of  her  chamber. 
In  the  dead  of  the  night  she  heard  the  disconsolate  rain  fall 
Loud  on  the  withered  leaves  of  the  sycamore  tree  by  the  window. 
Keenly  the  lightning  flashed ;  and  the  voice  of  the  echoing  thunder 
Told  her  that  God  was  in   heaven,  and   governed   the  world   He 

created ! 
Then  she  remembered  the  tale  she  had  heard   of  the  justice   of 

heaven ; 
Soothed  was  her  troubled  soul,  and  she  peacefully  t;lumbered  till 

morning.  .  .  . 

Halfway  down  to  the  shore  Evangeline  waited  in  silence, 
Not  overcome  with  grief,  but  strong  in  the  hour  of  aftliction, — 
Calmly  and  sadly  she  waited,  until  the  procession  approached  her, 
And  she  beheld  the  face  of  Gabriel  pale  witli  emotion. 
Tears  then  filled  her  eyes,  and,  eagerly  running  to  meet  him, 
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Clasped   she  his  hands,  and   laid  her  head  on  his  shoulder,  and 

whispered: 
<'  Gabriel !  be  of  good  cheer !  for  if  we  love  one  another 
Nothing,  in  truth,  can  harm  us,  whatever  mischances  may  happen !" 
Smiling,  she   spake   these  words;    then  suddenly  paused,  for   her 

father 
Saw  she  slowly  advancing.     Alas  !  how  changed  was  his  aspect ! 
Gone  was  the  glow  from  his  cheek,  and  the  fire  from  his  eye,  and  his 

footstep 
Heavier  seemed  with  the  weight  of  the  heavy  heart  in  his  bosom. 
But  with  a  smile  and  a  sigh,  she  clasped  his  neck  and  embraced  him, 
Speaking  words  of  endearment  where  v/ords  of  comfort  availed  not. 
Thus  to  the  Gaspereau's  mouth  moved  on  that  mournful  procession. 

There  disorder  prevailed,  and  the  tumult  and  stir  of  embarking. 
Busily  plied  the  freighted  boats ;  and  in  the  confusion 
Wives  were  torn  from  their  husbands,  and  mothers,  too  late,  saw 

their  children 
Left  on  the  land,  extending  their  arms,  with  wildest  entreaties. 
So  unto  separate  ships  were  Basil  and  Gabriel  carried. 
While  in  despair  on  the  shore  Evangeline  stood  with  her  father.  .  .  . 

Many  a  weary  year  had  passed  since  the  burning  of  Grand-Pre, 
When  on  the  falling  tide  the  freighted  vessels  departed, 
Bearing  a  nation,  with  all  its  household  gods,  into  exile, 
Exile  without  an  end,  and  without  an  example  in  story. 
Far  asunder,  on  separate  coasts,  the  Acadians  landed  ; 
Scattered  were  they,  like  flakes  of  snow,  when  the  wind  from  the 

northeast 
Strikes  aslant  through  the  fogs  that  darken  the  Banks  of  Newfound- 
land. 
Friendless,  homeless,  hopeless,  they  wandered  from  city  to  city, 
From  the  cold  lakes  of  the  Nortn  to  sultry  Southern  savannas,  — 
From  the  bleak  shores  of  the  sea  to  the  lands  where  the  Father  of 

Waters 
Seizes  the  hills  in  his  hands,  and  drags  them  down  to  the  ocean, 
Deep  in  their  sands  tc  bury  the  scattered  bones  of  the  mammoth. 
Friends  they  sought  and  homes ;  and  many,  despairing,  heartbroken, 
Asked  of  the  earth  but  a  grave,  and  no  longer  a  friend  nor  a  fireside. 
Written  their  history  stands  on  tablets  of  stone  in  the  churchyards. 
Long  among  them  was  seen  a  maiden  who  waited  and  wandered, 
Lowly  and  meek  in  spirit,  and  patiently  suffering  all  things. 
Fair  was  she  and  young ;  but,  alas !  before  her  extended, 
Dreary  and  vast  and  silent,  the  desert  of  life,  with  its  pathway 
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Marked  by  tlie  graves  of  those  v.'ho  had  sorrowed  and  suffered  bo- 
fore  her, 
Passions  long  extinguished,  and  hopes  long  dead  and  abandoned, 
As  the  emigrant's  way  o'er  the  Western  desert  is  marked  by 
Camp  fires  long  consumed,  and  bones  that  bleach  in  the  sunshine. 
Something  there  was  in  her  life  incomplete,  imperfect,  unfinished ; 
As  if  a  morning  of  June,  with  all  its  music  and  sunshine. 
Suddenly  paused  in  the  sky,  and,  fading,  slowly  descended 
Into  the  east  again,  from  Avhence  it  late  had  arisen. 
Sometimes  she  lingered  in  towns,  till,  urged  by  the  fever  within  her, 
Urged  by  a  restless  longing,  the  hunger  and  thirst  of  the  spirit. 
She  would  commence  again  her  endless  search  and  endeavor ; 
Sometimes  in  churchyards  strayed,  and  gazed  on  the  crosses  and 

tombstones, 
Sat  by  some  nameless  grave,  and  thought  that  xjerhaps  in  its  bosom 
He  was  already  at  rest,  and  she  longed  to  slumber  beside  him. 
Sometimes  a  rumor,  a  hearsay,  an  inarticulate  whisper, 
CaiDe  "with  its  airy  hand  to  point  and  beckon  her  forward. 
Sometimes  she  spake  with  those  who  had  seen  her  beloved  and  known 

him. 
But  it  was  long  ago,  in  some  far-off  place  or  forgotten. 
" Gabriel  Lajeunesse  ! "  they  said;  ''  0  yes !  we  have  seen  him. 
He  was  with  Basil  the  blacksmith,  and  both  have  gone  to  the  prairies ; 
Coureurs-des-Bois  are  they,  and  famous  hunters  and  trappers." 
"  Gabriel  Lajeunesse ! ''  said  others ;  "  0  yes !  we  have  seen  him. 
He  is  a  Yoyageur  in  the  lowlands  of  Louisiana." 
Then  would  they  say,  ''Dear  child!  why  dream  and  wait  for  him 

longer  ? 
Are  there  not  other  youths  as  fair  as  Gabriel  ?  others 
Who  have  hearts  as  tender  and  true,  and  spirits  as  loyal  ? 
Here  is  Baptiste  Leblanc,  the  notary's  son,  who  has  loved  thee 
Many  a  tedious  year ;  come,  give  him  thy  hand  and  be  happy ! 
Thou  art  too  fair  to  be  left  to  braid  Saint  Catlierine's  tresses." 
Then  would  Evangeline  answer,  serenely  but  sadly,  "  I  cannot ! 
Whither  my  heart  has  gone,  there  follows  my  hand,  and  not  else- 
where. 
For  when  the  heart  goes  before,  like  a  lamp,  and  illuiuines  tlie  patli- 

way, 
Many  things  are  made  clear,  that  else  lie  hidden  in  darkness." 
Thereupon  the  priest,  her  friend  and  father  confessor. 
Said,  with  a  smile,  "  0  daughter !  thy  God  thus  speaketh  within  thee ! 
Talk  not  of  wasted  affection,  affection  never  was  wasted ; 
If  it  enrich  not  the  heart  of  another,  its  waters  returning 
i->ack  to  their  springs,  like  the  rain,  .shall  till  them  full  of  refresh- 
ment j 
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That  which  the  fountain  sends  forth  returns  again  to  the  fountain. 
Patience ;  accomplish  thy  labor ;  accomplish  thy  work  of  affection  I 
Sorrow  and  silence  are  strong,  and  patient  endurance  js  godlike. 
Therefore  accomplish  thy  labor  of  love,  till  the  heart  is  made  gcd 

like, 
Purified,   strengthened,   perfected,   and   rendered   more   worthy    of 

heaven ! " 
Cheered  by  the  good  man's  words,  Evangeline  labored  and  waited. 
Still  in  her  heart  she  heard  the  funeral  dirge  of  the  ocean. 
But  with  its   sovmd  there   was  mingled  a  voice  that  whispered, 

"  Despair  not !  "  .  .  . 

It  was  the  month  of  May.     Far  down  the  Beautiful  River, 
Past  the  Ohio  shore  and  past  the  mouth  of  the  Wabash, 
Into  the  golden  stre3,m  of  the  broad  and  swift  Mississippi, 
Floated  a  cumbrous  boat,  that  was  rowed  by  Acadian  boatmen. 
It  was  a  band  of  exiles ;  a  raft,  as  ii  vrere,  from  the  shipwrecked 
Nation,  scattered  along  the  coast,  now  floating  together, 
Bound  by  the  bonds  of  a  common  belief  and  a  common  misfortune ; 
Men  and  women  and  children,  who,  guided  by  hope  or  by  hearsay, 
Sought  for  their  kith  and  their  kin  among  the  few-acred  farmers 
On  the  Acadian  coast,  and  the  prairies  of  fair  Opelousas.  .  .  . 
Then  Evangeline  slept;  but  the  boatmen  rowed  through  the  mid 

night, 
Silent  at  times,  then  singing  familiar  Canadian  boat  songs, 
Such  as  they  sang  of  old  on  their  own  Acadian  rivers, 
While  through  the  night  were  heard  the  mysterious  sounds  of  the 

desert, 
Ear  off,  —  indistinct,  —  as  of  wave  or  wind  in  the  forest, 
Mixed  with  the  whoop  of  the  crane  and  the  roar  of  the  grim  alligator. 

Thus  ere  another  noon  they  emerged  from  the  shades ;  and  before 
them 
Lay,  in  the  golden  sun,  the  lakes  of  the  Atchafalaya. 
Water  lilies  in  myriads  rocked  on  the  slight  undixlations 
Made  by  the  passing  oars,  and,  resplendent  in  beauty,  the  lotus 
Lifted  her  golden  crown  above  the  heads  of  the  boatmen. 
Eaint  was  the  air  with  the  odorous  breath  of  magnolia  blossoms. 
And  with  the  heat  of  noon ;  and  numberless  s}  Ivan  islands, 
Fragrant  and  thickl}^  embowered  with  blossoming  hedges  of  roses, 
Near  to  whose  shores  they  glided  along,  invited  to  slumber. 
Soon  by  the  fairest  of  these  their  weary  oars  were  suspeaded. 
Under  the  bows  of  Wachita  willows,  that  grew  by  the  margin, 
Safely  their  boat  was  moored;    and  scattered  about  on  the  green- 
sward, 
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Tired  with  their  midnight  toil,  the  weary  travelers  slumbered. 

Over  them  vast  and  high  extended  the  cope  of  a  cedar. 

Swinging  from  its  great  arms,  the  trumpet  flower  and  the  grapevine 

Hung  their  ladder  of  ropes  aloft  like  the  ladder  of  Jacob, 

On  whose  pendulous  stairs  the  angels  ascending,  descending, 

"Were  the  swift  humming-birds,  that  flitted  from  blossom  to  blossom. 

Such  was  the  vision  Evangeline  saw  as  she  slumbered  beneath  it. 

Filled  was  her  heart  with  love,  and  the  dawn  of  an  opening  heaven 

Lighted  her  soul  in  sleep  with  the  glory  of  regions  celestial. 

Nearer,  ever  nearer,  among  the  numberless  islands. 
Darted  a  light,  swift  boat,  that  sped  away  o'er  the  water. 
Urged  on  its  course  by  the  sinewy  arms  of  hunters  and  trappers. 
Northward  its  prow  was  turned,  to  the  land  of  the  bison  and  beaver. 
At  the  helm  sat  a  youth,  with  countenance  thoughtful  and  careworn. 
Dark  and  neglected  locks  overshadowed  his  brow,  and  a  sadness 
Somewhat  beyond  his  years  on  his  face  was  legibly  written. 
Gabriel  was  it,  who,  weary  with  waiting,  unhappy  and  restless. 
Sought  in  the  Western  wilds  oblivion  of  self  and  of  sorrow. 
Swiftly  they  glided  along,  close  under  the  lee  of  the  island, 
But  by  the  opposite  bank,  and  behind  a  screen  of  palmettos. 
So  that  they  saw  not  the  boat,  where  it  lay  concealed  in  the  willows. 
All  undisturbed  by  the  dash  of   their  oars,  and  unseen,  were  the 

sleepers, 
Angel  of  God  was  there  none  to  awaken  the  slumbering  maiden. 
Swiftly  they  glided  away,  like  the  shade  of  a  cloud  on  a  prairie. 
After  the  sound  of  their  oars  on  the  tholes  had  died  in  the  distance. 
As  from  a  magic  trance  the  sleepers  awoke,  and  the  maiden 
Said  with  a  sigh  to  the  friendly  priest,  "  0  Father  Feliciau  ! 
Something  says  in  my  heart  that  near  me  Gabriel  wanders. 
Is  it  a  foolish  dream,  an  idle  and  vague  superstition  ? 
Or  has  an  angel  passed,  and  revealed  the  truth  to  my  spirit  ?  " 
Then,  with  a  blush,  she  added,  "  Alas  for  my  credulous  fancy ! 
Unto  ears  like  thine  such  words  as  these  have  no  meaning." 
But  made  answer  the  reverend  man,  and  he  smiled  as  he  answered: 
"Daughter,  thy  words  are  not  idle;   nor  are  they  to  me  without 

meaning. 
Feeling  is  deep  and  still ;  and  the  word  that  floats  on  the  surface 
Is  as  the  tossing  buoy,  that  betrays  where  the  anchor  is  hidden. 
Therefore  trust  to  thy  heart,  and  to  what  the  world  calls  illusions. 
Gabriel  truly  is  near  thee ;  for  not  far  away  to  the  southward, 
On  the  banks  of  the  T6che,  are  the  towns  of  St.  Maur  and  St.  Martin. 
There  the  long-wandering  bride  shall  l)e  given  again  to  her  bride- 

groom, 
There;  the  long-absent  pastor  regain  liis  ilock  and  his  .slicepfold. 
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Beautiful  is  the  land,  with  its  prairies  and  forests  of  fruit  trees ; 
Under  the  feet  a  garden  of  flowers,  and  the  bluest  of  heavens 
Bending  above,  and  resting  its  dome  on  the  walls  of  the  forest. 
They  who  dwell  there  have  named  it  the  Eden  of  Louisiana." 
With  these  words  of  cheer  they  arose  and  continued  their  journey.  .  .  , 

So  came  the  autumn,  and  passed,  and  the  winter, — yet  Gabriel 
came  not ; 
Blossomed  the  opening  spring,  and  the  notes  of  the  robin  and  blue- 
bird 
Sounded  sweet  upon  wold  and  in  wood,  yet  Gabriel  came  not. 
But  on  the  breath  of  the  summer  winds  a  rumor  was  wafted 
Sweeter  than  song  of  bird,  or  hue  or  odor  of  blossom. 
Far  to  the  north  and  east,  it  said,  in  the  Michigan  forests, 
Gabriel  had  his  lodge  by  the  banks  of  the  SaginaAv  River. 
And,  with  returning  guides,  that  sought  the  lakes  of  St.  Lawrence, 
Saying  a  sad  farewell,  Evangeline  went  from  the  Mission. 
When  over  weary  ways,  by  long  and  perilous  marches. 
She  had  attained  at  length  the  depths  of  the  Michigan  forests, 
Found  she  the  hunter^s  lodge  deserted  and  fallen  to  ruin ! 

Thus  did  the  long  sad  years  glide  on,  and  in  seasons  and  places 
Divers  and  distant  far  was  seen  the  wandering  maiden  ;  — 
Now  in  the  Tents  of  Grace  of  the  meek  Moravian  Missions, 
Now  in  the  noisy  camps  and  battlefields  of  the  army, 
Now  in  secluded  hamlets,  in  towns  and  populous  cities. 
Like  a  phantom  she  came,  and  passed  away  unremembered. 
Fair  was  she  and  young,  when  in  hope  began  the  long  journey; 
Faded  was  she  and  old,  when  in  disappointment  it  ended. 
Each  succeeding  year  stole  something  away  from  her  beauty. 
Leaving  behind  it,  broader  and  deeper,  the  gloom  and  the  shadow. 
Then  there  appeared  and  spread  faint  streaks  of  gray  o'er  her  fore- 
head. 
Dawn  of  another  life,  that  broke  o'er  her  earthly  horizon. 
As  in  the  Eastern  sky  the  first  faint  streaks  of  the  morning. 

In  that   delightful   land   which   is  washed   by  the   Dela.ware's 

waters, 
Gua,rding  in  sylvan  shades  the  name  of  Penn  the  apostle, 
Stands  on  the  banks  of  its  beautiful  stream  the  city  he  founded. 
There  all  the  air  is  balm,  and  the  peach  is  the  emblem  of  beauty, 
And  the  streets  still  reecho  the  names  of  the  trees  of  the  forest, 
As   if  they  fain  would   appease   the   Dryads   whose  haunts   they 

molested. 
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There  from  tlie  troubled  sea  had  Evangeline  landed,  an  exile, 
Finding  among  the  children  of  Penn  a  home  and  a  country. 
There  old  Rene  Leblanc  had  died ;  and  when  he  departed, 
Saw  at  his  side  only  one  of  all  his  hundred  descendants. 
Something  at  least  there  was  in  the  friendly  streets  of  the  city, 
Something  that  spake   to  her  heart,  and  made  her  no  longer  a 

stranger ; 
And  her  ear  was  pleased  with  the  Thee  and  Thou  of  the  Quakers, 
For  it  recalled  the  past,  the  old  Acadian  country, 
Where  all  men  were  equal,  and  all  were  brothers  and  sisters. 
So,  when  the  fruitless  search,  the  disappointed  endeavor. 
Ended,  to  recommence  no  more  upon  earth,  uncomplaining, 
Thither,  as  leaves  to  the  light,  were  turned  her  thoughts  and  her 

footsteps. 
As  from  a  mountain's  top  the  rainy  mists  of  the  morning 
Roll  away,  and  far  we  behold  the  landscape  below  us. 
Sun-illumined,  with  shining  rivers  and  cities  and  hamlets. 
So  fell  the  mists  from  her  mind,  and  she  saw  the  world  far  below 

her. 
Dark  no  longer,  but  all  illumined  with  love ;  and  the  pathway 
Which  she  had  climbed  so  far,  lying  smooth  and  fair  in  the  dis- 
tance. 
Gabriel-  was  not  forgotten.     Within  her  heart  was  his  image, 
Clothed  in  the  beauty  of  love  and  youth,  as  last  she  beheld  him. 
Only  more  beautiful  by  his  deathlike  silence  and  absence. 
Into  her  thoughts  of  him  time  entered  not,  for  it  was  not. 
Over  him  years  had  no  power;  he  was  not  changed,  but  transfigured; 
He  had  become  to  her  heart,  as  one  who  is  dead,  and  not  absent; 
Patience  and  abnegation  of  self,  and  devotion  to  others. 
This  was  a  lesson  a  life  of  trial  and  sorrow  had  taught  her. 
So  was  her  love  diffused,  but,  like  to  some  odorous  spices. 
Suffered  no  waste  or  loss,  though  filling  the  air  with  aroma. 
Other  hope  had  she  none,  nor  wish  in  life,  but  to  follow 
i^Ieekly,  with  reverent  steps,  the  sacred  feet  of  her  Savior. 
Thus  many  years  she  lived  as  a  Sister  of  Mercy ;  frequenting 
Lonely  and  wretched  roofs  in  the  crowded  lanes  of  the  city, 
Where  distress  and  want  concealed  themselves  from  the  sunlight. 
Where  disease  and  sorrow  in  garrets  languished  neglected. 
Night   after   night  when   the  world  was   asleep,  as  the  watchman 

repeated 
Loud,  through  the  gusty  streets,  that  all  was  well  in  the  city. 
High  at  some  lonely  window  he  saw  the  light  of  her  taper. 
Day  after  day,  in  the  gray  of  the  dawn,  as  slow  through  the  suburbs 
Plodded  the  German  farmer,  with  flowers  and  fruits  for  the  market, 
Met  he  that  meek,  pale  face,  returning  homo  from  its  watchings. 
8 
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Then  it  came  to  pass  that  a  pestilence  fell  on  the  city, 
Presaged  by  wondrous  signs,  and  mostly  by  flocks  of  wild  pigeons, 
Darkening  the  sun  in  their  flight,  with  naught  in  their  craws  but  an 

acorn. 
And,  as  the  tides  of  the  sea  arise  in  the  month  of  September, 
Flooding  some  silver  stream,  till  it  spreads  to  a  lake  in  the  meadow, 
So  death  flooded  life,  and,  o'erfloAving  its  natural  margin, 
Spread  to  a  brackish  lake,  the  silver  stream  of  existence. 
Wealth  had  no  power  to  bribe,  nor  beauty  to  charm,  the  oppressor ; 
Bat  all  perished  alike  under  the  scourge  of  his  anger;  — 
Only,  alas !  the  poor,  who  had  neither  friends  nor  attendants, 
Crept  away  to  die  in  the  almshouse,  home  of  the  homeless. 
Then  in  the  suburbs  it  stood,  in  the  midst  of  meadows  and  wood- 
lands :  — 
Now  the  city  surrounds  it ;  but  still,  with  its  gateway  and  wicket 
Meek,  in  the  midst  of  splendor,  its  humble  walls  seem  to  echo 
Softly  the  words  of  the  Lord :  "  The  poor  ye  always  have  with  you." 
Thither,  by  night  and  by  day,  came  the  Sister  of  IMercy.     The  dying 
Looked  up  into  her  face,  and  thought,  indeed,  to  behold  there 
Gleams  of  celestial  light  encircle  her  forehead  with  splendor. 
Such  as  the  artist  paints  o'er  the  brows  of  saints  and  apostles, 
Or  such  as  hangs  by  night  o'er  a  city  seen  at  a  distance. 
Unto  their  eyes  it  seemed  the  lamps  of  the  city  celestial. 
Into  Avhose  shining  gates  erelong  their  spirits  would  enter. 

Thus,  on  a  Sabbath  morn,  through  the  streets,  deserted  and  silent, 
Wending  her  quiet  way,  she  entered  the  door  of  the  almshouse. 
Sweet  on  the  summer  air  was  the  odor  of  flowers  in  the  garden ; 
And  she  paused  on  her  way  to  gather  the  fairest  among  them. 
That   the  dying  once  more  might  rejoice  in  their   fragrance   and 

beauty. 
Then,  as  she  mounted  the  stairs  to  the  corridors,  cooled  by  the  east 

wind. 
Distant  and  soft  on  her  ear  fell  the  chimes  from  the  belfry  of  Christ 

Church, 
While,  intermingled  with  these,  across  the  meadows  were  wafted 
Sounds  of  psalms,  that  were  sung  by  the  Swedes  in  their  church  at 

Wicaco. 
Soft  as  descending  wings  fell  the  calm  of  the  hour  on  her  spirit ; 
Something  Avithin  her  said,  "  At  length  thy  trials  are  ended  ;  " 
And,  with  light  in  her  looks,  she  entered  the  chambers  of  sickness. 
Noiselessly  moved  about  the  assiduous,  careful  attendants. 
Moistening  the  feverish  lip,  and  the  aching  brow,  and  in  silence 
Closing  the  sightless  eyes  of  the  dead,  and  concealing  their  faces, 
Where  on  their  pallets  they  lay,  like  drifts  of  snoAV  by  the  roadside. 
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Many  a  languid  head,  xipraised  as  Evangeline  entered, 

Turned   on   its   pillow  of   pain  to  gaze  while   she   passed,  for   her 

presence 
Fell  on  their  hearts  like  a  ray  of  the  sun  on  the  walls  of  a  prison. 
And,  as  she  looked  around,  she  saw  how  Death,  the  consoler. 
Laying  his  hand  upon  many  a  heart,  had  healed  it  forever. 
Manj^  familiar  forms  had  disappeared  in  the  nighttime; 
Vacant  their  places  were,  or  filled  already  by  strangers. 

Suddenly,  as  if  arrested  by  fear  or  a  feeling  of  wonder. 
Still  she  stood,  with  her  colorless  lips  apart,  while  a  shudder 
Ran  through  her  frame,  and,  forgotten,  the  flowerets  dropped  from 

her  fingers, 
And  from  her  eyes  and  cheeks  the  light  and  bloom  of  the  morning. 
Then  there  escaped  from  her  lips  a  cry  of  such  terrible  anguish, 
That  the  dying  heard  it,  and  started  up  from  their  pillows. 
On  the  pallet  before  her  was  stretched  the  form  of  an  old  man. 
Long,  and  thin,  and  gray  were  the  locks  that  shaded  his  temples ; 
But,  as  he  lay  in  the  morning  light,  his  face  for  a  moment 
Seemed  to  assume  once  more  the  forms  of  its  earlier  manhood ; 
So  are  wont  to  be  changed  the  faces  of  those  who  are  dying. 
Hot  and  red  on  his  lips  still  burned  the  flush  of  the  fever, 
A?  if  life,  like  the  Hebrew,  with  blood  had  besprinkled  its  portals. 
That  the  Angel  of  Death  might  see  the  sign,  and  pass  over. 
Motionless,  senseless,  dying,  he  lay,  and  his  spirit  exhausted 
Seemed  to  be  sinking  down  through  infinite  depths  in  the  darkness. 
Darkness  of  slumber  and  death,  forever  sinking  and  sinking. 
Then  through  those  realms  of  shade,  in  multiplied  reverberations, 
Heard  he  that  cry  of  pain,  and  through  the  hush  that  succeeded 
"Whispered  a  gentle  voice,  in  accents  tender  and  saintlike, 
"  Gabriel !  0  jny  beloved ! "  and  died  away  into  silence. 
Then  he  beheld,  in  a  dream,  once  more  the  home  of  his  childhood ; 
Green  Acadian  meadows,  with  sylvan  rivers  among  them, 
Village,  and  mountain,  and  Avoodlands;    and,  walking  under  their 

shadow. 
As  in  the  days  of  her  youth,  Evangeline  rose  in  his  vision. 
Tears  came  into  his  eyes ;  and  as  slowly  he  lifted  his  eyelids, 
Vanished  the  vision  away,  but  Evangeline  knelt  by  his  bedside. 
Vainly  he  strove  to  whisper  her  name,  for  the  accents  unuttered 
Died  on  his  lips,  and  their  motion  revealed  what  his  tongue  would 

have  spoken. 
Vainly  he  strove  to  rise ;  and  Evangeline,  kneeling  beside  him, 
Kissed  his  dying  lips,  and  laid  his  head  on  her  bosoui. 
Sweet  was  the  light  of  his  eyes;  but  it  suddeidy  sank  into  darkness, 
As  when  a  lamp  is  blown  out  by  a  gust  of  wind  at  a  casement. 
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All  was  ended  now,  the  hope,  and  the  fear,  and  the  sorrow, 
All  the  aching  of  heart,  the  restless,  unsatisfied  longing. 
All  the  dull,  deep  pain,  and  coustant  anguish  of  patience ! 
And,  as  she  pressed  once  more  the  lifeless  head  to  her  bosorn, 
Meekly  she  bowed  her  own,  and  murmured,  ''Father^  I  thank  Thee!'^ 

Still  stands  the  forest  primeval ;  but  far  away  from  its  shadow, 
Side  by  side,  in  their  nameless  graves,  the  lovers  are  sleeping. 
Under  the  humble  walls  of  the  little  Catholic  churchyard, 
In  the  heart  of  the  city,  they  lie,  unknown  anj  unnoticed. 
Daily  the  tides  of  life  go  ebbing  and  flowing  beside  them, 
Thousands  of  throbbing  hearts,  where  theirs  are  at  rest  and  forever, 
Thousands  of  aching  brains,  where  theirs  no  longer  are  busy. 
Thousands  of  toiling  hands,  where  theirs  have  ceased  from  their 

labors, 
Thousands  of  weary  feet,  where  theirs  have  completed  their  journey ! 

Still  stands  the  forest  primeval ;    but  under  the    shade   of   its 
branches 
Dwells  another  race,  with  other  customs  and  language. 
Only  along  the  shore  of  the  mournful  and  misty  Atlantic 
Linger  a  few  Acadian  peasants,  whose  fathers  from  exile 
Wandered  back  to  their  native  land  to  die  in  its  bosom. 
In  the  fisherman's  cot  the  wheel  and  the  loom  are  still  busy ; 
Maidens  still  wear  their  Norman  caps  and  their  kirtles  of  homespun, 
And  by  the  evening  fire  repeat  Evangeline's  story. 
While  from  its  rocky  caverns  the  deep-voiced,  neighboring  ocean 
Speaks,  and  in  accents  disconsolate  answers  the  wail  of  the  forest. 
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By  himself. 

[Benjamin  Franklin,  the  celebrated  American  statesman  and  philosopher, 
was  born  in  Boston,  Mass.,  January  17, 1706,  the  son  of  a  tallow  chandler.  He 
learned  the  printer's  trade  in  the  office  of  his  elder  brother  and  at  seventeen  ran 
away  to  Philadelphia,  where  he  established  the  Pennsylvania  Gazette,  and  began 
the  publication  of  Poor  Bickairrs  Almanac  (1732).  Having  acquired  extraor- 
dinary popularity  on  account  of  his  public  spirit  and  integi'ity,  he  was  appointed 
successively  clerk  of  the  Assembly,  postmaster,  and  deputy  postmaster-general 
of  British  North  America.  He  was  sent  to  England  as  colonial  agent  in  1767, 
and  during  a  second  visit  (1764)  was  mainly  instrumental  in  securing  the  repeal 
of  the  obnoxious  Scamp  Act.  Despairing  of  bringing  about  any  reconciliation 
between  the  colonies  and  the  mother  country,  he  returned  to  Philadelphia  and 
became  one  of  a  committee  of  five  chosen  by  Congress  to  draw  up  the  Declara- 
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tion  of  Independence.  Ambassador  to  France  (177(5-1785),  he  succeeded  in 
inducing  France  to  form  an  alliance  whh  the  United  States  (1778)  ;  in  conjunc- 
tion with  Jay  and  Adams  concluded  the  treaty  of  Paris  with  England  (1783)  ; 
and  was  president  of  Pennsylvania  (1785-1788).  He  died  on  the  17th  of  April, 
1790.     His  autobiography,  edited  by  John  Bigelow,  was  published  in  1868,] 

I  CONTINUED  employed  in  my  father's  business  for  two 
years,  that  is,  till  I  was  twelve  years  old  ;  and  my  brother  John, 
who  was  bred  to  that  business,  having  left  my  father,  married, 
and  set  up  for  himself  at  Rhode  Island,  there  was  all  appearance 
that  I  was  destined  to  supply  his  place,  and  become  a  tallow 
chandler.  But  my  dislike  to  the  trade  continuing,  my  father 
was  under  a])prehensions  that  if  he  did  not  find  one  for  me 
more  agreeable,  I  should  break  away  and  get  to  sea,  as  his  son 
Josiah  had  done,  to  his  great  vexation.  He  therefore  some- 
times took  me  to  walk  with  him,  and  see  joiners,  bricklayers, 
turners,  braziers,  etc.,  at  their  work,  that  he  might  observe  my 
inclination,  and  endeavor  to  fix  it  on  some  trade  or  other  on 
land.  It  has  ever  since  been  a  pleasure  to  me  to  see  good 
workmen  handle  their  tools  ;  and  it  lias  been  useful  to  me,  hav- 
ing learnt  so  much  by  it  as  to  be  able  to  do  little  jobs  myself 
in  my  house  Avheii  a  workman  could  not  readily  be  got,  and  to 
construct  little  machines  for  my  experiments,  while  the  inten- 
tion of  making  the  experiment  was  fresh  and  warm  in  my  mind. 
J\Iy  father  at  last  fixed  upon  the  cutler's  trade,  and  my  uncle 
Benjamin's  son  Samuel,  who  was  bred  to  that  business  in 
London,  being  about  that  time  established  in  Boston,  I  was  sent 
to  be  with  him  some  time  on  liking.  But  his  expectations  oi 
a  fee  with  me  displeasing  my  father,  I  was  taken  home  again. 

From  a  child  I  was  fond  of  reading,  and  all  the  little  money 
that  came  into  my  hands  was  ever  laid  out  in  books.  Pleased 
with  the  "Pilgrim's  Progress,"  my  first  collection  was  of  John 
Bunyan's  works  in  separate  little  volumes.  I  afterwards  sold 
them  to  enable  me  to  buy  R.  Burton's  Historical  Collections  ; 
tliey  were  small  chapmen's  books,  and  cheap,  40  or  50  in  all.  My 
father's  little  library  consisted  chiefly  of  books  in  polemic 
divinity,  most  of  which  I  read,  and  have  since  often  regretted 
that  at  a  time  when  I  had  such  a  thirst  for  knowledge,  more 
proper  books  had  not  fallen  in  my  way,  since  it  was  now  re- 
solved I  .sliould  not  be  a  clergyman.  Plutarch's  "  Lives  "  there 
was  in  which  I  read  abundantly,  and  I  still  think  that  time 
spent  to  grciit  advantage.  There  was  also  a  book  of  DeFoe's, 
called  an  "Essay  on  Projects,"  and  another  of  Dr.  Mather's, 
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called  "  Essaj^s  to  do  Good,"  which  perhaps  gave  me  a  turn  of 
thinking  that  had  an  influence  on  some  of  the  principal  future 
events  of  my  life. 

This  bookish  inclination  at  length  determined  my  father  to 
make  me  a  printer,  though  he  had  already  one  son  (James)  of 
that  profession.  In  1717  my  brother  James  returned  from 
England  with  a  press  and  letters  to  set  up  his  own  business  in 
Boston.  I  liked  it  much  better  than  that  of  my  father,  but 
still  had  a  hankering  for  the  sea.  To  prevent  the  apprehended 
effect  of  such  an  inclination,  my  father  was  impatient  to  have 
me  bound  to  my  brother.  I  stood  out  some  time,  but  at  last 
was  persuaded  and  signed  the  indentures  when  I  was  yet  but 
twelve  years  old.  I  was  to  serve  as  an  apprentice  till  I  was 
twenty-one  years  of  age,  only  I  was  to  be  allowed  journeyman's 
Avages  during  the  last  year.  In  a  little  time  I  made  a  great 
proficiency  in  the  business,  and  became  a  useful  hand  to  my 
brother.  I  now  had  access  to  better  books.  An  acquaintance 
with  the  ai3prentices  of  booksellers  enabled  me  sometimes  to 
borrow  a  small  one,  which  I  was  careful  to  return  soon  and 
clean.  Often  I  sat  up  in  my  room  reading  the  greatest  part  of 
the  night,  when  the  book  was  borrowed  in  the  evening  and  to 
be  returned  early  in  the  morning,  lest  it  should  be  missed  or 
wanted. 

And  after  some  time  an  ingenious  tradesman,  Mr.  Matthew 
Adams,  who  had  a  pretty  collection  of  books,  and  who  fre- 
quented our  printing  house,  took  notice  of  me,  invited  me  to  his 
library,  and  very  kindly  lent  me  such  books  as  I  chose  to  read. 
I  now  took  a  fancy  to  poetry,  and  made  some  little  pieces  ;  my 
brother,  thinking  it  might  turn  to  account,  encouraged  me,  and 
put  me  on  composing  occasional  ballads.  One  was  called  "  The 
Lighthouse  Tragedy,"  contained  an  account  of  the  drowning 
of  Captain  Worthilake  with  his  two  daughters :  the  other  was 
a  sailor's  song,  on  the  taking  of  Teach  (or  Blackboard)  the 
pirate.  They  were  wretched  stuff,  in  the  Grub  Street  ballad 
stj'le  ;  and  when  they  were  printed  he  sent  me  about  the  town 
to  sell  them.  The  first  sold  wonderfully,  the  event  being  recent, 
having  made  a  great  noise.  This  flattered  my  vanity ;  but  my 
father  discouraged  me  by  ridiculing  my  performances,  and  tell- 
ing me  verse  makers  were  generally  beggars.  So  I  escaped 
being  a  poet,  most  probably  a  very  bad  one  ;  but  as  prose 
writing  has  been  of  great  use  to  me  in  the  course  of  my  life, 
and  was  a  principal  means  of  my  advancement,  I  shall  tell  you 
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how,  in  such  a  situation,  I  acquired  what  little  ability  I  have 
in  that  way. 

There  was  another  bookish  lad  in  the  town,  John  Collins  by 
name,  with  whom  I  was  intimately  acquainted.  We  sometimes 
disputed,  and  very  fond  we  were  of  argument,  and  very  desir- 
ous of  confuting  one  another,  which  disputatious  turn,  by  the 
way,  is  apt  to  become  a  very  bad  habit,  making  people  often 
extremely  disagreeable  in  company  by  the  contradiction  that  is 
necessary  to  bring  it  into  practice  ;  and  thence,  besides  souring 
and  spoiling  the  conversation,  is  productive  of  disgusts,  and 
perhaps  enmities,  where  you  may  have  occasion  for  friendship. 
I  had  caught  it  by  reading  my  father's  books  of  dispute  about 
religion.  Persons  of  good  sense,  I  have  since  observed,  seldom 
fall  into  it,  except  lawyers,  university  men,  and  men  of  all  sorts 
that  have  been  bred  at  Edinborough. 

A  question  was  once,  somehow  or  other,  started  between 
Collins  and  me,  of  the  propriety  of  educating  the  female  sex  in 
learning,  and  their  abilities  for  study.  He  was  of  opinion  that 
it  was  improper,  and  that  they  were  naturally  unequal  to  it. 
I  took  the  contrary  side,  perhaps  a  little  for  dispute's  sake.  He 
was  naturally  more  eloquent,  had  a  ready  plenty  of  words  ;  and 
sometimes,  as  I  thought,  bore  me  down  more  by  his  fluency 
than  by  the  strength  of  his  reasons.  As  we  parted  without 
settling  the  point,  and  were  not  to  see  one  another  again  for 
some  time,  I  sat  down  to  put  my  arguments  in  writing,  which 
I  copied  fair  and  sent  to  him.  He  answered,  and  I  replied. 
Three  or  four  letters  of  a  side  had  passed,  when  my  father 
Iiappened  to  find  my  papers  and  read  them.  Without  entering 
into  the  discussion,  he  took  occasion  to  talk  to  me  about  the 
manner  of  my  v/riting ;  observed  that,  though  I  had  the  advan- 
tage of  my  antagonist  in  correct  spelling  and  pointing  (which 
I  ow'd  to  the  printing  house),  I  fell  far  short  in  elegance  of 
expression,  in  method  and  in  perspicuity,  of  which  he  convinced 
\ne  by  several  instances.  I  saw  the  justice  of  his  remarks  and 
thence  grew  more  attentive  to  the  manner  in  writing,  and  de- 
termined to  endeavor  at  improvement. 

About  this  time  I  met  with  an  odd  volume  of  the  Spectator. 
It  was  the  third.  I  had  never  before  seen  any  of  them.  I 
bought  it,  read  it  over  and  over,  and  was  much  deliglited  with 
it.  I  thought  the  writing  excellent,  and  v/islied,  if  possible,  to 
imitate  it.  With  this  view  I  took  some  of  the  papers,  and, 
making  short  hints  of  the  sentiment  in  each  sentence,  laid  them 
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by  a  few  days,  and  then,  without  looking  at  the  book,  try'd  to 
compleat  the  papers  again,  by  expressing  each  hinted  sentiment 
at  length,  and  as  fully  as  it  had  been  expressed  before,  in  any 
suitable  words  that  should  come  to  hand.  Then  I  compared 
my  Spectator  with  the  original,  discovered  some  of  my  faults, 
and  corrected  them.  But  I  found  I  wanted  a  stock  of  words, 
or  a  readiness  in  recollecting  and  using  them,  which  I  thought 
I  should  have  acquired  before  that  time  if  I  had  gone  on  mak- 
ing verses ;  since  the  continual  occasion  for  words  of  the  same 
import,  but  of  different  length,  to  suit  the  measure,  or  of  differ- 
ent sound  for  the  rhyme,  would  have  laid  me  under  a  constant 
necessity  of  searching  for  variety,  and  also  have  tended  to  fix 
that  variety  in  my  mind,  and  make  me  master  of  it.  Therefore 
I  took  some  of  the  tales  and  turned  them  into  verse  ;  and,  after 
a  time,  when  I  had  pretty  well  forgotten  the  prose,  turned  them 
back  again.  I  also  sometimes  jumbled  my  collections  of  hints 
into  confusion,  and  after  some  weeks  endeavored  to  reduce 
them  into  the  best  order,  before  I  began  to  form  the  full  sen- 
tences and  compleat  the  paper.  This  was  to  teach  me  method 
in  the  arrangement  of  thoughts.  By  comparing  my  work  after- 
wards with  the  original,  I  discovered  many  faults  and  amended 
them ;  but  I  sometimes  had  the  pleasure  of  fancying  that,  in 
certain  particulars  of  small  import,  I  had  been  lucky  enough  to 
improve  the  method  or  the  language,  and  this  encouraged  me 
to  think  I  might  possibly  in  time  come  to  be  a  tolerable  English 
writer,  of  which  I  was  extreamly  ambitious.  My  time  for  these 
exercises  and  for  reading  was  at  night,  after  work  or  before  it 
began  in  the  morning,  or  on  Sundays,  when  I  contrived  to  be 
in  the  printing  house  alone,  evading  as  much  as  I  could  the 
common  attendance  on  public  worship  which  my  father  used  to 
exact  of  me  when  I  was  under  his  care,  and  which  indeed  I  still 
thought  a  duty,  though  I  could  not,  as  it  seemed  to  me,  afford 
time  to  practice  it. 

"When  about  16  years  of  age  I  happened  to  meet  with  a 
book,  written  by  one  Tryon,  recommending  a  vegetable  diet. 
I  determined  to  go  into  it.  My  brother,  being  yet  unmarried, 
did  not  keep  house,  but  boarded  himself  and  his  apprentices  in 
another  family.  My  refusing  to  eat  flesh  occasioned  an  incon- 
veniency,  and  I  was  frequently  chid  for  my  singularity.  I 
made  myself  acquainted  with  Tryon's  manner  of  preparing 
some  of  his  dishes,  such  as  boiling  potatoes  or  rice,  making 
hasty  pudding,  and  a  few  others,  and  then  proposed   to  my 
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Letter,  written  when  lie  was  Minister  from  the  United 
States  to  France,  to  David  Hartley,  M.P.,  suggesting  that,  if 
the  new  English  ^linistry.  (of  Lord  Rockingham)  was  disposed 
to  treat  for  a  general  peace,  Mr.  Laurens  should  be  set  at  full 
liberty  and  should  bring  over  propositions.  Passy,  14  April, 
1782. 

Both  Franklin  antl  Henry  Laurens  were  included  on  a  Com- 
mission from  Congress  to  conclude  a  peace,  dated  15  June,  1781. 
The  latter,  when  on  a  mission  to  the  Netherlands  to  negotiate 
a  loan,  had  been  captured  at  sea  and  was  a  prisoner  on  parol 
in  England.  The  Definitive  Treaty  between  Great  Britain  and 
the  United  States  was  negotiated  by  Hartley  with  Franklin 
and  others,  being  signed  at  Paris,  3  Septr.  1783. 

Passy,  April  14,  1782. 
Dear  Sir, — The  Bearer  having  been  detained  here,  I  add  this  line  to  sug- 
gest, that  if  the  new  Ministry  are  disposed  to  enter  into  a  General  Treaty 
of  Peace,  Mr.  Laurens,  being  set  entirely  at  liberty  may  receive  such  Propo- 
sitions as  they  shall  think  fit  to  make  relati\'e  to  time,  Place  or  any  other 
Particulars  and  come  hither  with  them.  He  is  acquainted  that  we  have  full 
Powers  to  treat  and  conclude  and  that  the  Congress  promise  in  our  Com- 
mission to  ratify  and   confirm,   &c. — I   am   ever. 

Yours    most    atfeotionately, 

B.  FRANKLIN. 
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brother,  that  if  he  would  give  me,  weekly,  half  the  money  he 
paid  for  my  board,  I  would  board  myself.  He  instantly  agreed 
to  it,  and  I  presently  found  that  I  could  save  half  what  he  paid 
me.  This  was  an  additional  fund  for  buying  books.  But  I 
had  another  advantage  in  it.  My  brother  and  the  rest  going 
from  the  printing  house  to  their  meals,  I  remained  there  alone, 
and,  dispatching  presently  my  light  repast,  which  often  was  no 
more  than  a  bisket  or  a  slice  of  bread,  a  handful  of  raisins  or  a 
tart  from  the  pastry  cook's,  and  a  glass  of  water,  had  the  rest 
of  the  time  till  their  return  for  study,  in  which  I  made  the 
greater  progress,  from  that  greater  clearness  of  head  and 
quicker  apprehension  which  usually  attend  temperance  in  eat- 
ing and  drinking. 

And  now  it  was  that,  being  on  some  occasion  made  asham'd 
of  my  ignorance  in  figures,  which  I  had  twice  failed  in  learn- 
ing when  at  school,  I  took  Cocker's  book  of  Arithmetick,  and 
went  through  the  whole  by  mj-self  with  great  ease.  I  also  read 
Seller's  and  Shermy's  books  of  Navigation,  and  became  ac- 
quainted with  the  little  geometry  they  contain  ;  but  never  pro- 
ceeded far  in  that  science.  And  I  read  about  this  time  Locke 
"On  Human  Understanding,"  and  the  "Art  of  Thinking,"  by 
Messrs  du  Port  Royal. 

While  I  was  intent  on  improving  my  language,  I  met  with 
an  English  grammar  (I  think  it  was  Greenwood's),  at  the  end 
of  which  there  were  two  little  sketches  of  the  arts  of  rhetoric 
and  logic,  the  latter  finishing  with  a  specimen  of  a  dispute  in 
the  Socratic  method  ;  and  soon  after  I  procur'd  Xenoj^hon's 
"  Memorable  Things  of  Socrates,"  wherein  there  are  many  i?!- 
stances  of  the  same  method.  I  was  cliarmed  with  it,  adoj)ted 
it,  dropt  my  abrupt  contradiction  and  positive  argumentation, 
and  put  on  the  humble  inquirer  and  doubter.  And  being  then, 
from  reading  Shaftesbury  and  Collins,  become  a  real  doubter  in 
many  points  of  our  religious  doctrine,  I  found  this  method  safest 
for  myself  and  very  embarrassing  to  those  against  whom  I  used 
it ;  therefore  I  took  a  delight  in  it,  practic'd  it  continuall}'", 
and  grew  very  artful  and  expert  in  drawing  people,  oven  of 
superior  knowledge,  into  concessions,  the  cor^f^queuces  of  whicli 
they  did  not  foresee,  entangling  them  in  difficulties  out  of  which 
they  could  not  extricate  themselves,  and  so  obtaining  victories 
that  neither  myself  nor  my  cause  always  deserv'd.  I  continued 
this  method  some  few  years,  but  gradually  leit  it,  retaining  only 
the  habit  of  expressing  myself  in  terms  of  modest  diffidence ; 
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never  using,  when  I  advanced  anything  that  may  possibly  be 
disputed,  the  words  certainly^  undoubtedly^  or  any  others  that 
give  the  air  of  positiveness  to  an  opinion  ;  but  rather  say,  I 
conceive  or  apprehend  a  thing  to  be  so  and  so ;  it  appears  to 
me,  or  I  should  tJmik  it  so  or  so,  for  such  and  such  reasons  ;  or 
I  imagine  it  to  he  so ;  or  it  is  so,  if  I  am  not  mistaken.  This 
habit,  I  believe,  has  been  of  great  advantage  to  me  when  I  have 
had  occasion  to  inculcate  my  opinions,  and  persuade  men  into 
measures  that  I  have  been  from  time  to  time  engag'd  in  pro- 
moting ;  and,  as  the  chief  ends  of  conversation  are  to  inform  or 
to  be  informed,  to  please  or  to  persuade,  I  wish  well-meaning, 
sensible  men  would  not  lessen  their  power  of  doing  good  by  a 
positive,  assuming  manner,  that  seldom  fails  to  disgust,  tends 
to  create  opposition,  and  to  defeat  every  one  of  those  purposes 
for  which  speech  was  given  to  us,  to  wit,  giving  or  receiving 
information  or  pleasure.  For,  if  you  would  inform,  a  positive 
and  dogmatical  manner  in  advancing  your  sentiments  may  pro- 
voke contradiction  and  prevent  a  candid  attention.  If  you  wish 
information  and  improvement  from  the  knowledge  of  others, 
and  yet  at  the  same  time  express  yourself  as  firmly  fix'd  in  your 
present  opinions,  modest,  sensible  men,  Avho  do  not  love  dispu- 
tation, will  probably  leave  you  undisturbed  in  the  possession  of 
your  error.  And  by  such  a  manner,  you  can  seldom  hope  to 
recommend  yourself  in  pleasing  your  hearers,  or  to  persuade 
those  whose  concurrence  you  desire.    Pope  says,  judiciously  :  — 

Men  should  be  taughi:  as  if  you  taught  them  not, 
And  things  unknown  propos'd  as  things  forgot ; 

farther  recommending  to  us 

To  speak,  tho'  sure,  with  seeming  diffidence. 

And  he  might  have  coupled  with  this  line  that  which  he  has 
coupled  with  another,  I  think,  less  properly :  — 

For  want  of  modesty  is  want  of  sense. 

If  you  ask.  Why  less  properly  ?  I  must  repeat  the  lines :   - 

Immodest  words  admit  of  no  defense, 
For  want  of  modesty  is  want  of  sense. 

Now,  is  not  tvant  of  sense  (where  a  man  is  so  unfortunate  as  to 


EARLY  LIFE  OF  BEx^JAMlN  FRANKLIN.  6867 

want  it)  some  apology  for  his  ivant  of  modesty  ?  and  would  not 
the  lines  stand  more  justly  thus  ? 

Immodest  words  admit  hut  this  defense, 
That  want  of  modesty  is  want  of  sense. 

This,  however,  I  should  submit  to  better  judgments. 

My  brother  had,  in  1720  or  1721,  begun  to  print  a  news- 
paper. It  was  the  second  that  appeared  in  America,  and  was 
called  the  New  England  Coiirant.  The  onl}-  one  before  it  was 
the  Boston  Neivs  Letter.  I  remember  his  being  dissuaded  by 
some  of  his  friends  from  the  undertaking,  as  not  likely  to 
succeed,  one  newspaper  being,  in  their  judgment,  enough  for 
America.  At  this  time  (1771)  there  are  not  less  than  five 
and  twenty.  He  went  on,  however,  mtli  the  undertaking, 
and  after  having  worked  in  composing  the  types  and  printing 
off  the  sheets,  I  was  employed  to  carry  the  papers  thro'  the 
streets  to  the  customers. 

He  had  some  ingenious  men  among  his  friends,  who  amus'd 
themselves  by  writing  little  pieces  for  this  paper,  which  gain'd 
it  credit  and  made  it  more  in  demand,  and  these  gentlemen 
often  visited  us.  Hearing  their  conversations  and  their  ac- 
counts of  the  approbation  their  papers  were  received  with, 
I  was  excited  to  try  my  hand  among  them ;  but,  being  still 
a  boy,  and  suspecting  that  my  brother  Avould  object  to  print- 
ing anything  of  mine  in  his  paper  if  he  knew  it  to  be  mine, 
I  contrived  to  disguise  my  hand,  and,  writing  an  anonymous 
paper,  I  put  it  in  at  night  under  the  door  of  the  printing 
house.  It  was  found  in  the  morning,  and  communicated  to 
his  writing  friends  when  they  call'd  in  as  usual.  They  read  it, 
commented  on  it  in  my  hearing,  and  I  had  the  exquisite  pleas- 
ure of  finding  it  met  with  their  approbation,  and  tliat,  in  their 
different  guesses  at  the  author,  none  were  named  but  men  of 
some  character  among  us  for  learning  and  ingenuity.  I  sup- 
pose now  that  I  was  rather  lucky  in  my  judges,  and  that  per- 
haps they  were  not  really  so  very  good  ones  as  1  then  esteem'd 
them. 

Encourag'd,  however,  by  this,  I  wrote  and  convey'd  in  the 
same  way  to  the  press  several  more  papers,  whicli  were  equall}"^ 
ajjprov'd  ;  and  I  kept  my  secret  till  my  small  fund  of  sense 
for  such  perfoi-mances  was  pretty  well  exhausted,  and  then  I 
discovered  it,  when   1   began  to  be  considered  a  little  more  by 
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my  brother's  acquaintance,  and  in  a  manner  that  did  not  quite 
please  him,  as  he  thought,  probably  with  reason,  that  it  tended 
to  make  me  too  vain.  And  perhaps  this  might  be  one  occa- 
sion of  the  differences  that  we  began  to  have  about  this  time. 
Though  a  brother,  he  considered  himself  as  my  master,  and 
me  as  his  apprentice,  and  accordingly  expected  the  same  ser- 
vices from  me  as  he  would  from  another,  while  I  thought  he 
demean'd  me  too  much  in  some  he  requir'd  of  me,  who  from 
a  brother  expected  more  indulgence.  Our  disputes  were  often 
brought  before  our  father,  and  I  fancy  I  was  either  generally 
in  the  right,  or  else  a  better  pleader,  because  the  judgment 
was  generally  in  my  favor.  But  my  brother  was  passionate, 
and  had  often  beaten  me,  which  I  took  extreamly  amiss ;  and, 
thinking  my  apprenticeship  very  tedious,  I  was  continually 
wishing  for  some  opportunity  of  shortening  it,  which  at  length 
offered  in  a  manner  unexpected. 

One  of  the  pieces  in  our  newspaper  on  some  political  point, 
which  I  have  now  forgotten,  gave  offense  to  the  Assembly. 
He  was  taken  up,  censur'd,  and  imprisoned  for  a  month,  by 
the  Speaker's  warrant,  I  suppose,  because  he  would  not  dis- 
cover his  author.  I  too  was  taken  up  and  examin'd  before 
the  council ;  but,  tho'  I  did  not  give  them  any  satisfaction, 
they  content'd  themselves  with  admonishing  me,  and  dismissed 
me,  considering  me,  perhaps,  as  an  apprentice,  who  was  bound 
to  keep  his  master's  secrets. 

During  my  brother's  confinement,  which  I  resented  a  good 
deal,  notwithstanding  our  private  differences,  I  had  the  man- 
agement of  the  paper  ;  and  I  made  bold  to  give  our  rulers 
some  rubs  in  it,  which  my  brother  took  very  kindly,  while 
others  began  to  consider  me  in  an  unfavorable  light,  as  a 
young  genius  that  had  a  turn  for  libeling  and  satire.  My 
brother's  discharge  was  accompany'd  with  an  order  of  the 
House  (a  very  odd  one),  that  "  Jaines  Franklin  should  no  longer 
print  the  paper  called  the  JSFeiv  England  Coiirant.'" 

There  was  a  consultation  held  in  our  printing  house  among 
his  friends,  what  he  should  do  in  this  case.  Some  proposed  to 
evade  the  order  by  changing  the  name  of  the  paper  ;  but  my 
brother,  seeing  inconveniences  in  that,  it  was  finally  concluded 
on  as  a  better  way,  to  let  it  be  printed  for  the  future  under 
the  name  of  Benjamin  Franklin  ;  and  to  avoid  the  censure 
of  the  Assembly,  that  might  fall  on  him  as  still  printing  it  by 
his   apprentice,  the    contrivance    was  that   my    old   indenture 
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should  be  return'd  to  me,  with  a  full  discharge  on  the  back  of 
it,  to  be  shown  on  occasion,  but  to  secure  to  him  the  benefit 
of  my  service,  I  was  to  sign  new  indentures  for  the  remainder 
of  the  term,  which  were  to  be  kept  private.  A  very  flimsy 
scheme  it  was;  however,  it  was  immediately  executed,  and 
the  paper  went  on  accordingly,  under  my  name,  for  several 
months. 

At  length,  a  fresh  difference  arising  between  my  brother 
and  me,  I  took  upon  me  to  assert  my  freedom,  presuming  that 
he  would  not  venture  to  produce  the  new  indentures.  It  was 
not  fair  in  me  to  take  this  advantage,  and  this  I  therefore 
reckon  one  of  the  first  errata  of  my  life  ;  but  the  unfairness 
of  it  weighed  little  with  me,  when  under  the  impressions  of 
resentment  for  the  blows  his  passion  too  often  urged  him  to 
bestow  upon  me,  though  he  was  otherwise  not  an  ill-natur'd 
man  ;  perhaps  I  was  too  saucy  and  provoking. 

When  he  found  I  would  leave  him,  he  took  care  to  prevent 
my  getting  employment  in  any  other  printing  house  of  the 
town,  by  going  round  and  speaking  to  every  master,  who 
accordingly  refus'd  to  give  me  work.  I  then  thought  of  going 
to  New  York,  as  the  nearest  place  where  there  was  a  printer  ; 
and  I  was  rather  inclin'd  to  leave  Boston  when  I  reflected  that 
I  had  already  made  myself  a  little  obnoxious  to  the  governing 
party,  and,  from  the  arbitrary  proceedings  of  the  Assembly  in 
my  brother's  case,  it  was  likely  I  might,  if  I  stay'd,  soon  bring 
myself  into  scrapes  ;  and  farther,  that  my  indiscrete  disputa- 
tions about  religion  began  to  make  me  pointed  at  Avith  horror 
by  good  people  as  an  infidel  or  atheist.  I  determin'd  on  the 
point,  but  my  father  now  siding  with  my  brother,  I  was  sensi- 
ble that,  if  I  attempted  to  go  openly,  means  would  be  used  to 
prevent  me.  My  friend  Collins,  therefore,  undertook  to  man- 
age a  little  for  me.  He  agreed  with  the  captain  of  a  New  York 
sloop  for  my  passage,  under  the  notion  of  my  being  a  young 
acquaintance  of  his,  that  had  got  a  naughty  girl  with  child, 
whose  friends  would  compel  me  to  marry  her,  and  therefore  I 
could  not  appear  or  come  away  publicly.  So  I  sold  some  of 
my  books  to  raise  a  little  money,  was  taken  on  board  privately, 
and  as  we  had  a  fair  wind,  in  three  days  I  found  myself  in  New 
York,  near  300  miles  from  home,  a  boy  of  but  17,  without  the 
least  recommendation  to,  or  knowledge  of,  any  person  in  the 
place,  and  with  very  little  money  in  my  pocket. 

My  inclinations  for  the  sea  were  by  this  time  woriie  out,  or 
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I  might  now  have  gratify'd  them.  But,  having  a  trade,  and 
supposing  myself  a  pretty  good  workman,  I  offer'd  my  service 
to  the  printer  in  the  place,  old  Mr.  William  Bradford,  who  had 
been  the  first  printer  in  Pennsylvania,  but  removed  from  thence 
upon  the  quarrel  of  George  Keith.  He  could  give  me  no  em- 
[)loyment,  having  little  to  do,  and  help  enough  already ;  but 
says  he,  "My  son  at  Philadelphia  has  lately  lost  his  principal 
hand,  Aquila  Rose,  by  death ;  if  you  go  thither,  I  believe  he 
may  employ  you."  Philadelphia  was  a  hundred  miles  further ; 
I  set  out,  however,  in  a  boat  for  Amboy,  leaving  my  chest  and 
things  to  follow  me  round  by  sea. 

In  crossing  the  bay,  we  met  with  a  squall  that  tore  our 
rotten  sails  to  pieces,  prevented  our  getting  into  the  Kill,  and 
drove  us  upon  Long  Island.  In  our  way,  a  drunken  Dutch- 
man, who  was  a  passenger  too,  fell  overboard ;  when  he  was 
sinking,  I  reached  through  the  water  to  his  shock  pate,  and 
drew  him  up,  so  that  we  got  him  in  again.  His  ducking 
sobered  him  a  little,  and  he  went  to  sleep,  taking  first  out  of 
his  pocket  a  book,  which  he  desir'd  I  would  dry  for  him.  It 
proved  to  be  my  old  favorite  author,  Bunyan's  "  Pilgrim's  Prog- 
ress," in  Dutch,  finely  printed  on  good  paper,  with  copper  cuts, 
a  dress  better  than  I  had  ever  seen  it  wear  in  its  own  language. 
I  have  since  found  that  it  has  been  translated  into  most  of  the 
languages  of  Europe,  and  suppose  it  has  been  more  generally 
read  than  any  other  book,  except  perhaps  the  Bible.  Honest 
John  was  the  first  that  I  know  of  who  mix'd  narration  and  dia- 
logue ;  a  method  of  writing  very  engaging  to  the  reader,  who 
in  the  most  interesting  parts  finds  himself,  as  it  were,  brought 
into  the  company  and  present  at  the  discourse.  DeFoe  in  his 
"  Cruso,"  his  "  ]\Ioll  Flanders,"  "  Religious  Courtship,"  "  Family 
Instructor,"  and  other  pieces,  has  imitated  it  with  success  ;  and 
Richardson  has  done  the  same  in  his  "  Pamela,"  etc. 

When  we  drew  near  the  island,  we  found  it  was  at  a  place 
where  there  could  be  no  landing,  there  being  a  great  surff 
on  the  stony  beach.  So  we  dropt  anchor,  and  swung  round 
towards  the  shore.  Some  people  came  down  to  the  water  edge 
and  hallow'd  to  us,  as  we  did  to  them  ;  but  the  wind  was  so 
high,  and  the  surff  so  loud,  that  we  could  not  hear  so  as  to 
understand  each  other.  There  were  canoes  on  the  shore,  and 
we  made  signs,  and  hallow'd  that  they  should  fetch  us ;  but 
they  either  did  not  understand  us,  or  thought  it  impracticable, 
so  they  %vent  away,  and  night  coming  on,  we  had  no  remedy 
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but  to  wait  till  the  wind  should  abate  ;  and,  in  the  mean  time, 
the  boatman  and  I  concluded  to  sleep,  if  we  could ;  and  so 
crowded  into  the  scuttle,  with  the  Dutchman,  who  was  still 
wet,  and  the  spray  beating  over  the  head  of  our  boat,  leak'd 
thro'  to  us,  so  that  we  were  soon  almost  as  wet  as  he.  In  this 
manner  we  lay  all  night,  with  very  little  rest ;  but  the  wind 
abating  the  next  day,  we  made  a  shift  to  reach  Amboy  before 
night,  having  been  thirty  hours  on  the  water,  without  victuals, 
or  any  drink  but  a  bottle  of  filthy  rum,  the  water  we  sail'd  on 
being  salt. 

In  the  evening  I  found  myself  very  feverisli,  and  went  in  to 
bed  ;  but,  having  read  somewhere  that  cold  water  drank  plenti- 
fully was  good  for  a  fever,  I  foUow'd  the  prescription,  sweat 
plentifully  most  of  the  night,  my  fever  left  me,  and  in  the 
morning,  crossing  the  ferry,  I  proceeded  on  my  journey  on  foot, 
having  fifty  miles  to  Burlington,  where  I  was  told  I  should  find 
boats  that  would  carry  me  the  rest  of  the  waj^  to  Philadelphia. 

It  rained  very  hard  all  the  day  ;  I  was  thoroughly  soak'd, 
and  by  noon  a  good  deal  tired  ;  so  I  stopt  at  a  poor  inn,  where 
I  stayed  all  night,  beginning  now  to  wish  that  I  had  never  left 
home.  I  cut  so  miserable  a  figure,  too,  that  I  found,  by  the 
questions  ask'd  me,  I  was  suspected  to  be  some  runaway  servant, 
and  in  danger  of  being  taken  up  on  that  suspicion.  However, 
I  proceeded  the  next  day,  and  got  in  the  evening  to  an  inn, 
within  eight  or  ten  miles  of  Burlington,  kept  by  one  Dr.  Brown. 
He  entered  into  conversation  witli  me  while  I  took  some  re- 
freshment, and,  finding  I  had  read  a  little,  became  very  sociable 
and  friendly.  Our  acquaintance  continu'd  as  long  as  he  liv'd. 
He  had  been,  I  imagine,  an  itinerant  doctor,  for  there  was  no 
town  in  England,  or  country  in  Europe,  of  which  he  could  not 
give  a  very  particular  account.  He  had  some  letters,  and  was 
ingenious,  but  much  of  an  unbeliever,  and  wickedly  undertook, 
some  years  after,  to  travestio  the  Bible  in  doggrel  verse,  as 
Cotton  had  done  Virgil.  By  this  means  he  set  many  of  the 
facts  in  a  very  ridiculous  light,  and  might  have  hurt  weak 
minds  if  his  work  had  been  published  ;  but  it  never  was. 

At  his  house  I  lay  that  night,  and  the  next  morning  reach'd 
Burlington,  but  had  the  mortification  to  find  that  the  regular 
boats  were  gone  a  little  before  my  coming,  and  no  other  ex- 
pected to  go  before  Tuesday,  this  being  Saturday  ;  wherefore  I 
returned  to  an  old  woman  in  the  town,  of  whom  I  had  bouglit 
gingerbread  to  eat  on  the  water,  and  ask'd  her  advice.     She 
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invited  me  to  lodge  at  her  house  till  a  passage  by  water  should 
offer ;  and  being  tired  with  my  foot  traveling,  I  accepted  the 
invitation.  She,  understanding  I  was  a  printer,  would  have 
liad  me  stay  at  that  town  and  follow  my  business,  being  igno- 
rant of  the  stock  necessary  to  begin  with.  She  was  very  hospi- 
table, gave  me  a  dinner  of  ox  cheek  with  great  good  will,  accept- 
ing only  of  a  pot  of  ale  in  return  ;  and  I  thought  myself  fixed 
till  Tuesday  should  come.  However,  walking  in  the  evening 
by  the  side  of  the  river,  a  boat  came  by,  which  I  found  was 
going  towards  Philadelphia,  with  several  people  in  her.  They 
took  me  in,  and,  as  there  was  no  wind,  we  row'd  all  the  way ; 
and  about  midnight,  not  having  yet  seen  the  city,  some  of  the 
company  were  confident  we  must  have  passed  it,  and  would 
row  no  farther  ;  the  others  knew  not  where  we  were  ;  so  we 
put  toward  the  shore,  got  into  a  creek,  landed  near  an  old  fence 
with  the  rails  of  which  we  made  a  fire,  the  night  being  cold,  in 
October,  and  there  we  remained  till  daylight.  Then  one  of 
the  company  knew  the  place  to  be  Cooper's  Creek,  a  little  above 
Philadelphia,  which  we  saw  as  soon  as  we  got  cut  of  the  creek, 
and  arriv'd  there  about  eight  or  nine  o'clock  on  the  Sunday 
morning,  and  landed  at  the  Market  Street  wharf. 

I  have  been  the  more  particular  in  this  description  of  my 
journey,  and  shall  be  so  of  my  first  entry  into  that  city,  that 
you  may  in  your  mind  compare  such  unlikely  beginnings  with 
the  figure  I  have  since  made  there.  I  was  in  my  working 
dress,  my  best  cloaths  being  to  come  round  by  sea.  I  was 
dirty  from  my  journey  ;  my  pockets  were  stuff'd  out  with 
shirts  and  stockings,  and  I  knew  no  soul  nor  where  to  look  for 
lodging.  I  was  fatigued  with  traveling,  rowing,  and  want  of 
rest ;  I  was  very  hungry ;  and  my  whole  stock  of  cash  consisted 
of  a  Dutch  dollar,  and  about  a  shilling  in  copper.  The  latter  I 
gave  the  people  of  the  boat  for  my  passage,  who  at  first  refus'd 
it,  on  account  of  my  rowing  ;  but  I  insisted  on  their  taking  it. 
A  man  being  sometimes  more  generous  when  he  has  but  a  little 
money  than  when  he  has  plenty,  perhaps  thro'  fear  of  being 
thought  to  have  but  little. 

Then  I  walked  up  the  street,  gazing  about  till  near  the 
market  house  I  met  a  boy  with  bread.  I  had  made  many  a 
meal  on  bread,  and,  inquiring  where  he  got  it,  I  went  immedi- 
ately to  the  baker's  he  directed  me  to,  in  Second  Street,  and 
ask'd  for  bisket,  intending  such  as  we  had  in  Boston  ;  but  they, 
it  seems,  were  not  made  in  Philadelphia.     Then  I  asked  for  a 
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threepenny  loaf,  and  was  told  they  had  none  such.  So  not 
considering  or  knowing  the  difference  of  money,  and  the  greater 
cheapness  nor  the  names  of  his  bread,  I  bad  him  give  me  three- 
penny worth  of  any  sort.  He  gave  me,  accordingly,  three  great 
puffy  roils.  I  was  surpriz'd  at  the  quantity,  but  took  it,  and, 
having  no  room  in  my  pockets,  walk'd  off  with  a  roll  under 
each  arm,  and  eating  the  other.  Thus  I  went  up  jNIarket  Street 
as  far  as  Fourth  Street,  passing  by  the  door  of  ]\Ir.  Read,  my 
future  wife's  father  ;  when  she,  standing  at  the  door,  saw  me, 
and  thought  I  made,  as  I  certainly  did,  a  most  awkward,  ridic- 
ulous appearance.  Then  I  turned  and  went  down  Chestnut 
Street  and  part  of  Walnut  Street,  eating  my  roll  all  the  way, 
and,  coming  round,  found  myself  again  at  Market  Street  wharf, 
near  the  boat  I  came  in,  to  which  I  went  for  a  draught  of  the 
river  water  ;  and,  being  filled  with  one  of  my  rolls,  gave  the 
other  two  to  a  woman  and  her  child  that  came  down  the  river 
in  the  boat  with  us,  and  were  waiting  to  go  farther. 

Thus  refreshed,  I  walked  again  up  the  street,  which  by  this 
time  had  many  clean-dressed  people  in  it,  who  were  all  walking 
the  same  way.  I  joined  them,  and  thereby  was  led  into  the 
great  meetinghouse  of  the  Quakers  near  the  market.  I  sat 
down  among  them,  and,  after  looking  round  awhile  and  hear- 
ing nothing  said,  being  ver}^  drowsy  thro'  labor  and  want  of 
rest  the  preceding  night,  I  fell  fast  asleep,  and  continu'd  so  till 
the  meeting  broke  up,  when  one  was  kind  enough  to  rouse 
me.  This  was,  therefore,  the  first  house  I  was  in,  or  slept  in, 
iu  Philadelphia. 


THANATOPSIS. 

By  WILLIAM  CULLEN  BRYANT. 

[William  Cullen  Bryant,  an  American  poet,  was  born  at  Curamington, 
Mass.,  November  3,  1794.  After  attending  Williams  College  for  one  year,  ho 
adopted  law  as  a  profession,  but  graduallj'  abandoned  it  for  literary  and  journal- 
istic work.  He  became  a  voluminous  contributor  of  prose  and  verse  to  periodi- 
cals, and  for  more  than  half  a  centuiy  was  editorially  connected  with  the  New 
York  Evening  Post,  in  which  he  opposed  tlio  extension  of  slavery  and  supported 
the  Union.  He  began  to  write  poetry  at  an  early  age,  au'J  first  won  recognition 
with  "  Thanatojisis  "  (1810).  His  other  notable  compositions  are  :  "  The  Ages," 
"The  Flood  of  Years,"  "To  a  Waterfowl,"  and  translations  of  the  Iliad  and 
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Odyssey.     His  complete  poetical  works,  edited  by  Parke  Godwin,  were  published 
in  1883.     Bryant  died  in  New  York,  June  12,  1878.] 


To  him  who  in  the  love  of  Nature  holds 
Communion  with  her  visible  forms,  she  speaks 
A  various  language ;  for  his  gayer  hours 
She  has  a  voice  of  gladness,  and  a  smile 
And  eloquence  of  beauty,  and  she  glides 
Into  his  darker  musings,  with  a  mild 
And  healing  sympathy,  that  steals  away 
Tlieir  sharpness,  ere  he  is  aware.     AVheu  thoughts 
Of  the  last  bitter  hour  come  like  a  blight 
Over  thy  spirit,  and  sad  images 
Of  the  stern  agony,  and  shroud,  and  pall, 
And  breathless  darkness,  and  the  narrow  house. 
Make  thee  to  shudder,  and  grow  sick  at  heart ;  — 
Go  forth,  under  the  open  sky,  and  list 
To  Nature's  teachings,  while  from  all  around  — 
Earth  and  her  waters,  and  the  depths  of  air,  — 
Comes  a  still  voice.  —  Yet  a  few  days,  and  thee 
The  all-beholding  sun  shall  see  no  more 
In  all  his  course ;  nor  yet  in  the  cold  ground. 
Where  thy  pa.le  form  was  laid,  with  many  tears, 
Nor  in  the  embrace  of  ocean,  shall  exist 
Thy  image.     Earth,  that  nourished  thee,  shall  claim 
Thy  growth,  to  be  resolved  to  earth  again. 
And,  lost  each  human  trace,  surrendering  up 
Thine  individual  being,  shalt  thou  go 
To  mix  forever  with  the  elements. 
To  be  a  brother  to  the  insensible  rock 
And  to  the  sluggish  clod,  which  the  rude  swain 
Turns  with  his  share,  and  treads  upon.     The  oak 
Shall  send  his  roots  abroad,  and  pierce  thy  mold. 
Yet  not  to  thine  eternal  resting  place 
Shalt  thou  retire  alone  —  nor  couldst  thou  wish 
Couch  more  magnificent.     Thou  shalt  lie  down 
With  patriarchs  of  the  infant  world  —  with  kings. 
The  powerful  of  the  earth  —  the  wise,  the  good, 
Fair  forms,  and  hoary  seers  of  ages  past. 
All  in  one  mighty  sepulcher. — The  hills 
Rock-ribbed  and  ancient  as  the  sun,  —  the  vales 
Stretching  in  pensive  quietness  between; 
The  venerable  woods  —  rivers  that  move 
In  majesty,  and  the  complaining  brooks 
That  make  the  meadows  greeu ;  and,  poured  round  all. 
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Old  ocean's  gray  and  melancholy  waste,  — 

A  re  but  the  solemn  decorations  all 

Of  the  great  tomb  of  man.    The  golden  sun, 

The  planets,  all  the  infinite  host  of  heaven, 

Are  shining  on  the  sad  abodes  of  death, 

Through  the  still  lapse  of  ages.     All  that  tread 

The  globe  are  but  a  handful  to  the  tribes 

That  slumber  in  its  bosom.  — Take  the  wings 

Of  morning  —  and  the  Barcan  desert  pierce, 

Or  lose  thyself  in  the  continuous  woods 

Where  rolls  the  Oregon,  and  hears  no  sound, 

Save  his  own  dashiugs  —  yet  —  the  dead  are  there  j 

And  millions  in  those  solitudes,  since  first 

The  flight  of  years  began,  have  laid  them  down 

In  their  last  sleep  —  the  dead  reign  there  alone. 

So  shalt  thou  rest  —  and  what  if  thou  Avithdraw 

Unheeded  by  the  living  —  and  no  friend 

Take  note  cf  thy  departure  ?    All  that  breathe 

Will  share  thy  destiny.     The  gay  will  laugh 

When  thou  art  gone,  the  solemn  brood  of  care 

Plod  on,  and  each  one  as  before  will  chase 

His  favorite  phantom ;  yet  all  these  shall  leave 

Their  mirth  and  their  employments,  and  shall  come, 

And  make  their  bed  with  thee.     As  the  long  train 

Of  ages  glide  away,  the  sons  of  men, 

The  youth  in  life's  green  spring,  and  he  who  goes 

In  the  full  strength  of  years,  matron,  and  maid. 

And  the  sweet  babe,  and  the  gray-headed  man,  — 

Shall  one  by  one  be  gathered  to  thy  side. 

By  those,  who  in  their  turn  shall  follow  them. 

So  live,  that  when  thy  summons  comes  to  join 
The  innumerable  caravan,  that  moves 
To  that  mysterious  realm,  where  each  shall  take 
His  chamber  in  the  silent  halls  of  death, 
Thou  go  not,  like  the  quarry  slave  at  night. 
Scourged  to  his  dungeon,  but,  sustained  and  sooth •=?;:? 
By  an  unfaltering  trust,  approach  thy  grave. 
Like  one  who  wraps  the  drayjery  of  his  couch 
About  him,  and  lies  down  to  pleasant  dreams. 
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WASHINGTON.! 

By  W.  M.  THACKERAY. 

(From  "  The  Virginians."^ 

[William  Makepeace  Thackekay,  English  novelist  and  humorist,  was 
born  in  Calcutta,  India,  July  19,  1811,  and  died  December  24,  1863,  He 
studied  for  an  artist,  but  could  not  learn  to  draw,  and  after  some  years  of 
struggle  began  to  make  a  name  in  Fraser's  Magazirie  by  "  The  Great  Hoggaity 
Diamond,"  "The  Yellowplush  Papers,"  etc.  There  followed  "The" Paris 
Sketch  Book";  "The  Book  of  Snobs,"  "Ballads  of  Policeman  X,"  Prize 
IS'ovelists,"  etc.,  from  Punch ;  and  "  The  Rose  and  the  Ring."  "  Vanity  Fair," 
"Pendennis,"  "  Henry  Esmond,"  and  "  The  Newcomes,"  his  four  great  master- 
pieces, all  came  in  the  six  years  1848-1854.  His  lectures  on  "English  Humor- 
ists" and  "The  Four  Georges"  followed;  then  "The  Virginians"  (sequel  to 
"Esmond"),  "Lovel  the  Widower,"  "Philip,"  and  the  imfinished  "Denis 
Duval,"  contributed  to  the  Cornhill  Ilagazine,  which  he  edited  1859-18G2,  and 
which  contained  also  "The  Roundabout  Papers."] 

Mr.  Washington  was  the  first  to  leave  tlie  jovial  party 
which  were  doing  so  mucli  honor  to  Madam  Esmond's  hospi- 
tality. Young  George  Esmond,  who  had  taken  his  mother's 
place  when  she  left  it,  had  been  free  with  the  glass  and  with 
the  tongue.  He  had  said  a  score  of  things  to  his  guest  which 
wounded  and  chafed  the  latter,  and  to  which  Mr.  Washington 
could  give  no  reply.  Angry  beyond  all  endurance,  he  left  the 
table  at  length,  and  walked  away  through  the  open  windows 
into  the  broad  veranda  or  porch  which  belonged  to  Castle  wood 
as  to  all  Virginian  houses. 

Here  Madam  Esmond  caught  sight  of  her  friend's  tall  frame 
as  it  strode  up  and  down  before  the  windows ;  and,  the  even- 
ing being  warm,  or  her  game  over,  she  gave  up  her  cards  to  one 
of  the  other  ladies,  and  joined  her  good  neighbor  out  of  doors. 
He  tried  to  compose  his  countenance  as  well  as  he  could :  it 
was  impossible  that  he  should  explain  to  his  hostess  why  and 
with  whom  he  was  angry. 

"The  gentlemen  are  long  over  their  wine,"  she  said ;  'gen- 
tlemen of  the  army  are  always  fond  of  it." 

"  If  drinking  makes  good  soldiers,  some  yonder  are  distin- 
guishing themselves  greatly,  Madam,"  said  Mr.  Washington. 

"And  I  dare  say  the  General  is  at  the  head  of  his  troops?  " 

"  No  doubt,  no  doubt,"  answered  the  Colonel,  who  alwaj-s 
received  this  lady's  remarks,  playful  or  serious,  with  a  peculiar 

'  By  pernii.ssiou  of  Smith,  Elder  &  Co.     (Crown  Svc,  price  3s.  Gd.) 
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softness  and  kindness.  "  But  the  General  is  the  General,  and 
it  is  not  for  me  to  make  remarks  on  his  Excellency's  doings  at 
table  or  elsewhere.  I  think  very  likely  that  military  gentlemen 
born  and  bred  at  home  are  different  from  us  of  the  colonies. 
We  have  such  a  hot  sun,  that  we  need  not  wine  to  fire  our 
blood  as  they  do.  And  drinking  toasts  seems  a  point  of  honor 
with  them.  Talmadge  hiccoughed  to  me  —  I  should  say,  whis- 
pered to  me  —  just  now,  that  an  officer  could  no  more  refuse  a 
toast  than  a  challenge,  and  he  said  that  it  was  after  the  greatest 
difficulty  and  dislike  at  first  that  he  learned  to  drink.  He  has 
certainly  overcome  his  difficulty  with  uncommon  resolution." 

"  What,  I  wonder,  can  you  talk  of  for  so  many  hours  ?  " 
asked  the  lady. 

"  I  don't  think  I  can  tell  you  all  we  talk  of,  ^ladara,  and  I 
must  not  tell  tales  out  of  school.  We  talked  about  the  war,  and 
of  the  force  Mr.  Contrecoeur  has,  and  how  we  are  to  get  at  him. 
The  General  is  for  making  the  campaign  in  his  coach,  and  makes 
light  of  it  and  the  enemy.  That  we  shall  beat  them,  if  we  meet 
them,  I  trust  there  is  no  doubt." 

"  How  can  there  be  ?  "  says  the  lady,  whose  father  had  served 
under  Marlborough. 

"  Mr.  Franklin,  though  he  is  only  from  New  England,"  con- 
tinued the  gentleman,  "  spoke  great  good  sense,  and  would  have 
spoken  more  if  the  English  gentlemen  would  let  him ;  but  they 
reply  invariably  that  we  are  only  raw  provincials,  and  don't 
know  what  disciplined  British  troops  can  do.  Had  they  not 
best  hasten  forwards  and  make  turnpike  roads  and  have  com- 
fortable inns  ready  for  his  Excellency  at  the  end  of  the  day's 
march? —  '  There's  some  sort  of  inns,  I  suppose,'  says  Mr.  Dan- 
vers ;  '  not  so  comfortable  as  we  have  in  England,  we  can't  expect 
that.'  —  'No,  you  can't  expect  that,'  says  Mr.  Franklin,  who 
seems  a  very  shrewd  and  facetious  person.  He  drinks  his  water 
and  seems  to  laugh  at  the  Englishmen,  though  I  doubt  whether 
it  is  fair  for  a  water  drinker  to  sit  by  and  spy  out  the  weak- 
nesses of  gentlemen  over  their  wine." 

"  And  my  boys  ?  I  hope  they  are  prudent  ?  "  said  the  widow, 
laying  her  hand  on  her  guest's  arm.  "  Harry  promised  me,  and 
when  he  gives  his  word,  I  can  trust  him  for  anything.  George 
is  always  moderate.     Wliy  do  you  look  so  grave  ? '' 

"Indeed,  to  be  frank  with  you,  I  do  not  know  what  has 
come  over  George  in  these  last  days,"  says  Mr.  Washington. 
"  He  has  some  grievance  against  me  which  I  do  not  understand, 
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aud  of  which  I  don't  care  to  ask  the  reason.  He  spoke  to  me 
before  the  gentlemen  in  a  way  which  scarcely  became  him.  We 
are  going  the  campaign  together,  and  'tis  a  pity  we  begin  such 
ill  friends." 

"He  has  been  ill.  He  is  always  wild  and  wayward,  and 
hard  to  understand.  But  he  has  the  most  affectionate  heart  in 
the  world.  You  will  bear  with  him,  you  will  protect  him  — 
promise  me  you  will." 

"Dear  lady,  I  will  do  so  with  my  life,"  Mr.  Washington 
said  with  great  fervor.  "  You  know  I  would  lay  it  down 
cheerfull}'  for  you  or  any  you  love." 

"  And  my  father's  blessing  and  mine  go  with  you,  dear 
friend  I  "  cried  the  widow,  full  of  thanks  and  affection. 

As  they  pursued  their  conversation,  they  had  quitted  the 
porch  under  which  they  had  first  begun  to  talk,  and  where  they 
could  hear  the  laughter  and  toasts  of  the  gentlemen  over  their 
wine,  and  were  pacing  a  walk  on  the  rough  lawn  before  the 
house.  Young  George  Warrington,  from  his  place  at  the  head 
of  the  table  in  the  dining  room,  could  see  the  pair  as  they  passed 
to  and  fro,  and  had  listened  for  some  time  past,  and  replied  in 
a  very  distracted  manner  to  the  remarks  of  the  gentlemen  round 
about  him,  who  were  too  much  engaged  with  their  own  talk  and 
jokes,  and  drinking,  to  pay  much  attention  to  their  young  host's 
behavior.  Mr.  Braddock  loved  a  song  after  dinner,  and  Mr.  Dan- 
vers,  his  aid-de-camp,  who  had  a  fine  tenor  voice,  was  delight- 
ing his  General  with  the  latest  ditty  from  Marybone  Gardens, 
when  George  Warrington,  jumping  up,  ran  towards  the  win- 
dow, and  then  turned  and  pulled  his  brother  Harry  by  the 
sleeve,  who  sat  with  his  back  towards  the  window. 

"  What  is  it  ?  "  says  Harry,  who,  for  his  part,  was  charmed 
too  with  the  song  and  chorus. 

"Come,"  cried  George,  with  a  stamp  of  his  foot,  and  the 
younger  followed  obediently. 

"What  is  it!"  continued  George,  with  a  bitter  oath. 
"Don't  you  see  what  it  is?  They  were  billing  and  cooing 
this  morning  ;  they  are  billing  and  cooing  now  before  going 
to  roost.  Had  we  not  better  both  go  into  the  garden,  and  pay 
our  duty  to  our  mamma  and  papa?"  and  he  pointed  to  Mr. 
Washington,  who  was  taking  the  widow's  hand  very  tenderly 
in  his. 
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A  Hot  Afternoon. 

General  Braddock  and  the  other  guests  of  Castlewood  bemg 
duly  consigned  to  their  respective  quarters,  the  boys  retired  to 
their  own  room,  and  there  poured  out  to  one  another  their 
opinions  respecting  the  great  event  of  the  day.  They  would 
not  bear  such  a  marriage  —  no.  Was  the  representative  of  the 
jMarquises  of  Esmond  to  marry  the  younger  son  of  a  colonial 
family,  who  had  been  bred  up  as  a  land  surveyor  ?  Castlewood, 
and  the  boys  at  nineteen  yenvs  of  age,  handed  over  to  the  ten- 
der mercies  of  a  stepfather  of  three  and  twenty  !  Oh,  it  was 
monstrous  !  Harry  was  for  going  straightway  to  his  mother  in 
her  bedroom  —  where  her  black  maidens  were  divesting  her 
ladyship  of  the  simple  jewels  and  fineries  which  she  had  as- 
sumed in  compliment  to  the  feast  —  protesting  against  the 
odious  match,  and  announcing  that  they  would  go  home,  live 
upon  their  little  property  there,  and  leave  her  forever,  if  the 
unnatural  union  took  place. 

George  advocated  another  way  of  stopping  it,  and  explained 
his  plan  to  his  admiring  brother.  "  Our  mother,"  he  said, 
"can't  marry  a  man  with  whom  one  or  both  of  us  has  been 
out  on  the  field,  and  who  has  wounded  us  or  killed  us,  or 
whom  we  have  wounded  or  killed.  We  must  have  him  out, 
Harry." 

Harry  saw  the  profound  truth  conveyed  in  George's  state- 
ment, and  admired  his  brother's  immense  sagacit3^  "  No, 
George,"  says  he,  "you  are  right.  Mother  can't  marry  our 
murderer  ;  she  won't  be  as  bad  as  that.  And  if  we  pink  liim, 
he  is  done  for.  '  Cadit  qucestio,^  as  Mr.  Dempster  used  to  say. 
Shall  I  send  my  boy  with  a  challenge  to  Colonel  George  now  ?  " 

"  My  dear  Harry,"  the  elder  replied,  thinking  with  some 
complacency  of  liis  affair  of  honor  at  Quebec,  "  you  are  not  ac- 
customed to  affairs  of  this  sort." 

"No,"  owned  Harry,  with  a  sigh,  looking  wdtli  envy  and 
admiration  on  his  senior. 

"  We  can't  insult  a  gentleman  in  our  own  liouse,"  continued 
George,  with  great  majesty;  "  the  laws  of  honor  forbid  such 
inhospitable  treatment.  But,  sir,  we  can  ride  out  with  him, 
and,  as  soon  as  the  park  gates  are  closed,  we  can  tell  hi  in  our 
mind." 

"  That  we    can,   by  George ! "    cries    Harry,    grasping   h'xa 
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brother's  hand, "  and  that  we  will,  too.  I  say,  Georgy,  .  .  .'* 
Here  the  lad's  face  became  very  red,  and  his  brother  asked  him 
what  he  would  say  ? 

"  This  is  my  turn,  brother,"  Harry  pleaded.  "  If  you  go 
the  campaign,  I  ought  to  have  the  other  affair.  Indeed,  indeed, 
I  ought."     And  he  prayed  for  this  bit  of  promotion. 

"  Again  the  head  of  the  house  must  take  the  lead,  my  dear," 
George  said,  with  a  superb  air.  "  If  I  fall,  my  Harry  will 
avenge  me.  But  I  must  fight  George  Washington,  Hal  :  and 
'tis  best  I  should ;  for,  indeed,  I  hate  him  the  worst.  Was  it 
not  he  who  counseled  my  mother  to  order  that  wretch,  Ward,  to 
lay  hands  on  me  ?  " 

"  Ah,  George,"  interposed  the  more  pacable  younger  brother, 
"  you  ought  to  forget  and  forgive  I " 

"  Forgive  ?  Never,  sir,  as  long  as  I  remember.  You  can't 
order  remembrance  out  of  a  man's  mind  ;  and  a  wrong  that  was 
a  wrong  yesterday  must  be  a  wrong  to-morrow.  I  never,  of 
my  knowledge,  did  one  to  any  man,  and  I  never  Avill  suffer  one, 
if  I  can  help  it.  I  think  very  ill  of  Mr.  Ward,  but  I  don't 
think  so  badly  of  him  as  to  suppose  he  will  ever  forgive  thee 
that  blow  with  the  ruler.  Colonel  Washington  is  our  enemy, 
mine  especially.  He  has  advised  one  wrong  against  me,  and  he 
meditates  a  greater.     I  tell  you,  brother,  we  must  punish  him." 

The  grandsire's  old  Bordeaux  had  set  George's  ordinarily 
pale  countenance  into  a  flame.  Harry,  his  brother's  fondest 
worshiper,  could  not  but  admire  George's  haughty  bearing  and 
rapid  declamation,  and  prepared  himself,  with  his  usual  docility, 
to  follow  his  chief.  So  the  boys  went  to  their  beds,  the  elder 
conveying  special  injunctions  to  his  junior  to  be  civil  to  all  the 
guests  so  long  as  they  remained  under  the  maternal  roof  on  the 
morrow. 

Good  manners  and  a  repugnance  to  telling  tales  out  of 
school  forbid  us  from  saying  which  of  Madam  Esmond's  guests 
was  the  first  to  fall  under  the  weight  of  her  hospitality.  The 
respectable  descendants  of  Messrs.  Talmadge  and  Danvers, 
aids-de-camp  to  his  Excellency,  might  not  care  to  hear  how 
their  ancestors  were  intoxicated  a  hundred  years  ago  ;  and  yet 
the  gentlemen  themselves  took  no  shame  in  the  fact,  and  there 
is  little  doubt  tViey  or  their  comrades  were  tipsy  twice  or  thrice 
in  the  week.  Let  us  fancy  them  reeling  to  bed,  supported  by 
sympathizing  negroes ;  and  their  vinous  general,  too  stout  a 
toper  to  have  surrendered  himself  to  a  half-dozen  bottles  of 
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Bordeaux,  conducted  to  his  chamber  by  the  young  gentlemen 
of  the  house,  and  speedily  sleeping  the  sleep  which  friendly 
Bacchus  gives.  The  pfood  lady  of  Castlewood  saw  the  condi- 
tion of  her  guests  without  the  least  surprise  or  horror ;  and 
was  up  early  in  the  morning,  providing  cooling  drinks  for  their 
hot  palates,  which  the  servants  carried  to  their  respective  cham- 
bers. At  breakfast,  one  of  the  English  officers  rallied  Mr. 
Franklin,  who  took  no  wine  at  all,  and  therefore  refused  the 
morning  cool  draught  of  toddy,  by  showing  how  the  Piiila- 
delphia  gentleman  lost  two  pleasures,  the  drink  and  the  toddy. 
The  young  fellow  said  the  disease  was  pleasant  and  the  remedy 
delicious,  and  laughingly  proposed  to  continue  repeating  them 
both.  The  General's  new  American  aid-de-camp.  Colonel 
Washington,  was  quite  sober  and  serene.  The  British  officers 
vowed  they  must  take  him  in  hand  and  teach  him  what  the 
ways  of  the  English  army  were ;  but  the  Virginian  gentleman 
gravely  said  he  did  not  care  to  learn  that  part  of  the  English 
military  education. 

The  widov/,  occupied  as  she  had  been  with  the  cares  of  a 
great  dinner,  followed  by  a  great  breakfast  on  the  morning 
ensuing,  had  scarce  leisure  to  remark  the  behavior  of  her  sons 
very  closely,  but  at  least  saw  that  George  was  scrupulously 
polite  to  her  favorite,  Colonel  Washington,  as  to  all  the  other 
guests  of  the  house. 

Before  Mr.  Braddock  took  his  leave,  he  had  a  private  audi- 
ence of  Madam  Esmond,  in  which  his  Excellency  formally 
offered  to  take  her  son  into  his  family ;  and  when  the  arrange- 
ments for  George's  departure  were  settled  between  his  mother 
and  future  chief.  Madam  Esmond,  though  she  might  feel  them, 
did  not  show  any  squeamish  terrors  about  the  dangers  of  the 
bottle,  which  she  saw  were  amongst  the  severest  and  most  cer- 
tain which  her  son  would  have  to  face.  She  knew  her  boy 
must  take  his  part  in  the  world,  and  encounter  his  portion  of 
evil  and  good.  "Mr.  Braddock  is  a  perfect  fine  gentleman 
in  the  morning,"  she  said  stoutly  to  her  aid-de-camp,  Mrs. 
Mountain ;  "  and  though  my  papa  did  not  drink,  'tis  certain 
that  many  of  the  best  company  in  England  do."  The  jolly 
General  good-naturedly  shook  hands  with  George,  who  pre- 
sented himself  to  his  Excellency  after  the  maternal  interview 
was  over,  and  bade  George  welcome,  and  to  be  in  attendance 
at  Frederick  three  days  hence  ;  shortly  after  which  time  the 
expedition  would  set  forth. 
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And  nov/  the  great  coach  was  again  called  into  requisition* 
the  Gsneral's  escort  pranced  round  it,  the  other  guests  and 
their  servants  went  to  horse.  The  lady  of  Castlewood  attended 
his  Excellency  to  the  steps  of  the  veranda  in  front  of  her 
house,  the  young  gentlemen  followed,  and  stood  on  each  side 
of  his  coach  door.  The  guard  trumpeter  blew  a  shrill  blast, 
the  negroes  shouted,  "  Huzzay,  and  God  sabe  de  King,"  as 
Mr.  Braddock  most  graciously  took  leave  of  his  hospitable 
entertainers,  and  rolled  away  on  his  road  to  headquarters. 

As  the  boys  went  up  the  steps,  there  was  the  Colonel  once 
more  taking  leave  of  their  mother.  No  doubt  she  had  been 
once  more  recommending  George  to  his  namesake's  care ;  for 
Colonel  Washington  said  :  "  With  my  life.  You  may  depend 
on  me,"'  as  the  lads  returned  to  their  mother  and  the  few  guests 
still  remaining  in  the  porch.  The  Colonel  was  booted  and 
ready  to  depart.  "  Farewell,  my  dear  Harry,"  he  said.  "  With 
you,  George,  'tis  no  adieu.  We  shall  meet  in  three  days  at  the 
camp." 

Both  the  young  men  were  going  to  danger,  perhaps  to  death. 
Colonel  Washington  was  taking  leave  of  her,  and  she  was  to 
see  him  no  more  before  the  campaign.  No  wonder  the  widow 
was  very  much  moved. 

George  Warrington  watched  his  mother's  emotion,  and 
interpreted  it  with  a  pang  of  malignant  scorn.  "Stay  yet  a 
moment,  and  console  our  mamma,"  he  said  with  a  steady  coun- 
tenance, "  only  the  time  to  get  ourselves  booted,  and  my  brother 
and  I  will  ride  with  you  a  little  way,  George."  George  War- 
rington had  already  ordered  his  horses.  The  three  young  men 
were  speedily  under  way,  their  negro  grooms  behind  them,  and 
Mrs.  Mountain,  who  knew  she  had  made  mischief  between  them 
and  trembled  for  the  result,  felt  a  vast  relief  that  Mr.  Wash- 
ington was  gone  without  a  quarrel  with  the  brothers,  without, 
at  any  rate,  an  open  declaration  of  love  to  their  mother. 

No  man  could  be  more  courteous  in  demeanor  than  George 
Warrington  to  his  neighbor  and  namesake,  the  Colonel.  The 
latter  was  pleased  and  surprised  at  his  young  friend's  altered 
behavior.  The  community  of  danger,  the  necessity  of  future 
fellowship,  the  softening  influence  of  the  long  friendship  which 
bound  him  to  the  Esmond  family,  the  tender  adieux  which  had 
just  passed  between  him  and  the  mistress  of  Castlewcod,  in- 
clined the  Colonel  to  forget  the  unpleasantness  of  the  past  days, 
and  made  him  more  than  usually  friendly  Avith  his  young  com- 
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panion.  George  was  quito  gay  and  easy  :  it  was  Harry  who 
was  melancholy  now:  he  rode  silently  and  wistfully  by  his 
brother,  keeping  away  from  Colonel  Washington,  to  whose  side 
lie  used  always  to  press  eagerly  before.  If  the  honest  Colonel 
remarked  his  young  friend's  conduct,  no  doubt  he  attributed 
it  to  Harry's  known  affection  for  his  brother,  and  his  natural 
anxiety  to  be  with  George  now  the  day  of  their  parting  was  so 
near. 

They  talked  further  about  tlie  war,  and  the  probable  end  of 
the  campaign  :  none  of  the  three  doubted  its  successful  termi- 
nation. Two  thousand  veteran  15ritish  troops  with  their  com- 
mander must  get  the  better  of  any  force  the  French  could  bring 
against  thera,  if  only  they  moved  in  decent  time.  The  ardent 
young  Virginian  soldier  had  an  immense  i-espect  for  the  experi- 
enced valor  and  tactics  of  the  regular  troops.  King  George  II. 
had  no  more  loyal  subject  than  Mr.  Braddock's  new  aid-de- 
camp. 

So  the  party  rode  amicably  together,  until  they  reached  a 
certain  rude  log  house,  called  Benson's,  of  which  the  proprietor, 
according  to  the  custom  of  the  day  and  country,  did  not  disdain 
to  accept  money  from  his  guests  in  return  for  hospitalities  pro- 
vided. There  was  a  recruiting  station  here,  and  some  officers 
and  men  of  Halkett's  regiment  assembled,  and  here  Colonel 
Washington  supposed  that  his  young  friends  would  take  leave 
of  him. 

Whilst  their  horses  were  baited,  they  entered  the  public 
room,  and  found  a  rough  meal  prepared  for  such  as  were  dis- 
posed to  partake.  George  Warrington  entered  the  place  with 
a  particularly  gay  and  lively  air,  whereas  poor  Harry's  face  was 
quite  white  and  woe-begonc. 

"  One  would  think,  Squire  Harry,  'twas  you  who  was  going 
to  leave  home  and  fight  the  French  and  Indians,  and  not  Mr. 
George,"  says  Benson. 

"  1  may  be  alarmed  about  danger  to  my  brother,"  said  Harry, 
"  though  I  might  bear  my  own  share  pretty  well.  'Tis  not  my 
fault  that  I  stay  at  home." 

"No,  indeed,  brother,"  cries  George. 

"  Harry  Warrington's  courage  does  not  need  any  proof  I  " 
cries  Mr.  Washington. 

"You  do  the  family  honor  by  speaking  so  well  of  us,  Colo- 
nel," says  Mr.  George,  with  a  low  bow.  "  I  dare  say  we  can 
hold  our  own,  if  need  be." 
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Whilst  his  friend  was  vaunting  his  courage,  Harry  looked, 
to  say  the  truth,  by  no  means  courageous.  As  his  eyes  met  his 
brother's,  he  read  in  George's  look  an  announcement  which 
alarmed  the  fond  faithful  lad.  "  You  are  not  going  to  do  it 
now?  "  he  whispered  his  brother. 

"  Yes,  now,"  says  Mr.  George,  very  steadily. 

"  For  God's  sake  let  me  have  the  turn.  You  are  going  on 
the  campaign,  you  ought  not  to  have  everything  —  and  there 
may  be  an  explanation,  George.     We  may  be  all  wrong." 

"  Pshaw,  how  can  we  ?  It  must  be  done  now  —  don't  be 
alarmed.  No  names  shall  be  mentioned — I  shall  easily  find  a 
subject." 

A  couple  of  Halkett's  officers,  whom  our  young  gentlemen 
knew,  were  sitting  under  the  porch,  with  the  Virginian  toddy 
bowl  before  them. 

"  What  are  you  conspiring,  gentlemen  ?  "  cried  one  of  them. 
"Is  it  a  drink?" 

By  the  tone  of  their  voices  and  their  flushed  cheeks,^ it  was 
clear  the  gentlemen  had  already  been  engaged  in  drinking  that 
morning. 

"  The  very  thing,  sir,"  George  said  gayly.  "  Fresh  glasses, 
Mr.  Benson!  What,  no  glasses?  Then  we  must  have  at  the 
bowl." 

"  Many  a  good  man  has  drunk  from  it,"  says  Mr.  Benson  ; 
and  the  lads,  one  after  another,  and  bowing  first  to  their  mili- 
tary acquaintance,  touched  the  bowl  with  their  lips.  The  liquor 
did  not  seem  to  be  much  diminished  for  the  boy's  drinking, 
though  George  especially  gave  himself  a  toper's  airs,  and  pro- 
tested it  was  delicious  after  their  ride.  He  called  out  to  Colo- 
nel Washington,  who  was  at  the  porch,  to  join  his  friends,  and 
drink. 

The  lad's  tone  was  offensive,  and  resembled  the  manner 
lately  adopted  by  him,  and  which  had  so  much  chafed  Mr. 
Washington.     He  bowed,  and  said  he  was  not  thirsty. 

"  Nay,  the  liquor  is  paid  for,"  says  George ;  "  never  fear, 
Colonel." 

"  I  said  I  was  not  thirsty.  I  did  not  say  the  liquor  was  not 
paid  for,"  said  the  young  Colonel,  drumming  with  his  foot. 

"  When  the  King's  health  is  proposed,  an  officer  can  hardly 
say  no.  I  drink  the  health  of  his  Majesty,  gentlemen,"  cried 
George.  "Colonel  Washington  can  drink  it  or  leave  it.  The 
King  I " 
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This  was  a  point  of  military  honor.  The  two  British  offi- 
cers of  Halkett's,  Captain  Grace  and  Mr.  ^yaring,  both  drank 
"The  King."  Harry  Warrington  drank  "The  King."  Colo- 
nel Washington,  with  glaring  eyes,  gulped,  too,  a  slight  draught 
from  the  bowl. 

Then  Captain  Grace  proposed  "  The  Duke  and  the  Army," 
which  toast  there  was  likewise  no  gainsaying.  Colonel  Wash- 
ington had  to  swallow  "The  Duke  and  the  Army." 

"  You  don't  seem  to  stomach  the  toast,  Colonel,"  said 
George. 

"  I  tell  you  again,  I  don't  want  to  drink,"  replied  the  Colonel. 
"  It  seems  to  me  the  Duke  and  the  Army  would  be  served  all 
the  better  if  their  healths  were  not  drunk  so  often." 

"  You  are  not  up  to  the  ways  of  regular  troops  as  yet,"  said 
Captain  Grace,  with  rather  a  thick  voice. 

"Maybe  not,  sir." 

"A  British  oiiicer,"  continues  Captain  Grace,  with  great 
energy  but  doubtful  articulation,  "  never  neglects  a  toast  of 
that  sort,  nor  any  other  duty.  A  man  who  refuses  to  drink 
the  health  of  the  Duke  —  hang  me,  such  a  man  should  be  tried 
by  a  court-martial  !  " 

"  What  means  this  language  to  me '?  You  are  drunk,  sir  !  " 
roared  Colonel  Washington,  jumping  up,  and  striking  the  table 
with  his  fist. 

"  A  cursed  provincial  officer  say  I'm  drunk  !  "  shrieks  out 
Captain  Grace.     "  Waring,  do  you  hear  that  ?  " 

"J  heard  it,  sir!"  cried  George  Warrington.  "We  all 
heard  it.  He  entered  at  my  invitation  —  the  liquor  called  for 
was  mine :  the  table  was  mine  —  and  I  am  shocked  to  hear  such 
monstrous  laiiguage  used  at  it  as  Colonel  Washington  has  just 
employed  towai-ds  my  esteemed  guest,  Captain  Waring." 

"  Confound  your  impudence,  you  infernal  young  jacka- 
napes !  "  bellowed  out  Colonel  Washington.  "  Yoii  dare  to 
insult  me  before  British  officers,  and  find  fault  with  my  lan- 
guage ?  For  months  past,  1  have  borne  with  such  impudence 
from  you,  that  if  I  had  not  loved  your  mother  —  yes,  sir,  and 
your  good  grandfather  and  your  brother  —  I  would — I  would 

"     Here  his  words  failed  him,  and  the  irate  Colonel,  with 

glariiig  eyes  and  purple  face,  and  every  limb  quivering  Avith 
wratli,  stood  for  a  moment  speechless  before  his  young  enemy. 

"You  would  what,  sir?"  said  George,  very  quietly,  "if 
you  did  not   love    my  grandfather,  and   my  brother,  and    my 
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mother  ?  You  are  making  her  petticoat  a  plea  for  some  con- 
duct of  yours  —  you  would  do  what,  sir,  may  I  ask  again  ?  " 

"  I  v/ould  put  you  across  my  knee  and  whip  you,  you  snarl- 
ing little  puppy,  that's  what  I  would  do  !  "  cried  the  Colonel, 
who  had  found  breath  by  this  time,  and  vented  another  ex- 
plosion of  fury. 

"  Because  you  have  known  us  all  our  lives,  and  made  our 
house  your  own,  that  is  no  reason  you  should  insult  either  of 
us  !  "  here  cried  Harry,  starting  up.  "  What  you  have  said, 
George  Washington,  is  an  insult  to  me  and  my  brother  alike. 
You  vv-ill  ask  our  pardon,  sir  !  " 

"  Pardon  !  " 

"  Or  give  us  the  reparation  that  is  due  to  gentlemen,"  con- 
tinues Harry. 

The  stout  Colonel's  heart  smote  him  to  think  that  he  should 
be  at  mortal  quarrel  or  called  upon  to  shed  the  blood  of  one  of 
the  lads  he  loved.  As  Harry  stood  facing  him,  with  his  fair 
hair,  flushing  cheeks,  and  quivering  voice,  an  immense  tender- 
ness and  kindness  filled  the  bosom  of  the  elder  man.  "I  —  I 
am  bewildered,"  he  said.  "My  words,  perhaps,  were  very 
hasty.  What  has  been  the  meaning  of  George's  behavior  to 
me  for  months  back  ?     Only  tell  me,  and,  perhaps " 

The  evil  spirit  was  awake  and  victorious  in  young  George 
Warrington  :  his  black  eyes  shot  out  scorn  and  hatred  at  the 
simple  and  guileless  gentleman  before  him.  "  You  are  shirk- 
ing from  the  question,  sir,  as  you  did  from  the  toast  just  now," 
he  said.  "  I  am  not  a  boy  to  suffer  under  your  arrogance. 
You  have  publicly  msulted  me  in  a  public  place,  and  I  demand 
a  reparation." 

"In  heaven's  name,  be  it !  "  sa,ys  Mr.  Washington,  with  the 
deepest  grief  in  his  face. 

"And  you  have  insulted  wie,"  continues  Captain  Grace, 
reeling  towards  him.  "  What  was  it  he  said  ?  Confound  the 
militia  captain  —  colonel,  what  is  he  ?  You've  insulted  me  ! 
Oh,  Waring  !  to  think  I  should  be  insulted  by  a  captain  of 
militia  !  "  And  tears  bedewed  the  noble  Captain's  cheek  as 
this  harrowing  thought  crossed  his  mind. 

"I  insult  1/ou,  you  hog  I  "  the  Colonel  again  yelled  out,  for 
he  was  little  affected  by  humor,  and  had  no  disposition  to  laugh 
as  the  others  had  at  tlie  scene.  And,  behold,  at  this  minute  a 
fourth  adversar}^  was  upon  him. 

"  Great  Powers,   sir  !  "  said   Captain   Waring,   "  are  three 
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affairs  not  enongli  for  you,  and  must  I  come  into  the  quarrel, 
too  ?     You  have  a  quarrel  with  these  two  young  gentlemen." 

"  Hasty  words,  sir !  "  cries  poor  Harry  once  more. 

"Hasty  words,  sir!"  cries  Captain  Waring.  "A  gentle- 
man tells  another  gentleman  that  he  will  put  him  across  his 
knees  and  whip  him,  and  you  call  those  hasty  words  ?  Let  me 
tell  you  if  any  man  were  to  sa^''  to  me,  '  Charles  Waring,'  or 
'  Captain  Waring,  I'll  put  you  across  my  knees  and  whip  you,' 
I'd  say,  '  I'll  drive  my  cheese-toaster  through  his  body,'  if  he 
were  as  big  as  Goliath,  I  would.  That's  one  affair  with  young 
Mr.  George  Warrington.  Mr.  Harry,  of  course,  as  a  young 
man  of  spirit,  wall  stand  by  his  brother.  That's  two.  Between 
Grace  and  the  Colonel  apology  is  impossible.  And,  now  — 
run  me  through  the  body !  —  you  call  an  officer  of  my  regiment 
—  of  Halkett's,  sir  !  —  a  hog  before  my  face  !  Great  heavens, 
sir  I  Mr.  Washington  !  are  you  all  like  this  in  Virginia?  Ex- 
cuse me,  I  would  use  no  offensive  personality,  as,  by  George  ! 
I  will  suffer  none  from  any  man !  but,  by  Gad,  Colonel !  give 
me  leave  to  tell  you  that  you  are  the  most  quarrelsome  man  I 
ever  saw  in  my  life.  Call  a  disabled  officer  of  my  regiment  — 
for  he  is  disabled,  ain't  you,  Grace?  —  call  him  a  hog  before 
me!     You  withdraw  it,  sir  —  you  withdraw  it?" 

"  Is  this  some  infernal  conspiracy  in  which  you  are  all 
leagued  against  me?"  shouted  the  Colonel.  "It  would  seem 
as  if  I  was  drunk,  and  not  you,  as  you  all  are.  I  withdraw 
nothing.  I  apologize  for  nothing.  By  heavens  !  I  Avill  meet 
one  or  half  a  dozen  of  you  in  your  turn,  young  or  old,  drunk  or 
sober." 

"I  do  not  wish  to  hear  myself  called  more  names,"  cried 
Mr.  George  Warrington.  "  This  affair  can  proceed,  sir,  with- 
out any  further  insult  on  your  part.  When  will  it  please  you 
to  give  me  the  meeting?  " 

"  The  sooner  the  better,  sir  I  "  said  the  Colonel,  fuming  with 
rage. 

"The  sooner  the  better,"  hiccoughed  Captain  Grace,  with 
many  oaths  needless  to  print  —  (in  those  days,  oaths  were  the 
customary  garnish  of  all  gentlemen's  conversation)  —  and  he 
rose  staggering  from  his  seat,  and  reeled  towards  his  sword, 
whicli  he  had  laid  by  the  door,  and  fell  as  he  reached  the 
weapon.  "  The  sooner  the  better  I  "  the  poor  tipsy  wretch 
again  cried  out  from  the  ground,  waving  his  weapon  and 
knocking  liis  own  hut  over  liis  eyes. 


6888  WASHINGTON. 

"  At  any  rate,  this  gentleman's  business  will  keep  cool  till 
to-morrow,"  the  Militia  Colonel  said,  turning  to  the  other 
King's  officer.  "  You  will  hardly  bring  your  man  out  to  day. 
Captain  Waring?" 

"  I  confess  that  neither  his  hand  nor  mine  are  particularly 
steady." 

"  Mine  is  !  "  cried  Mr.  Warrington,  glaring  at  his  enemy. 

His  comrade  of  former  days  was  as  hot  and  as  savage.  "  Be 
it  so  —  with  what  weapon,  sir  ?  "  Washington  said  sternly. 

"  Not  with  smallswords,  Colonel.  We  can  beat  you  with 
them.  You  know  that  from  our  old  bouts.  Pistols  had  better 
be  the  word." 

^'  As  you  please,  George  Warrington  —  and  God  forgive 
you,  George  !  God  pardon  you,  Harry !  for  bringing  me  into 
this  quarrel,"  said  the  Colonel,  with  a  face  full  of  sadness  and 
gloom- 
Harry  hung  his  head,  but  George  continued  with  perfect 
calmness  :  "  I,  sir?  It  was  not  I  who  called  names,  who  talked 
of  a  cane,  who  insulted  a  gentleman  in  a  public  place  before 
gentlemen  of  the  army?  It  is  not  the  first  time  you  have 
chosen  to  take  me  for  a  negro,  and  talked  of  the  whip  for  me." 

The  Colonel  started  back,  turning  very  red,  and  as  if  struck 
by  a  sudden  remembrance, 

"  Great  heavens,  George  I  is  it  that  boyish  quarrel  you  are 
still  recalling?  " 

"  Who  made  you  the  overseer  of  Castlewood  ?  "  said  the 
boy,  grinding  his  teeth.  "  I  am  not  your  slave,  George  Wash- 
ington, and  I  never  v/ill  be.  I  hated  you  then,  and  I  liate  you 
now.  And  you  have  insulted  me,  and  I  am  a  gentleman,  and 
so  are  you.     Is  that  not  enough  ?  " 

"  Too  much,  only  too  mucli,"  said  the  Colonel,  with  a  gen- 
uine grief  on  his  face,  and  at  his  heart.  "  Do  you  bear  malice 
too,  Harry  ?     I  had  not  thought  this  of  thee  !  " 

"I  stand  by  my  brother,"  said  Harry,  turning  awa3^  from 
the  Colonel's  look,  and  grasping  George's  hand.  The  sadnc  -s 
on  their  adversary's  face  did  not  depart.  "■  Heaven  be  good  to 
us !  'Tis  all  clear  now,"  he  muttered  to  himself.  "  The  time 
to  ^vrite  a  few  letters,  and  I  am  at  your  service,  Mr.  Warring- 
ton," he  said. 

"  You  have  your  own  pistols  at  your  saddle.  I  did  not  ride 
out  with  any,  but  will  send  Sady  back  for  mine.  That  will 
give  you  time  enoug'a,  Colonel  Washington?  " 
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"Plenty  of  time,  sir."  And  eacli  gentleman  made  the 
other  a  low  bow,  and,  putting  his  arm  in  his  brother's,  George 
■walked  away.  The  Virginian  otficer  looked  towards  the  two 
unlucky  captains,  who  were  by  this  time  helpless  with  liquor. 
Captain  Benson,  the  master  of  the  tavern,  was  propping  the 
hat  of  one  of  them  over  his  head. 

"It  is  not  altogether  their  fault.  Colonel,"  said  my  land- 
lord, with  a  grim  look  of  humor.  "  Jack  Firebrace  and  Tom 
Humbold  of  Spottsylvania  was  here  this  morning,  chanting 
horses  with  'em.  And  Jack  and  Tom  got  'em  to  play  cards ; 
and  they  didn't  win  —  the  British  Captains  didn't.  And  Jack 
and  Tom  challenged  them  to  drink  for  the  honor  of  Old  Eng- 
land, and  they  didn't  win  at  that  game  neither,  much.  They 
are  kind,  free-handed  fellows  when  they  are  sober,  but  they  are 
a  pretty  pair  of  fools  —  they  are." 

"  Captain  Benson,  you  are  an  old  frontier  man,  and  an  offi- 
cer of  ours,  before  you  turned  farmer  and  taverner.  You  will 
help  me  in  this  matter  with  yonder  young  gentlemen  ?  "  said 
the  Colonel. 

"  I'll  stand  by  and  see  fair  play.  Colonel.  I  won't  have  no 
hand  in  it,  beyond  seeing  fair  play.  Madam  Esmond  has 
helped  me  many  a  time,  tended  my  poor  wife  in  her  lying-in, 
and  doctored  our  Betty  in  the  fever.  You  ain't  a  goin'  to  be 
very  hard  with  them  poor  boys?  Though  I  seen  'em  both 
shoot :  the  fair  one  hunts  well,  as  you  know,  but  the  old  one's 
a  wonder  at  an  ace  of  spades." 

"  Will  you  be  pleased  to  send  my  man  with  my  valise,  Cap- 
tain, into  any  private  room  which  you  can  spare  me  ?  I  must 
write  a  few  letters  before  this  business  comes  on.  God  grant 
it  were  well  over  !  "  And  the  captain  led  the  Colonel  into 
almost  the  only  other  room  of  his  house,  calling,  with  many 
oaths,  to  a  pack  of  negro  servants  to  disperse  thence,  who  were 
chattering  loudly  among  one  another,  and  no  doubt  discussing 
the  quarrel  which  had  just  taken  place.  Edwin,  the  Colonel's 
man,  returned  with  his  master's  portmanteau,  and,  as  he  looked 
from  the  window,  he  saw  Sady,  George  Warrington's  negro, 
galloping  away  upon  his  errand,  doubtless,  and  in  the  direction 
of  Castlewood.  The  Colonel,  young  and  naturally  hot-headed, 
but  the  most  courteous  and  scrupulous  of  men,  and  ever  keep- 
ing his  strong  passions  under  guard,  could  not  but  think  with 
amazement  of  tlie  position  in  which  he  found  himself,  and  of 
the  three,  perhaps  four,  enemies  who  appeared  suddenly  before 
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him,  menacing  his  life.  How  had  this  strange  series  of  quar- 
rels been  brought  about  ?  He  had  ridden  away  a  few  hours 
since  from  Castlewood,  with  his  young  companions,  and  to  all 
seeming  they  were  perfect  friends.  A  shower  of  rain  sends 
them  into  a  tavern,  where  there  are  a  couple  -of  recruiting  offi- 
cers, and  they  are  not  seated  for  half  an  hour,  at  a  social  table, 
]jut  he  has  quarreled  with  the  whole  company,  called  this  one 
names,  agreed  to  meet  another  in  combat,  and  threatened  chas- 
tisement to  a  third,  the  son  of  his  most  intimate  friend  ! 


Wherein  the  Two  Georges  prepare  for  Blood. 

The  Virginian  Colonel  remained  in  one  chamber  of  the 
tavern,  occupied  with  gloomy  preparations  for  the  ensuing 
meeting  :  his  adversary  in  the  other  room  thought  fit  to  make 
his  testamentary  dis]30sitions,  too,  and  dictated,  by  his  obedient 
brother  and  secretary,  a  grandiloquent  letter  to  his  mother,  of 
whom,  and  by  that  writing,  he  took  a  solemn  farewell.  She 
would  hardly,  he  supposed,  pursue  the  scheme  ivhich  she  had  in 
view  (a  peculiar  satirical  emphasis  was  laid  upon  the  scheme 
which  she  had  in  view),  after  the  event  of  that  morning,  should 
he  fall,  as,  probably,  would  be  the  case. 

"  My  dear,  dear  George,  don't  say  that !  "  cried  the  affrighted 
secretary. 

"  As  probably  will  be  the  case,"  George  persisted  with  great 
majesty.  "You  know  what  a  good  shot  Colonel  George  is, 
Harry.  I,  myself,  am  pretty  fair  at  a  mark,  and  'tis  probable 
that  one  or  both  of  us  will  drop.  — '  I  scarcely  suppose  you 
will  carry  out  the  intentions  you  have  at  present  in  view.'" 
This  was  uttered  in  a  tone  of  still  greater  bitterness  than  George 
liad  used  even  in  the  previous  phrase.  Harry  wept  as  he  took 
it  down. 

"  You  see  I  say  nothing  ;  Madam  Esmond's  name  does  not 
even  appear  in  the  quarrel.  Do  you  not  remember,  in  our 
grandfather's  life  of  himself,  how  he  says  that  Lord  Castlewood 
fought  Lord  Mohun  on  a  pretext  of  a  quarrel  at  cards  ?  and 
never  go  much  aG  hinted  at  the  lady's  name,  who  was  the  real 
cause  of  the  duel  ?     I  took  my  hint,  I  confess,  from  that,  Harry. 

Our  mother  ic  not  compromised  in  the Why,  child,  what 

have  yon  been  writing,  and  who  taught  thee  to  spell  ?  "  Harry 
had  written  the  last  woxas  "in  view,"  in  vew,  and  a  great  blot 
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of  salt  water  from  liis  honest,  boyish  eyes  may  have  obliterated 
some  other  bad  spelling. 

''I  can't  think  about  the  spelling  now,  Georgy,"  whimpered 
George's  clerk.  "  I'm  too  miserable  for  that.  I  begin  to  think, 
perhaps,  it's  all  nonsense,  perhaps  Colonel  George  never '' 

"Never  meant  to  take  possession  of  Castlewood ;  never 
gave  himself  airs,  and  patronized  us  there  ;  never  advised  my 
mother  to  have  me  flogged,  never  intended  to  marry  her  ;  never 
insulted  me,  and  v.-as  insulted  before  the  King's  officers ;  never 
wrote  to  his  brother  to  say  we  should  be  the  better  for  his 
parental  authority?  The  paper  is  there,"  cried  the  young  man, 
slapping  his  breast-pocket,  "and  if  anything  happens  to  me, 
Harry  Warrington,  you  will  find  it  on  my  corse  !  " 

"  Write  yourself,  Georgy,  I  carot  write,"  says  Harry,  digging 
his  fists  into  his  eyes,  and  smearing  over  the  whole  composition, 
bad  spelling  and  all  with  his  elbows. 

On  this,  George,  taking  another  sheet  of  paper,  sat  down  at 
his  brother's  place,  and  produced  a  composition  in  which  he  in- 
troduced the  longest  words,  the  grandest  Latin  quotations,  and 
the  most  profound  satire  of  which  the  youthful  scribe  was  master. 
He  desired  that  his  negro  boy,  Sady,  should  be  set  free ;  that  his 
"  Horace,"  a  choice  of  his  books,  and,  if  possible,  a  suitable 
provision  should  be  made  for  his  affectionate  tutor,  Mr.  Demp- 
ster ;  that  his  silver  fruit  knife,  his  music  books,  and  harpsi- 
chord should  be  given  to  little  Fanny  Mountain  ;  and  that  his 
brother  should  take  a  lock  of  his  hair,  and  wear  it  in  memory 
of  his  ever  fond  and  faithfully  attached  George.  And  he  sealed 
the  document  with  the  seal  of  arms  that  his  grandfather  had 
worn. 

"  The  watch,  of  course,  will  be  yours,"  said  George,  taking 
out  his  grandfather's  gold  watch,  and  looking  at  it.  "  Why, 
two  hours  and  a  half  are  gone  !  'Tis  time  that  Sady  should  be 
back  with  the  pistols.     Take  the  watch,  Harry  dear." 

"  It's  no  good  !  "  cried  out  Harry,  flinging  his  arms  round 
his  brother.     "  If  he  fights  you,  I'll  fight  him,  too.     If  he  kills 

my  Georgy, him,  he  shall  have  a  shot  at  me  !  "   and  the 

poor  lad  uttered  more  than  one  of  those  expressions,  which  are 
said  peculiarly  to  affect  recording  angels,  who  have  to  take 
them  down  at  celestial  chanceries. 

Meanwhile,  General  Braddock's  new  aid-de-camp  had  writ- 
ten five  letters  in  his  large  resolute  hand,  and  scaled  them  with 
his  seal.     One  was  to  his  moth'jr,  at  Mount  Vernon  ;  one  to 
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his  brother  ;  one  was  addressed  M.  C.  only ;  and  one  to  his  Excel- 
lency, Major  General  Braddock.  "  And  one,  young  gentleman, 
is  for  your  mother,  Madam  Esmond,"  said  the  boy's  informant. 

Again  the  recording  angel  had  to  fly  off"  with  a  violent  ex- 
pression, which  parted  from  the  lips  of  George  Warrington. 
The  chancery  previously  mentioned  was  crowded  with  such 
cases,  and  the  messengers  must  have  been  forever  on  the  wing. 
But  I  fear  for  young  George  and  his  oath  there  was  no  excuse  ; 
for  it  was  an  execration  uttered  from  a  heart  full  of  hatred,  and 
rage,  and  jealousy. 

It  was  the  landlord  of  the  tavern  who  communicated  these 
facts  to  the  young  men.  The  Captain  had  put  on  his  old  militia 
uniform  to  do  honor  to  the  occasion,  and  informed  the  boys  that 
the  "  Colonel  was  walking  up  and  down  the  garden  a  waiting 
for  'em,  and  that  the  Reg'lars  was  a'most  sober,  too,  by  this 
time." 

A  plot  of  ground  near  the  Captain's  log  house  had  been  in- 
closed with  shingles,  and  cleared  for  a  kitclien  garden ;  there 
indeed  paced  Colonel  Washington,  his  hands  behind  his  back, 
his  head  bowed  down,  a  grave  sorrow  on  his  handsome  face. 
The  negro  servants  were  crowded  at  the  palings,  and  looking 
over.  The  officers  under  the  porch  had  wakened  up  also,  as- 
their  host  remarked.  Captain  Waring  was  walking,  almost 
steadily,  under  the  balcony  formed  by  the  sloping  porch  and 
roof  of  the  wooden  house  ;  and  Captain  Grace  was  lolling  over 
the  railing,  with  eyes  which  stared  very  much,  though  perhaps 
they  did  not  see  very  clearly.  Benson's  was  a  famous  ren- 
dezvous for  cockfights,  horse  matches,  boxing,  and  wrestling 
matches,  such  as  brought  the  Virginian  country  folks  together. 
There  had  been  many  brawls  at  Benson's,  and  men  who  camo 
thither  sound  and  sober  had  gone  thence  with  ribs  broken  and 
eyes  gouged  out.  And  squires,  and  farmers,  and  negroes,  all 
participated  in  the  sport. 

There,  then,  stalked  the  tall  young  Colonel,  plunged  in 
dismal  meditation.  There  was  no  way  out  of  his  scrape,  but 
the  usual  cruel  one,  which  the  laws  of  honor  and  the  practice 
of  the  country  ordered.  Goaded  into  fury  by  the  impertinence 
of  a  boy,  he  had  used  insulting  words.  The  young  man  had 
asked  for  reparation.  He  was  shocked  to  think  that  George 
Warrington's  jealousy  and  revenge  should  have  rankled  in  the 
young  fellow  so  long :  but  the  wrong  had  been  the  Colonel's, 
and  he  was  bound  to  pay  the  forfeit. 
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A  great  hallooing  and  shouting,  such  as  negroes  use,  who 
love  noise  at  all  times,  and  especially  delight  to  yell  and  scream 
when  galloping  on  horseback,  was  now  heard  at  a  distance,  and 
all  the  heads,  woolly  and  powdered,  were  turned  in  the  direction 
of  this  outcry.  It  came  from  the  road  over  which  our  travelers 
had  themselves  passed  three  hours  before,  and  presently  the  clat- 
tering of  a  horse's  hoofs  was  heard,  and  now  Mr.  Sady  made  his 
appearance  on  his  foaming  horse,  and  actually  fired  a  pistol  off 
in  the  midst  of  a  prodigious  uproar  from  his  woolly  brethren  ; 
then  he  fired  another  pistol  off  :  to  which  noises  Sady's  horse, 
which  had  carried  Harry  Warrington  on  many  a  hunt,  was  per- 
fectly accustomed.  And  now  he  was  in  the  courtyard,  sur- 
rounded by  a  score  of  his  bawling  comrades,  and  was  descending 
amidst  fluttering  fowls  and  turkeys,  kicking  horses  and  shriek- 
ing frantic  pigs;  and  brother  negroes  crowded  round  him,  to 
whom  he  instantly  began  to  talk  and  chatter. 

"  Sady,  sir,  come  here  !  "  roars  out  Master  Harry. 

"  Sady,  come  here,  confound  you  !  "  shouts  Master  George. 
(Again  the  recording  angel  is  in  requisition,  and  has  to  be  off 
on  one  of  his  endless  errands  to  the  register  office.)  "Come 
directly,  Mas'r,"  says  Sady,  and  resumes  his  conversation  with 
his  woolly  brethren.  He  grins.  He  takes  the  pistols  out  of 
the  holster.  He  snaps  the  locks.  He  points  them  at  a  grun- 
ter  which  plunges  through  the  farmyard.  He  points  down 
the  road,  over  which  he  has  just  galloped,  and  towards  which 
the  woolly  heads  again  turn.  He  says  again,  "  Comin',  Mas'r. 
Everybody  a  comin'."  And  now,  the  gallop  of  other  horses  is 
heard.  And  who  is  j-onder  ?  Little  Mr.  Dempster,  spurring 
and  digging  into  his  pony  ;  and  that  lady  in  a  riding  habit  on 
Madam  Esmond's  little  horse  —  can  it  be  Madam  Esmond  ? 
No.  It  is  too  stout.  As  I  live  it  is  Mrs.  Mountain  on 
Madam's  gray  ! 

"  Oh  Lor' !  Oh  Golly  !  Hoop  !  Here  dey  come  !  Hurray  !  " 
A  chorus  of  negroes  rises  up.  "  Here  dey  are  !  "  Mr.  r3emp- 
ster  and  Mrs.  Mountain  have  clattered  into  the  yard,  have 
jumped  from  their  horses,  have  elbowed  through  the  negroes, 
have  rushed  into  tlie  liouse,  have  run  through  it  and  across  the 
porch,  where  the  British  officers  are  sitting  in  muzzy  astonish- 
ment ;  have  run  down  the  stairs  to  the  garden  where  George 
and  Harry  are  walking,  their  tall  enemy  stalking  oi)posite  to 
them  ;  and  almost  ere  (Mjurge  Warrington  has  had  time  sternly 
to  say,  "  What  do  you  do  here,  Madam?"  Mrs.  Mountain  lias 
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flung  her  arms  around  his  neck  and  cries  :  "  Oh,  George,  my 
darling  !    It's  a  mistake  !    It's  a  mistake,  and  is  all  my  fault !  " 

"  What's  a  mistake  ?  "  asks  George,  majestically  separating 
himself  from  the  embrace. 

"  What  is  it,  Mounty  ?  "  cries  Harry,  all  of  a  tremble. 

"  That  paper  I  took  out  of  his  portfolio,  that  paper  I  picked 
up,  children  ;  where  the  Colonel  says  he  is  going  to  marry  a 
widow  v/ith  two  children.  Who  should  it  be  but  you,  children, 
and  who  should  it  be  but  your  mother  ?  " 

"Well?'* 

"  Well,  it's  —  it's  not  your  mother.  It's  that  little  widow 
Curtis  whom  the  Colonel  is  going  to  marry.  He'd  always  take 
a  rich  one  ;  I  knew  he  would.  It's  not  Mrs.  Rachel  Warring- 
ton. He  told  Madam  so  to-day,  just  before  he  was  going 
away,  and  that  the  marriage  v/as  to  come  off  after  the  cam- 
paign. And  —  and  your  mother  is  furious,  boys.  And  when 
Sady  came  for  the  pistols,  and  told  the  whole  house  how  you 
were  going  to  fight,  I  told  him  to  fire  the  pistols  off ;  and  I 
galloped  after  him,  and  I've  nearly  broken  my  poor  old  bones 
in  coming  to  you." 

"I  have  a  mind  to  break  Mr.  Sady's,"  growled  George. 
"  I  especially  enjoined  the  villain  not  to  say  a  word." 

"  Thank  God  he  did,  brother,"  said  poor  Harry.  "  Thank 
God  he  did  !  " 

"  What  will  Mr.  Washington  and  those  gentlemen  think  of 
my  servant  telling  my  mother  at  home  that  I  was  going  to  fight 
a  duel?"  asks  Mr.  George,  still  in  wrath. 

"  You  have  shown  your  proofs  before,  George,"  says  Harry, 
respectfully.  "  And,  thank  heaven,  you  are  not  going  to  fight 
our  old  friend — our  grandfather's  old  friend.  For  it  was  a 
mistake :  and  there  is  no  quarrel  now,  dear,  is  there  ?  You 
were  unkind  to  him  under  a  wrong  impression." 

"  I  certainly  acted  under  a  wrong  impression,"  owns  George, 
"but " 

"  George  !  George  Washington  !  "  Harry  here  cries  out, 
springing  over  the  cabbage  garden  towards  the  bowling  green, 
^vhe^e  the  Colonel  was  stalking ;  and  though  we  cannot  hear 
him,  we  see  him,  with  both  his  hands  out,  and  with  the  eager- 
ness of  youth,  and  with  a  hundred  blunders,  and  with  love  and 
affection  thrilling  in  his  honest  voice,  we  imagine  the  lad  tell- 
ing his  tale  to  his  friend. 

There  vv^as  a  custom  in  those  days  which  has  disappeared 
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from  our  manners  now,  but  which  then  lingered.  When  Harry 
had  finished  his  artless  story,  his  friend  the  Colonel  took  him 
fairly  to  his  arms,  and  held  him  to  his  heart  :  and  his  voice 
faltered  as  he  said,  ''  Thank  God,  thank  God  for  this  !  " 

"  Oh,  George,"  said  Harry,  who  felt  now  how  he  loved  his 
friend  with  all  his  heart,  "  how  I  wish  I  was  going  Avith  you  on 
the  campaign  !  "  The  other  pressed  both  the  boy's  hands,  in  a 
grasp  of  friendship,  which,  each  knew,  never  would  slacken. 

Then  the  Colonel  advanced,  gravely  holding  out  his  hand  to 
Harry's  elder  brother.  Perhaps  Harry  wondered  that  the  two 
did  not  embrace  as  he  and  the  Colonel  had  just  done.  But, 
though  hands  were  joined,  the  salutation  was  only  formal  and 
stern  on  both  sides. 

"  I  find  I  have  done  you  a  wrong.  Colonel  Washington," 
George  said,  "  and  must  apologize,  not  for  the  error,  but  for 
much  of  my  late  behavior  which  has  resulted  from  it." 

"  The  error  was  mine  !  It  was  I  who  found  that  paper  in 
your  room,  and  showed  it  to  George,  and  was  jealous  of  you. 
Colonel.     All  women  are  jealous,"  cried  Mrs.  Mountain. 

"  'Tis  a  pity  you  could  not  have  kept  your  eyes  off  my  paper. 
Madam,"  said  Mr.  Washington.  "  You  will  permit  me  to  say 
so.  A  great  deal  of  mischief  has  come  because  I  chose  to  keep 
a  secret  which  concerned  only  myself  and  another  person.  For 
a  long  time  George  Warrington's  heart  has  been  black  with 
anger  against  me,  and  my  feeling  towards  him  has,  I  own,  scarce 
been  more  friendly.  All  this  pain  might  have  been  spared 
to  both  of  us,  had  my  private  papers  only  been  read  by  those 
for  whom  they  were  written.  I  shall  say  no  more  now,  lest  my 
feelings  again  should  betray  me  into  hasty  words.  Heaven 
bless  thee,  Harry  !  Farewell,  George  !  And  take  a  true  friend's 
advice,  and  try  and  be  less  ready  to  think  evil  of  your  friends. 
We  shall  meet  again  at  the  camp,  and  will  keep  our  weapons 
for  the  enemy.  Gentlemen  !  if  you  remember  this  scene  to- 
morrow, you  will  know  where  to  find  me."  And  with  a  very 
stately  bow  to  the  English  officers,  the  Colonel  left  the  abashed 
company,  and  speedily  rode  away. 

An  Apparition. 

At  six  o'clock  that  evening  the  old  Baroness  de  Bernstein 
was  pacing  up  and  down  her  drawing-room,  and  forever  run- 
ning to  the  window  when  the  noise  of  a  coach  was  heard  passing 
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Clarges  Street.  She  had  delayed  her  dinner  from  hour  to  hour : 
she  who  scolded  so  fiercely,  on  ordinary  occasions,  if  her  cook 
was  five  minutes  after  his  time.  She  had  ordered  two  covers 
to  be  laid,  plate  to  be  set  out,  and  some  extra  dishes  to  be  pre- 
pared as  if  for  a  little  fete.  Four  —  five  o'clock  passed,  and  at 
six  she  looked  from  her  window,  and  a  coach  actually  stopped 
at  her  door. 

"  Mr.  Draper  "  was  announced,  and  entered,  bowing  pro- 
foundly. 

The  old  lady  trembled  on  her  stick.  "  Where  is  the  boy  ?  " 
she  said  quickly.  "  I  told  you  to  bring  him,  sir  !  How  dare 
you  come  without  him  ?  " 

"  It  is  not  my  fault.  Madam,  that  Mr.  Warrington  refuses 
to  come."  And  Draper  gave  his  version  of  the  interview 
which  had  just  taken  ■nlace  between  himself  and  the  young 
Virginian. 

Going  off  in  his  wrath  from  his  morning's  conversation  with 
Harry,  Mr.  Draper  thought  he  heard  the  young  prisoner  speak 
behind  him  ;  and,  indeed,  Harry  had  risen,  and  uttered  a  half 
exclamation  to  call  the  lawyer  back.  But  he  was  proud,  and 
the  other  offended;  Harry  checked  his  words,  and  Draper  did 
did  not  choose  to  stop.  It  wounded  Harry's  pride  to  be  ol)liged 
to  humble  himself  before  the  lawyer,  and  to  have  to  yield  from 
mere  lack  and  desire  of  money.  "  An  hour  hence  will  do  as 
well,"  thought  Harry,  and  lapsed  sulkily  on  to  the  bed  again. 
No,  he  did  not  care  for  Maria  Esmond.  No  :  he  was  ashamed 
of  the  way  in  which  he  had  been  entrapped  into  that  engage- 
ment. A  wily  and  experienced  woman,  she  had  cheated  his 
boyish  ardor.  She  had  taken  unfair  advantage  of  him,  as  her 
brother  had  at  play.  They  were  his  own  flesh  and  blood,  and 
they  ought  to  have  spared  him.  Instead,  one  and  the  other  had 
made  a  prey  of  him,  and  had  used  him  for  their  selfish  ends. 
He  thought  how  they  had  betrayed  the  rights  of  hospitality: 
how  they  had  made  a  victim  of  the  young  kinsman  who  came 
confiding  within  their  gates.  His  heart  was  sore  wounded  : 
his  head  sank  back  on  his  pillow :  bitter  tears  wet  it.  "  Had 
they  come  to  Virginia,"  he  thought,  "  I  had  given  them  a  dif- 
ferent welcome  !  " 

He  was  roused  from  this  mood  of  despondency  by  Gumbo's 
grinning  face  at  his  door,  who  said  a  lady  was  come  to  see 
Master  Harry,  and  behind  the  lad  came  the  lady  in  the  capuchin, 
of  whom  we  have  just  made  mention.     Harry  sat  up,  pale  and 
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haggard,  on  his  bed.  The  lady,  with  a  sob,  and  almost  ere  the 
servant  man  withdrew,  ran  towards  the  young  prisoner,  put  her 
arms  round  his  neck  with  real  emotion  and  a  maternal  tender- 
ness, sobbed  over  his  pale  cheek  and  kissed  it  in  the  midst  of 
plentiful  tears,  and  cried  out  — 

"  Oh,  my  Harry  !     Did  I  ever,  ever  think  to  see  thee  here  ?  " 

He  started  back,  scared  as  it  seemed  at  her  presence,  but 
she  sank  down  at  the  bedside,  and  seized  his  feverish  hand,  and 
embraced  his  knees.  She  had  a  real  regard  and  tenderness  for 
him.  The  wretched  place  in  which  she  found  him,  his  wretched 
look,  filled  her  heart  with  a  sincere  love  and  pity. 

'•I  —  I  thought  none  of  you  would  come  !  "  said  poor  Harr}^, 
with  a  groan. 

More  tears,  more  kisses  of  the  hot  young  hand,  more  clasps 
and  pressure  with  hers,  were  the  lady's  reply  for  a  moment  or 
two. 

"  Oh,  my  dear  !  my  dear  I  1  cannot  bear  to  think  of  thee  in 
misery,"  she  sobbed  out. 

Hardened  though  it  might  be,  that  heart  was  not  all  marble 

—  that  dreary  life  not  all  desert.  Harry's  mother  could  not 
have  been  fonder,  nor  her  tones  more  tender  than  those  of  his 
kinswoman  now  kneeling  at  his  feet. 

"  Some  of  the  debts,  I  fear,  were  owing  to  my  extrava- 
gance !  "  she  said  (and  this  was  true).  "  You  bought  trinkets 
and  jewels  in  order  to  give  me  pleasure.  Oh,  how  I  hate  them 
now  1  I  little  thought  I  ever  could  !  I  have  brought  them  all 
with  me,  and  more  trinkets  —  here  !  and  here  !  and  all  the 
money  I  have  in  the  world  !  " 

And  she  poured  brooches,  rings,  a  watch,  and  a  score  or  so 
of  guineas  into  Harry's  lap.  The  sight  of  which  strangely  agi- 
tated and  immensely  touched  the  young  man. 

"  Dearest,  kindest  cousin  !  "  he  sobbed  out. 

His  lips  found  no  more  words  to  utter,  but  yet,  no  doubt,  they 
served  to  express  his  gratitude,  his  affection,  his  emotion.  Ho 
became  quite  gay  presently,  and  smiled  as  he  put  away  some  of 
the  trinkets,  his  presents  to  Maria,  and  told  her  into  what  dan- 
ger he  had  fallen  by  selling  other  goods  which  he  had  purchased 
on  credit ;  and  how  a  lawyer  had  insulted  him  just  now  upon 
this  very  point.     He  would  not  have  his  dear  Maria's  money 

—  he  had  enough,  quite  enough  for  the  present ;  but  he  valued 
her  twenty  guineas  as  much  as  if  they  had  been  t^7enty  thou- 
sand.     He  would  never  forg  ;l  her  love  and  kiiiduei-S  ;   no,  by 
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all  that  was  sacred  he  would  not  !  His  mother  should  know  of 
all  her  goodness.  It  had  cheered  him  when  he  was  just  on  the 
point  of  breaking  down  under  his  disgrace  and  misery.  Might 
heaven  bless  her  for  it !  There  is  no  need  to  pursue  beyond 
this,  the  cousins'  conversation.  The  dark  day  seemed  brighter 
to  Harry,  after  Maria's  visit :  the  imprisonment  not  so  hard  to 
bear.  The  world  was  not  all  selfish  and  cold.  Here  was  a  fond 
creature  who  really  and  truly  loved  him.  Even  Castle  wood 
was  not  so  bad  as  he  had  thought.  He  had  expressed  the  deep- 
est grief  at  not  being  able  to  assist  his  kinsman.  He  was  hope- 
lessly in  debt.  Every  shilling  he  had  won  from  Harry  he  had 
lost  on  the  next  day  to  others.  Anything  that  lay  in  his  power 
he  would  do.  He  would  come  soon  and  see  Mr.  Warrington ; 
he  was  in  waiting  to-day,  and  as  much  a  prisoner  as  Harry  him- 
self. So  the  pair  talked  on  cheerfully  and  affectionately  until 
the  darkness  began  to  close  in,  when  Maria,  with  a  sigh,  bade 
Harry  farewell. 

The  door  scarcely  closed  upon  her,  when  it  opened  to  admit 
Draper. 

"Your  humble  servant,  sir,"  says  the  attorney.  His  voice 
jarred  upon  Harry's  ear,  and  his  presence  offended  the  young 
man. 

"  I  had  expected  you  some  hours  ago,  sir,"  he  curtly  said. 

"A  lawyer's  time  is  not  always  his  own,  sir,"  said  Mr. 
Draper,  who  had  just  been  in  consultation  with  a  bottle  of  port 
at  the  "Grecian."  "Never  mind,  I'm  at  your  orders  now. 
Presume  it's  all  right,  Mr.  Warrington.  Packed  your  trunk. 
Why,  now,  tliere  you  are  in  your  bedgown  still.  Let  me  go 
down  and  settle  whilst  you  call  in  your  black  man  and  titivate 
a  bit.  I've  a  coach  at  the  door,  and  we'll  be  off  and  dine  with 
the  old  lady." 

"Are  you  going  to  dine  with  the  Baroness  de  Bernstein, 
pray?" 

"  Not  me  —  no  such  honor.  Had  my  dinner  already.  It's 
you  are  a  going  to  dine  with  your  aunt,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"Mr.  Draper,  you  suppose  a  great  deal  more  than  you 
know,"  says  Mr.  Warrington,  looking  very  fierce  and  tall,  as 
he  folds  his  brocade  dressing  gown  round  him. 

"  Great  goodness,  sir,  what  do  you  mean  ?  "  asks  Draper. 

"  I  mean,  sir,  that  I  have  considered,  and  that,  having  given 
my  word  to  a  faithful  and  honorable  lady,  it  does  not  become 
me  to  Avithdraw  it." 
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"  Confound  it,  sir !  "  shrieks  the  law^'er.  "  I  tell  you  she 
has  lost  the  paper.  There's  nothing  to  bind  you  —  nothing. 
Why,  she's  old  enough  to  be " 

"  Enough,  sir,"  says  Mr.  Warrington,  with  a  stamp  of  his 
foot.  "  You  seem  to  think  you  are  talking  to  some  other 
pettifogger.  I  take  it,  Mr.  Draper,  you  are  not  accustomed 
to  have  dealings  with  men  of  honor." 

'•  Pettifogger,  indeed,"  cries  Draper  in  a  fury.  "  Men  of 
honor,  indeed !  I'd  have  you  to  know,  Mr.  Warrington,  that 
I'm  as  good  a  man  of  honor  as  you.  I  don't  know  so  many 
gamblers  and  horse  jockeys,  perhaps.  I  haven't  gambled  away 
my  patrimony,  and  lived  as  if  I  was  a  nobleman  on  two  hun- 
dred a  year.  I  haven't  bought  watches  on  credit,  and  pawned 
—  touch  me  if  you  dare,  sir,"  and  the  lawyer  sprang  to  the 
door. 

"  That  is  the  way  out,  sir.  You  can't  go  through  the  window, 
because  it  is  barred,"  says  Mr.  Warrington. 

"  And  the  answer  I  take  to  my  client  is  No,  then  ! "  screamed 
out  Draper. 

Harry  stepped  forward,  with  his  two  hands  clenched.     "  If 

you  utter  another  word,"  he  said,  "I'll "     The  door  was 

shut  rapidly  —  the  sentence  was  never  Unished,  and  Draper  went 
away  furious  to  INIadame  de  Bernstein,  from  whom,  though 
he  gave  her  the  best  version  of  his  story,  he  got  still  fiercer 
language  than  he  had  received  from  T^Ir.  Warrington  himself. 

"What?  Shall  she  trust  me,  and  I  desert  her?"  says 
Harry,  stalking  up  and  down  his  room  in  his  flowing,  rustling 
brocade.  "Dear,  faithful,  generous  woman  !  If  I  lie  in  prison 
for  years,  I'll  be  true  to  her." 

Her  lawyer  dismissed  after  a  stormy  interview,  the  desolate 
old  woman  was  fain  to  sit  down  to  the  meal  which  she  had 
hoped  to  share  with  her  nephew.  The  chair  was  before  her 
which  he  was  to  have  filled,  the  glasses  shining  by  the  silver. 
One  dish  after  another  was  laid  before  her  by  the  silent  major- 
domo,  and  tasted  anvd  pushed  away.  The  man  pressed  his  mis- 
tress at  last.  "It  is  eight  o'clock,"  he  said.  "You  have  had 
nothing  all  day.  It  is  good  for  you  to  eat."  Siie  conhl  not  eat. 
She  would  have  her  coffee.  Let  Case  go  get  her  her  coffee. 
The  lackeys  bore  the  dislies  off  tlie  table,  leaving  their  mistress 
sitting  at  it  before  the  vacant  chair. 

Presently  the  old  ;ic.rvaut  reentered  the  room  without  hio 
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lady's  coffee  and  with  a  strange  scared  face,  and  said,  "  Mr. 
Warrington  ! " 

The  old  woman  uttered  an  exclamation,  got  up  from  her 
armchair,  but  sank  back  in  it  trembling  very  much.  "  So  you 
are  come,  sir,  are  you  ? "  she  said,  with  a  fond  shaking  voice. 
"  Bring  back  the — ah  ! "  here  she  screamed.  "  Gracious  God, 
who  is  it  ? "  Her  eyes  stared  wildly :  her  white  face  looked 
ghastly  through  her  rouge.  She  clung  to  the  arms  of  her 
chair  for  support,  as  the  visitor  approached  her. 

A  gentleman  whose  face  and  figure  exactly  resembled  Harry 
Warrington,  and  whose  voice,  when  he  spoke,  had  tones  strangely 
similar,  had  followed  the  servant  into  the  room.  He  bowed 
low  towards  the  Baroness. 

"  You  expected  my  brother.  Madam  ?  "  he  said.  "  I  am  but 
now  arrived  in  London.  I  went  to  his  house.  I  met  his  ser- 
vant at  your  door,  who  was  bearing  this  letter  for  you.  I 
thought  I  would  bring  it  to  your  ladyship  before  going  to  him." 
And  the  stranger  laid  down  a  letter  before  Madame  Bernstein. 

"  Are  you  "  — •  gasped  out  the  Baroness  —  "  are  you  my 
nephew,  that  we  supposed  was " 

"  Was  killed  —  and  is  alive !  I  am  George  Warrington, 
Madam,  and  I  ask  his  kinsfolk.  What  have  you  done  with  my 
brother  ? " 

"  Look,  George  ! "  said  the  bewildered  old  lady.  "  I  expected 
him  here  to-night — that  chair  was  set  for  him — I  have  been 
waiting  for  him,  sir,  till  now — till  I  am  quite  faint — I  don't 
like — I  don't  like  being  alone.     Do  stay  and  sup  with  me  ! " 

"  Pardon  me,  Madam.  Please  God,  my  supper  will  be  with 
Harry  to-night ! " 

"  Bring  him  back.  Bring  him  back  here  on  any  conditions  ! 
It  is  but  five  hundred  pounds  !  Here  is  the  money,  sir,  if  you 
need  it ! " 

"  I  have  no  want,  Madam.  I  have  money  with  me  that 
can't  be  better  employed  than  in  my  brother's  service." 

"  And  you  will  bring  him  to  me,  sir !  Say  you  will  bring 
him  to  me  ! " 

Mr.  Warrington  made  a  very  stately  bow  for  answer,  and 
(juitted  the  room,  passing  by  the  amazed  domestics,  and  calling 
with  an  air  of  authority  to  Gumbo  to  follow. 

Had  Mr.  Harry  received  no  letters  from  home  ?  Master 
Harry  had  not  opened  all  his  letters  the  last  day  or  two.  Had 
he  received   no   letter   announcing   his   brother's   escape   from 
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the  French  settlements  and  return  to  Virginia  ?  Oh,  no  !  No 
such  letter  had  come,  else  Master  Harry  certainly  tell  Gumbo. 
Quick,  horses  !  Quick  by  Strand  to  Temple  Bar  !  Here  is  the 
house  of  Captivity  and  the  Deliverer  come  to  the  rescue  ! 


Friends  in  Need. 

Quick,  hackney-coach  steeds,  and  bear  George  "Warrington 
through  Strand  and  Fleet  Street  to  his  imprisoned  brother's 
rescue  !  Any  one  who  remembers  Hogarth's  picture  of  a  Lon- 
don hackney  coach  and  a  London  street  road  at  that  period, 
may  fancy  how  weary  the  quick  time  was,  and  how  long  seemed 
the  journey  ;  —  scarce  any  lights,  save  those  carried  by  link- 
boys  ;  badly  hung  coaches  ;  bad  pavements  ;  great  holes  in  the 
road,  and  vast  quagmires  of  winter  mud.  That  drive  from 
Piccadilly  to  Fleet  Street  seemed  almost  as  long  to  our  young 
man,  as  the  journey  from  Marlborough  to  London  which  he  had 
performed  in  the  morning. 

He  had  written  to  Harry  announcing  his  arrival  at  Bristol. 
He  had  previously  written  to  his  brother,  giving  the  great  news 
of  his  existence  and  his  return  from  captivity.  There  was  war 
between  England  and  France  at  that  time  ;  the  French  priva- 
teers were  forever  on  the  lookout  for  British  merchant  ships, 
and  seized  them  often  within  sight  of  port.  The  letter  bearing 
the  intelligence  of  George's  restoration  must  have  been  on  board 
one  of  the  many  American  ships  of  which  the  French  took  pos- 
session. The  letter  telling  of  George's  arrival  in  England  was 
never  opened  by  poor  Harry  ;  it  was  lying  at  the  latter's  apart- 
ments, which  it  reached  on  the  third  morning  after  Harry's 
captivity,  when  the  angry  Mr.  Ruff  had  refused  to  give  up  any 
single  item  more  of  his  lodger's  property. 

To  these  apartments  George  first  went  on  his  arrival  in 
London,  and  asked  for  his  brother.  Scared  at  the  likeness 
between  them,  the  maidservant  who  opened  the  door  screamed, 
and  ran  back  to  her  mistress.  The  mistress  not  liking  to  tell 
the  truth,  or  to  own  that  poor  Harry  was  actually  a  prisoner  at 
her  husband's  suit,  said  Mr.  Warrington  had  left  his  lodgings  ; 
she  did  not  know  where  Mr.  Warrington  was.  George  knew 
that  Clarges  Street  was  close  to  Bond  Street.  Often  and  often 
had  he  looked  over  the  London  map.  Aunt  Bernstein  would 
tell  him  where  Harry  was.      He  might  be  with  her  at  tliat  very 
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moment.  George  had  read  in  Harry's  letters  to  Virginia  about 
Aunt  Bernstein's  kindness  to  Harry.  Eve;^  Madam  Esmond 
was  soffcened  by  it  (and  especially  touched  by  a  letter  which 
the  Baroness  wrote  —  the  letter  which  caused  George  to  pack 
off  posthaste  for  Europe,  indeed).  She  heartily  hoped  and 
trusted  that  Madam  Beatrix  had  found  occasion  to  repent  of 
her  former  bad  ways.  It  was  time,  indeed,  at  her  age  ;  and 
heaven  knov/s  that  she  had  plenty  to  repent  of !  I  have  known  a 
harmless,  good  old  soul  of  eighty,  still  bepommeled  and  stoned 
by  irreproachable  ladies  of  the  straitest  sect  of  the  Pharisees, 
for  a  little  slip  which  occurred  long  before  the  present  century 
was  born,  or  she  herself  was  twenty  years  old.  Rachel  Esmond 
never  mentioned  her  eldest  daughter  :  Madam  Esmond  War- 
rington never  mentioned  her  sister.  No.  In  spite  of  the  order 
for  remission  of  the  sentence  —  in  spite  of  the  handwriting  on 
the  floor  of  the  Temple  —  there  is  a  crime  which  some  folks 
never  will  pardon,  and  regarding  which  female  virtue  especially 
is  inexorable. 

I  suppose  the  Virginians'  agent  at  Bristol  had  told  George 
fearful  stories  of  his  brother's  doings.  Gumbo,  whom  he  met 
at  his  aunt's  door,  as  soon  as  the  lad  recovered  from  his  terror 
at  the  sudden  reappearance  of  the  master  whom  he  had  supposed 
dead,  had  leisure  to  stammer  out  a  word  or  two  respecting  his 
young  master's  whereabouts,  and  present  pitiable  condition  ; 
and  hence  Mr.  George's  sternness  of  demeanor  when  he  pre- 
sented himself  to  the  old  lady.  It  seemed  to  him  a  matter  of 
course  that  his  brother  in  difficulty  should  be  rescued  by  his 
relations.  Oh,  George,  how  little  you  know  about  London  and 
London  ways.  Whene'er  you  take  your  walks  abroad  how 
many  poor  you  meet  :  —  if  a  philanthropist  were  for  rescuing 
all  of  them,  not  the  wealth  of  all  the  provinces  of  America 
would  suffice  him  ! 

But  the  feeling  and  agitation  displayed  by  the  old  lady 
touched  her  nephew's  heart,  when,  jolting  through  the  dark 
streets  towards  the  house  of  his  brother's  captivity,  George  came 
to  think  of  his  aunt's  behavior.  "  She  does  feel  my  poor  Harry's 
misfortune,"  he  thought  to  himself.  "  I  have  been  too  hasty  in 
judging  her."  Again  and  again,  in  the  course  of  his  life,  Mr. 
George  had  to  rebuke  himself  with  the  same  crime  of  being  too 
hasty.  How  many  of  us  have  not?  And,  alas,  the  mischief 
done,  there's  no  repentance  will  mend  it.  Quick,  coachman ! 
We  are  almost  as  slow  as  you  are  in  getting  from   Clarges 
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Street  to  tlie  Temple.  Poor  Gumbo  knows  the  way  to  the 
bailiff's  house  well  enough.  Again  the  bell  is  set  ringing.  The 
first  door  is  opened  to  George  and  his  negro  ;  then  that  first 
door  is  locked  Avarily  upon  them,  and  they  find  themselves  in  a 
little  passage  with  a  little  Jewish  janitor  ;  then  a  second  door 
is  unlocked,  and  they  enter  into  the  house.  The  Jewish  janitor 
stares,  as  by  his  flaring  tallow  torch  he  sees  a  second  Mr.  War- 
rington before  him.  Come  to  see  that  gentleman?  Yes.  But 
wait  a  moment.  This  is  Mr.  Warrington's  brother  from 
America.  Gumbo  must  go  and  prepare  his  master  first.  Step 
into  this  room.  There's  a  gentleman  already  there  about  INIr. 
W's  business  (the  porter  says),  and  another  upstairs  with  him 
now.     There's  no  end  of  people  have  been  about  him. 

The  room  into  which  George  was  introduced  was  a  small 
apartment  which  Avent  by  the  name  of  INIr.  Amos'  office,  and 
where,  by  a  guttering  candle,  and  talking  to  the  bailiff,  sat  a 
stout  gentleman  in  a  cloak  and  a  laced  hat.  The  young  porter 
carried  his  candle  too,  preceding  Mr.  George,  so  there  was  a 
sufficiency  of  light  in  the  apartment. 

"  We  are  not  angry  any  more,  Harry!  "  says  the  stout  gen- 
tleman, in  a  cheery  voice,  getting  up  and  advancing  with  an 
outstretched  hand  to  the  newcomer.  "Thank  God,  my  boy! 
Mr.  Amos  here  says  there  will  be  no  difficulty  about  James  and 
me  being  your  bail,  and  w^e  will  do  your  business  by  breakfast 

time  in   the  morning.     Why Angels   and  ministers  of 

grace  !  who  are  you  ?  "  And  he  started  back  as  the  other  had 
hold  of  his  hand. 

But  the  stranger  grasped  it  only  the  more  strongly.  "  God 
bless  you,  sir  !  "  he  said,  "  I  know  who  you  are.  You  must  be 
Colonel  Lambert,  of  whose  kindness  to  him  my  poor  Harry 
wrote.  And  I  am  the  brother  whom  you  have  heard  of,  sir ; 
and  who  was  left  for  dead  in  Mr.  Braddock's  action  ;  and  came 
to  life  again  after  eighteen  months  amongst  the  French  ;  and 
live  to  thank  God  and  thank  you  for  your  kindness  to  my 
Harry,"  continued  the  lad  with  a  faltering  voice. 

"  James  !  James  1  here  is  news !  "  cries  Mr.  Lambert  to  a 
gentleman  in  red,  who  now  entered  the  room.  "  Here  are  the 
dead  come  alive  !  Here  is  Harry  Scapegrace's  brother  come 
(jack,  and  with  his  scalp  on  his  head,  too  !  "  (George  had  taken 
his  hat  off,  and  was  standing  by  the  light.)  "This  is  my 
brother  bail,  Mr.  Warrington  !  This  is  Lieutenant  Colonel 
James  Wolfe,  at  your  service.    You  must  know  there  lias  been  a 
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little  difference  between  Harry  and  me,  Mr.  George.  He  is 
pacified,  is  he,  James  ?  " 

""He  is  full  of  gratitude,"  says  Mr.  Wolfe,  after  making  his 
bow  to  Mr.  Warrington. 

"Harry  wrote  home  about  Mr.  Wolfe,  too,  sir,"  said  the 
young  man,  "  and  1  hope  my  brother's  friends  will  be  so  kind 
as  to  be  mine." 

"  I  wish  he  had  none  other  but  us,  Mr.  Warrington.  Poor 
Harry's  fine  folks  have  been  too  fine  for  him,  and  have  ended 
by  landing  him  here." 

"  Nay,  your  honors,  I  have  done  my  best  to  make  the  young 
gentleman  comfortable  ;  and,  knowing  your  honor  before,  when 
you  came  to  bail  Captain  Watkins,  and  that  your  security  is 
perfectly  good,  —  if  your  honor  wishes,  the  young  gentleman 
can  go  out  this  very  night,  and  I  will  make  it  all  right  with  the 
lawyer  in  the  morning,"  says  Harry's  landlord,  who  knew  the 
rank  and  respectability  of  the  two  gentlemen  who  had  come  to 
offer  bail  for  his  young  prisoner. 

"  The  debt  is  five  hundred  and  odd  pounds,  I  think  ?  "  said 
Mr.  Warrington.  "  With  a  hundred  thanks  to  these  gentle- 
men, I  can  pay  the  amount  at  this  moment  into  the  officer's 
hands,  taking  the  usual  acknowledgment  and  caution.  But  I 
can  never  forget,  gentlemen,  that  you  helped  my  brother  at  his 
need,  and  for  doing  so,  I  say  thank  you,  and  God  bless  you,  in 
my  mother's  name  and  mine." 

Gumbo  had,  meanwhile,  gone  upstairs  to  his  master's  apart- 
ment, where  Harry  would  probably  have  scolded  the  negro  for 
returning  that  night,  but  that  the  young  gentleman  was  very 
much  soothed  and  touched  by  the  conversation  he  had  had  with 
the  friend  who  had  just  left  him.  He  was  sitting  over  his  pipe  of 
Virginia  in  a  sad  mood  (for,  somehow,  even  Maria's  goodness  and 
affection,  as  she  had  just  exhibited  them,  had  not  altogether  con- 
soled him  ;  and  he  had  thought  with  a  little  dismay,  of  certain 
consequences  to  which  that  very  kindness  and  fidelity  bound  him) 
when  Mr.  Wolfe's  homely  features  and  eager  outstretched  hand 
came  to  cheer  the  prisoner,  and  he  heard  how  Mr.  Lambert  was 
below,  and  the  errand  upon  which  the  two  officers  had  come. 
In  spite  of  himself,  Lambert  would  be  kind  to  him.  In  spite  of 
Harry's  ill  temper,  and  needless  suspicion  and  anger,  the  good 
gentleman  was  determined  to  help  him  if  he  might  —  to  help 
him  even  against  Mr.  Wolfe's  own  advice,  as  the  latter  frankly 
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told  Harry.  "For  you  were  wrong,  Mr.  Warrington,"  said 
the  Colonel,  "  and  you  wouldn't  be  set  right ;  and  you,  a  young 
man,  used  hard  words  and  unkind  behavior  to  your  senior,  and 
what  is  more,  one  of  the  best  gentlemen  who  walks  God's 
earth.  You  see,  sir,  what  his  answer  hath  been  to  your  way- 
ward temper.  You  will  bear  with  a  friend  who  speaks  frankly 
with  you?  Martin  Lambert  hath  acted  in  this  as  he  always 
doth,  as  the  best  Christian,  the  best  friend,  the  most  kind  and 
generous  of  men.  Nay,  if  you  want  another  proof  of  his  good- 
ness, here  it  is :  He  has  converted  me,  who,  as  I  don't  care  to 
disguise,  was  angry  with  you  for  your  treatment  of  him,  and 
has  absolutely  brought  me  down  here  to  be  your  bail.  Let  us 
both  cry  Peccavimus  !  Harry,  and  shake  our  friend  by  the 
hand !  He  is  sitting  in  the  room  below.  He  would  not  come 
here  till  he  knew  how  you  would  receive  him." 

"  I  think  he  is  a  good  man  !  "  groaned  out  Harry.  "  I  was 
very  angry  and  wild  at  the  time  when  he  and  I  met  last,  Colo- 
nel Wolfe.  Nay,  perhaps  he  was  right  in  sending  back  those 
trinkets,  hurt  as  I  was  at  his  doing  so.  Go  down  to  him,  will 
you  be  so  kind,  sir?  and  tell  him  I  am  sorry,  and  ask  his  par- 
don, and  —  and,  God  bless  him  for  his  generous  behavior." 
And  here  the  young  gentleman  turned  his  head  away,  and 
rubbed  his  hand  across  his  eyes. 

"  Tell  him  all  this  thyself,  Harry  !  "  cries  the  Colonel,  tak- 
ing the  young  fellow's  hand.  "  No  deputy  will  ever  say  it  half 
so  well.     Come  with  me  now." 

"You  go  first,  and  I'll  —  I'll  follow,  —  on  my  word  I  will. 
See !  I  am  in  my  morning  gown  !  I  will  but  put  on  a  coat 
and  come  to  him.  Give  him  my  message  first.  Just  —  just  pre- 
pare him  for  me  !  "  says  poor  Harry,  who  knew  he  must  do  it, 
but  yet  did  not  much  like  that  process  of  eating  of  humble  pie. 

Wolfe  went  out  smiling  —  understanding  the  lad's  scruples 
well  enough,  perhaps.  As  he  opened  the  door,  Mr.  Gumbo 
entered  it ;  almost  forgetting  to  ])ow  to  the  gentleman,  pro- 
fusely courteous  as  he  was  on  ordinary  occasions,  —  his  eyes 
glaring  round,  his  great  mouth  grinning,  —  himself  in  a  state 
of  such  high  excitement  and  delight  that  liis  master  remarked 
his  condition. 

"What,  Gum?  What  lias  happened  to  thee?  Hast  thou 
got  a  new  sweetheart  ?  " 

No,  Cium  liad  not  got  no  new  sweetheart.  Master. 

"Give  me  my  coat.      What  lias  brought  thee  back?" 
0 
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Gum  grinned  prodigiously.  "  I  have  seen  a  ghost,  Mas'r  !  " 
he  said. 

"  A  ghost  I  and  whose,  and  where  ?  " 

"Whar?  Saw  him  at  Madame  Bernstein's  house.  Come 
with  him  here  in  the  coach  !  He  downstairs  now  with  Colonel 
Lambert !  "  Whilst  Gumbo  is  speaking,  as  he  is  putting  on 
his  master's  coat,  his  eyes  are  rolling,  his  head  is  wagging,  his 
hands  are  trembling,  his  lips  are  grinning. 

"Ghost — what  ghost?"  says  Harry,  in  a  strange  agitation. 
"  Is  anybody  —  is  —  my  mother  come  ?  " 

"  No,  sir ;  no,  Master  Harry  !  "  Gumbo's  head  rolls  nearly 
off  in  its  violent  convolutions,  and  his  master,  looking  oddly  at 
him,  flings  the  door  open  and  goes  rapidly  down  the  stair. 

He  is  at  the  foot  of  it,  just  as  a  voice  within  the  little  office, 
of  which  the  door  is  open,  is  saying,  '-'-  and  for  doing  so,  I  my 
thank  you,  and  God  bless  you,  in  my  mother'' s  name  and  mine." 

"  Whose  voice  is  that?  "  calls  out  Harry  Warrington,  with  a 
strange  cry  in  his  own  voice. 

"  It's  the  ghost's,  Mas'r  !  "  says  Gumbo,  from  behind  ;  and 
Harry  runs  forward  to  the  room,  —  where,  if  you  please,  we 
will  pause  a  little  minute  before  we  enter.  The  two  gentlemen 
who  \vere  there,  turned  their  heads  away.  The  lost  was  found 
again.  The  dead  was  alive.  The  prodigal  was  on  his  brother's 
heart,  —  his  own  full  of  love,  gratitude,  repentance. 

"  Come  away,  James  !  I  think  we  are  not  wanted  any  more 
here,"  says  the  Colonel.  "  Good  night,  boys.  Some  ladies  in 
Hill  Street  won't  be  able  to  sleep  for  this  strange  news.  Or 
will  you  go  home  and  sup  with  'em,  and  tell  them  the  story  ?" 

No,  with  many  thanks,  the  boys  would  not  go  and  sup  to- 
night. They  had  stories  of  their  own  to  tell.  "  Quick,  Gumbo, 
with  the  trunks  !  Good-by,  Mr.  Amos  !  "  Harry  felt  almost 
unhappy  when  he  went  away. 


A  Chapter  of  the  Finest  Morality. 

When  first  we  had  the  honor  to  be  presented  to  Sir  Miles 
Warrington  at  the  King's  drawing-room,  in  St.  James'  Palace, 
I  confess  that  I,  for  one,  —  looking  at  his  jolly  round  face,  his 
broad  round  waistcoat,  his  hearty  country  manner,  —  expected 
that  I  had  lighted  upon  a  most  eligible  and  agreeable  acquaint- 
ance   at  last,  and  was   about  to  become   intimate  with   that 
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noblest  specimen  of  the  human  race,  the  bepraised  of  songs 
and  men,  the  good  old  English  conntrj^  gentleman.  In  fact,  to 
be  a  good  old  country  gentleman  is  to  hold  a  position  nearest  the 
gods,  and  at  the  summit  of  earthl}^  felicity.  To  have  a  large 
unincumbered  rent  roll,  and  the  rents  regularly  paid  by  ador- 
ing farmers,  who  bless  their  stars  at  having  such  a  landlord  as 
his  honor  ;  to  have  no  tenant  holding  back  with  his  money,  ex- 
cepting just  one,  perhaps,  who  does  so  in  order  to  give  occasion 
to  Good  Old  Country  Gentleman  to  show  his  sublime  charity 
and  universal  benevolence  of  soul  —  to  hunt  three  days  a  week, 
love  the  sport  of  all  tilings,  and  have  perfect  good  health  and 
good  appetite  in  consequence  —  to  have  not  only  good  appetite, 
but  a  good  dinner ;  to  sit  down  at  church  in  the  midst  of  a 
chorus  of  blessings  from  the  villagers,  the  first  man  in  the 
parish,  the  benefactor  of  the  parish,  with  a  consciousness  of 
consummate  desert,  saying,  "  Have  mercy  upon  us  miserable 
sinners,"  to  be  sure,  but  only  for  form's  sake,  because  the 
words  are  written  in  the  book,  and  to  give  other  folks  an  ex- 
ample : —  a  G.  O.  C.  G.  a  miserable  sinner!  So  healthy,  so 
wealthy,  so  jolly,  so  much  respected  by  the  vicar,  so  much 
honored  by  the  tenants,  so  much  beloved  and  admired  by  his 
family,  amongst  whom  his  story  of  grouse  in  the  gun  room 
causes  laughter  from  generation  to  generation  ;  —  this  perfect 
being  a  miserable  sinner  !  Allans  do7ic !  Give  any  man  good 
health  and  temper,  five  thousand  a  year,  the  adoration  of  his 
parish,  and  the  love  and  worship  of  his  family,  and  I'll  defy 
you  to  make  him  so  heartily  dissatisfied  with  his  spiritual  con- 
dition as  to  set  himself  down  a  miserable  anything.  If  you 
were  a  royal  highness,  and  went  to  church  in  the  most  perfect 
health  and  comfort,  tlie  parson  waiting  to  begin  the  service  un- 
til Your  R.  H.  came  in,  would  you  believe  yourself  to  be  a  mis- 
erable etc.  ?  You  might  when  racked  with  gout,  in  solitude, 
the  fear  of  death  before  your  eyes,  the  doctor  having  cut  off 
your  bottle  of  clai'et,  and  ordered  arrowroot  and  a  little  sherry, 
—  you  might  then  be  humiliated,  and  acknowledge  your  own 
shortcomings,  and  the  vanity  of  things  in  general ;  but,  in 
high  health,  sunshine,  spirits,  that  Avord  miserable  is  only  a 
^  form.  You  can't  think  in  your  heart  that  you  arc  to  be  pitied 
much  for  the  present.  If  you  are  to  be  miserable,  what  is  Colin 
Plowman,  witli  tlie  ague,  seven  children,  two  pounds  a  year 
rent  to  pay  for  his  cottage,  and  eight  shillings  a  week?  No  : 
a  healthy,  rich,  jolly,  country  gentleman,  if  miserable,  h;is  a 
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very  supportable  misery  :  if  a  sinner,  lias  very  few  people  to 
tell  him  so. 

It  may  be  he  becomes  somewhat  selfish ;  but  at  least  he  is 
satisfied  with  himself.  Except  my  lord  at  the  castle,  there  is 
nobody  for  miles  and  miles  round  so  good  or  so  great.  His 
admirable  wife  ministers  to  him,  and  to  the  whole  parish, 
indeed :  his  children  bow  before  him  :  the  vicar  of  the  parish 
reverences  him :  he  is  respected  at  quarter  sessions :  he  causes 
poachers  to  tremble :  off  go  all  hats  before  him  at  market :  and 
round  about  his  great  coach,  in  which  his  spotless  daughters  and 
sublime  lady  sit,  all  the  country-town  tradesmen  cringe,  bare- 
headed, and  the  farmers'  women  drop  innumerable  courtesies. 
From  their  cushions  in  the  great  coach  the  ladies  look  down 
beneficently,  and  smile  on  the  poorer  folk.  They  buy  a  yard 
of  ribbon  with  affability;  they  condescend  to  purchase  an 
ounce  of  salts,  or  a  packet  of  flower  seeds  :  they  deign  to 
cheapen  a  goose  :  their  drive  is  like  a  royal  progress  ;  a  happy 
people  is  supposed  to  press  round  them  and  bless  them. 
Tradesmen  bow,  farmers'  wives  bob,  town  boys,  waving  their 
ragged  hats,  cheer  the  red-faced  coachman  as  he  drives  the  fat 
bays,  and  cry,  "  Sir  Miles  forever  !  Throw  us  a  halfpenny,  my 
lady  !  " 

But  suppose  the  market  woman  should  hide  her  fat  goose 
when  Sir  Miles'  coach  comes,  out  of  terror  lest  my  lady,  spy- 
ing the  bird,  should  insist  on  purchasing  it  a  bargain  ?  Sup- 
pose no  coppers  ever  Avere  known  to  come  out  of  the  royal 
coach  window?  Suppose  Sir  Miles  regaled  his  tenants  with 
notoriously  small  beer,  and  his  poor  with  especially  thin  broth  ? 
This  may  be  our  fine  old  English  gentleman's  way.  There 
have  been  not  a  few  fine  English  gentlemen  and  ladies  of  this 
sort;  who  patronized  the  poor  without  ever  relieving  them; 
who  called  out  "  Amen  !  "  at  church  as  loud  as  the  clerk  ;  who 
went  through  all  the  forms  of  piety,  and  discharged  all  the 
etiquette  of  old  English  gentlemanhood ;  who  bought  virtue  a 
bargain,  as  it  were,  and  had  no  doubt  they  were  honoring  her 
by  the  purchase.  Poor  Harry,  in  his  distress,  asked  help  from 
his  relations :  his  aunt  sent  him  a  tract  and  her  blessing ;  his 
uncle  had  business  out  of  town,  and  could  not,  of  course, 
answer  the  poor  boy's  petition.  How  much  of  this  behavior 
goes  on  daily  in  respectable  life,  think  you  ?  You  can  fancy 
Lord  and  Lady  Macbeth  concocting  a  murder,  and  coming 
together   with   some   little   awkwardness,   perhaps,  when   the 
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transaction  was  clone  and  over ;  but  my  Lord  and  Lady  Skin- 
tiint,  when  they  consult  in  their  bedroom  about  giving  their 
luckless  nephew  a  helping  hand,  and  determine  to  refuse,  and 
go  down  to  family  prayers,  and  meet  their  children  and  domes- 
tics, and  discourse  virtuously  before  them,  and  then  remain 
together,  and  talk  nose  to  nose,  —  what  can  they  think  of  one 
another  ?  and  of  the  poor  kinsman  fallen  among  the  thieves, 
and  groaning  for  help  unheeded  ?  How  can  they  go  on  with 
those  virtuous  airs  ?  How  can  they  dare  look  each  other  in 
the  face  ? 

Dare  ?  Do  you  suppose  they  think  they  have  done  wrong  ? 
Do  you  suppose  Skinflint  is  tortured  with  remorse  at  the  idea 
of  the  distress  which  called  to  him  in  vain,  and  of  the  hunger 
w^hich  he  sent  empty  away  ?  Not  he.  He  is  indignant  with 
Prodigal  for  being  a  fool  :  he  is  not  ashamed  of  himself  for 
being  a  curmudgeon.  What?  a  young  man  with  such  oppor- 
tunities throw  them  away?  A  fortune  spent  amongst  gamblers 
and  spendthrifts  ?  Horrible,  horrible  !  Take  warning,  my 
child,  by  this  unfortunate  young  man's  behavior,  and  see  the 
consequences  of  extravagance.  According  to  the  great  and 
always  Established  Church  of  the  Pharisees,  here  is  an  admi- 
rable opportunity  for  a  moral  discourse,  and  an  assertion  of 
virtue.  "  And  to  think  of  his  deceiving  us  so !  "  cries  out 
Lady  Warrington. 

"  Very  sad,  very  sad,  my  dear !  "  says  Sir  Miles,  wagging 
his  head. 

"  To  think  of  so  much  extravagance  in  one  so  young !  " 
cries  Lady  Warrington.  "  Cards,  bets,  feasts  at  taverns  of  the 
most  wicked  profusion,  carriage  and  riding  horses,  the  company 
of  the  wealthy  and  profligate  of  his  own  sex,  and,  I  fear,  of  the 
most  iniquitous  persons  of  ours." 

"  Hush,  my  Lady  Warrington  !  "  cries  her  husband,  glan- 
cing towards  the  spotless  Dora  and  Flora,  who  held  down  their 
blushing  heads  at  the  mention  of  the  last  naughty  persons. 

"  No  wonder  my  poor  children  hide  their  faces  !  "  mamma 
continues.  "  INIy  dears,  I  wish  even  the  existence  of  such  crea- 
tures could  be  kept  from  you  !  " 

"  They  can't  go  to  an  opera,  or  the  park,  without  seeing  'em, 
to  be  sure,"  says  Sir  iVIiles. 

"  To  think  we  should  have  introduced  such  a  young  serpent 
into  the  bosom  of  our  family  !  and  have  left  him  in  the  company 
of  that  guileless  darling  !  "  and  she  points  to  Master  Miles. 
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"  Who's  a  serpent,  Mamma  ?  "  inquires  that  youth.  '^  First 
you  said  Cousin  Harry  was  bad  :  then  he  was  good  :  now  he  is 
bad  again.     Which  is  he,  Sir  Miles  ?  " 

"  He  has  faults,  like  all  of  us,  Miley,  my  dear.  Your  cousin 
has  been  wild,  and  you  must  take  warning  by  him." 

"  Was  not  my  elder  brother,  who  died  —  my  naughty 
brother  —  was  not  he  wild  too  ?  He  was  not  kind  to  me  when 
I  was  quite  a  little  boy.  He  never  gave  me  money,  nor  toys, 
nor  rode  with  me,  nor  —  why  do  you  cry.  Mamma?  Sure  I 
remember  how  Hugh  and  you  were  always  fight ■ " 

"  Silence,  sir  !  "  cry  out  papa  and  the  girls  in  a  breath. 
"  Don't  you  knoAV  you  are  never  to  mention  that  name  ?  " 

"  I  know  I  love  Harry,  and  I  didn't  love  Hugh,"  says  the 
sturdy  little  rebel.  "And  if  Cousin  Harry  is  in  prison,  I'll 
give  him  my  half-guinea  that  my  godpapa  gave  me,  and  any- 
thing I  have  —  yes,  anything,  except  —  except  my  little  horse 
—  and  my  silver  waistcoat  —  and  —  and  Snowball  and  Sweet- 
lips  at  home  —  and  —  and,  yes,  my  custard  after  dinner." 
This  was  in  reply  to  a  hint  of  sister  Dora.  "  But  I'd  give  him 
some  of  it,"  continues  Miles,  after  a  pause. 

"  Shut  thy  mouth  with  it,  child,  and  then  go  about  thy  busi- 
ness," says  papa,  amused.  Sir  Miles  Warrington  had  a  consid- 
erable fund  of  easy  humor. 

"Who  v/ould  have  thought  he  should  ever  be  so  wild?" 
mamma  goes  on. 

"  Nay.     Youth  is  the  season  for  wild  oats,  my  dear." 

"  That  we  should  be  so  misled  in  him  !  "  sighed  the  girls. 

"  That  he  should  kiss  us  both  !  "  cries  papa. 

"  Sir  Miles  Warrington,  I  have  no  patience  with  that  sort 
of  vulgarity  !  "  says  the  majestic  matron. 

"Which  of  you  was  the  favorite  yesterday,  girls?"  con- 
tinues the  father. 

"  Favorite,  indeed  !  I  told  him  over  and  over  again  of  my 
engagement  to  dear  Tom  —  I  did,  Dora,  —  why  do  you  sneer, 
if  you  please  ?  "  says  the  handsome  sister. 

"Nay,  to  do  her  justice,  so  did  Dora  too,"  said  papa. 

"  Because  Flora  seemed  to  wish  to  forget  her  engagement 
with  dear  Tom  sometimes,"  remarks  her  sister. 

"  I  never  never  never  wished  to  break  with  Tom  !  It's 
wicked  of  you  to  say  so,  Dora !  It  is  you  who  were  forever 
sneering  at  him :  it  is  you  who  are  always  envious  because  I 
happen  —  at  least,  because  gentlemen  imagine  that  I  am  not  ill- 
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looking,  and  prefer  me  to  some  folks,  in  spite  of  all  their  learn- 
ing and  wit !  "  cries  Flora,  tossing  her  head  over  her  shoulder, 
and  looking  at  the  glass. 

"  Why  are  you  always  looking  there,  sister  ?  ''  says  the  art- 
less Miles  junior.  "  Sure,  you  must  know  your  face  well 
enough ! " 

"  Some  people  look  at  it  just  as  often,  child,  who  haven't 
near  such  good  reason,"  says  papa,  gallantly. 

"If  you  mean  me,  Sir  jNIiles,  I  thank  you,"  cries  Dora. 
"  My  face  is  as  heaven  made  it,  and  my  father  and  mother  gave 
it  me.  'Tis  not  my  fault  if  I  resemble  my  papa's  family.  If 
my  head  is  homely,  at  least  I  have  got  some  brains  in  it.  I 
envious  of  Flora,  indeed,  because  she  has  found  favor  in  the 
sight  of  poor  Tom  Claypool !  I  should  as  soon  be  proud  of 
captivating  a  plowboy  !  " 

"  Pray,  Miss,  v/as  your  Mr.  Harry,  of  Virginia,  much  wiser 
than  Tom  Claypool  ?  You  would  have  had  him  for  the  ask- 
ing !  "  exclaims  Flora. 

"  And  so  would  you^  Miss,  and  have  dropped  Tom  Claypool 
into  the  sea  !  "  cries  Dora. 

"I  wouldn't." 

"  You  would." 

"  I  wouldn't ;  "  —  and  da  capo  goes  the  conversation  —  the 
shuttlecock  of  Avrath  being  briskly  battled  from  one  sister  to 
another. 

"  Oh,  my  children  !  Is  this  the  way  you  dwell  together  in 
unity  ?  "  exclaims  their  excellent  female  parent,  laying  down 
her  embroidery.  "What  an  example  you  set  to  this  Inno- 
cent !  " 

"  Like  to  see  'em  fight,  my  lady  I  "  cries  the  Innocent,  rub- 
bing his  hands. 

"  At  her,  Flora  !  Worry  her,  Dora  !  To  it  again,  you 
little  rogues !  "  says  facetious  papa.  "  'Tis  good  sport,  ain't  it, 
Miley  ?  " 

"  Oh,  Sir  Miles  !  Oh,  my  children  !  These  disputes  are 
unseemly.  They  tear  a  fond  mother's  heart,"  says  mamma, 
with  majestic  action,  though  bearing  the  laceration  of  her  bosom 
with  much  seeming  equanimity.  "  What  cause  for  thankful- 
ness ought  we  to  have,  that  watchful  parents  have  prevented 
any  idle  engagements  between  you  and  your  misguided  cousin. 
If  we  have  been  mistaken  in  him,  is  it  not  a  mercy  that  we  have 
found  out  our  error  in  time?     If  cither  of  you  had  any  prefer- 
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ence  for  him,  your  excellent  good  sense,  ray  loves,  will  teach 
you  to  overcome,  to  eradicate,  the  vain  feeling.  That  we  cher- 
ished and  were  kind  to  him  can  never  be  a  source  of  regret. 
'Tis  a  proof  of  our  good  nature.  What  we  have  to  regret,  I 
fear,  is,  that  your  cousin  should  have  proved  unworthy  of  our 
kindness,  and,  coming  away  from  the  society  of  gamblers,  play 
actors,  and  the  like,  should  have  brought  contamination  —  pol- 
lution, I  had  almost  said  —  into  this  pure  family  !  " 

"  Oh,  bother  mamma's  sermons  !  "  says  Flora,  as  my  lady 
pursues  a  harangue  of  which  we  only  give  the  commencement 
here,  but  during  which  papa,  whistling,  gently  quits  the  room 
on  tiptoe,  while  the  artless  Miles  junior  winds  his  top  and  pegs 
it  under  the  robes  of  his  sisters.  It  has  done  humming,  and 
staggered  and  tumbled  over,  and  expired  in  its  usual  tipsy 
manner,  long  ere  Lady  Warrington  has  finished  her  sermon. 

"  Were  you  listening  to  me,  my  child  ?  "  she  asks,  laying  her 
hand  on  her  darling's  head. 

"  Yes,  mother,"  says  he,  with  the  whipcord  in  his  mouth, 
and  proceeding  to  wind  up  his  sportive  engine.  "  You  was  a 
saying  that  Harry  was  very  poor  now,  and  that  we  oughtn't  to 
help  him.     That's  what  you  was  saying  ;  wasn't  it.  Madam?" 

"  My  poor  child,  thou  wilt  understand  me  better  when  thou 
art  older  !  "  says  mamma,  turning  towards  that  ceiling  to  which 
her  eyes  always  have  recourse. 

"  Get  out,  you  little  wretch  !  "  cries  one  of  the  sisters.  The 
artless  one  has  pegged  his  top  at  Dora's  toes,  and  laughs  with 
the  glee  of  merry  boyhood  at  his  sister's  discomfiture. 

But  what  is  this  ?  Who  comes  here  ?  Why  does  Sir  Miles 
return  to  the  drawing-room,  and  why  does  Tom  Claypool,  who 
strides  after  the  Baronet,  wear  a  countenance  so  disturbed  ? 

"  Here's  a  pretty  business,  ray  Lady  Warrington  !  "  cries  Sir 
Miles.     "  Here's  a  wonderful  wonder  of  wonders,  girls  !  " 

"  For  goodness'  sake,  gentlemen,  what  is  your  intelligence  ?" 
asks  the  virtuous  matron. 

"The  whole  town's  talking  about  it,  my  lady!  "  says  Tom 
Claypool,  puffing  for  breath. 

"  Tom  has  seen  him,"  continued  Sir  Miles. 

"  Seen  both  of  them,  ray  Lady  Warrington.  They  were  at 
Ranelagh  last  night,  with  a  regular  mob  after  'em.  And  so  like 
that  but  for  their  different  ribbons  you  would  hardly  have  told 
one  from  the  other.  One  was  in  blue,  the  other  in  brown  ;  but 
I'm  certain  he  has  worn  both  the  suits  here." 
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*'  What  suits  ?  " 

"•  What  one,  —  what  other  ?  "  call  the  girls. 

*'  Why,  your  fortunate  youth,  to  be  sure." 

"■  Our  precious  Virginian,  and  heir  to  the  principality  !  " 
says  Sir  Miles. 

''  Is  my  nephew,  then,  released  from  his  incarceration  ? " 
asks  her  ladyship.  "  And  is  he  again  plunged  in  the  vortex  of 
dissip " 

"  Confound  him  !  "  roars  out  the  Baronet,  with  an  expres- 
sion which  I  fear  was  even  stronger.  "  What  should  you  think, 
my  Lady  Warrington,  if  this  precious  nephew  of  mine  should 
turn  out  to  be  an  impostor  ;  by  George  !  no  better  than  an 
adventurer  ?  " 

"  An  inward  monitor  whispered  me  as  much !  "  cried  the 
lady  ;  "but  I  dashed  from  me  the  unworthy  suspicion.  Speak, 
Sir  Miles,  we  burn  with  impatience  to  listen  to  your  intelli- 
gence." 

"I'll  speak,  my  love,  when  you've  done,"  says  Sir  Miles. 
"  Well,  what  do  you  think  of  my  gentleman,  who  comes  into 
my  house,  dines  at  my  table,  is  treated  as  one  of  this  family, 
kisses  my " 

"  What  ?  "  asks  Tom  Claypool,  firing  as  red  as  his  waist- 
coat. 

"  —  Hem !  Kisses  my  wife's  hand,  and  is  treated  in  the 
fondest  manner,  by  George  !  What  do  you  think  of  this  fellow, 
who  talks  of  his  property  and  his  principality,  by  Jupiter !  — 
turning  out  to  be  a  beggarly  second  son  !  A  beggar,  my 
Lady  Warrington,  by " 

"  Sir  Miles  Warrington,  no  violence  of  language  before  these 
dear  ones  !  I  sink  to  the  earth,  confounded  by  this  unutterable 
hypocrisy.  And  did  I  intrust  thee  to  a  pretender,  my  blessed 
boy  ?  Did  I  leave  thee  with  an  impostor,  my  innocent  one  ?  '* 
the  matron  cries,  fondling  her  son. 

"  Who's  an  impostor,  my  lady  ?  "  asks  the  child. 

"  That  confounded  young  scamp  of  a  Harry  Warrington  I  " 
bawls  out  papa ;  on  which  the  little  Miles,  after  wearing  a 
puzzled  look  for  a  moment,  and  yielding  to  I  know  not  what 
hidden  emotion,  bursts  out  crying. 

His  admirable  mother  proposes  to  clutch  him  to  her  heart, 
but  he  rejects  the  pure  caress,  bawling  only  the  louder,  and 
kicking  frantically  about  the  maternal  gremium.  As  the  butler 
announces  "  Mr.  George  Warrington,  Mr.  Henry  Warrington  !  " 
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Miles  is  dropped  from  his  mother's  lap.  Sir  Miles'  face  emu- 
lates Mr.  Claypool's  waistcoat.  The  three  ladies  rise  up,  and 
make  three  most  frigid  courtesies,  as  our  two  young  men  enter 
the  room. 

Little  Miles  runs  towards  them.  He  holds  out  a  little  hand. 
"  Oh,  Harry  !  No  !  which  is  Harry  ?  You're  my  Harry,"  and 
he  chooses  rightly  this  time.  "  Oh,  you  dear  Harry  !  I'm  so 
glad  you  are  come  !  and  they've  been  abusing  you  so  !  " 

"  I  am  come  to  pay  my  duty  to  my  uncle,"  says  the  dark- 
haired  Mr.  Warrington  ;  "  and  to  thank  him  for  his  hospitali- 
ties to  my  brother  Henry." 

"  What,  Nephew  George  ?  My  brother's  face  and  eyes  ! 
Boys  both,  I  am  delighted  to  see  you  !  "  cries  their  uncle,  grasp- 
ing affectionately  a  hand  of  each,  as  his  honest  face  radiates 
with  pleasure. 

"This  indeed  hath  been  a  most  mysterious  and  a  most 
providential  resuscitation,"  says  Lady  Warrington.  "  Only  I 
wonder  that  my  nephew  Henry  concealed  the  circumstance 
until  now,"  she  adds,  with  a  sidelong  glance  at  both  young 
gentlemen. 

"  He  knew  it  no  more  than  your  ladyship,"  says  Mr.  War- 
rington. The  young  ladies  looked  at  each  other  with  downcast 
eyes. 

"  Indeed,  sir  !  a  most  singular  circumstance,"  says  mamma, 
with  another  courtesy.  "  We  had  heard  of  it,  sir  ;  and  Mr. 
Claypool,  our  county  neighbor,  had  just  brought  us  the  intelli- 
gence, and  it  even  now  formed  the  subject  of  my  conversation 
with  my  daughters." 

"  Yes,"  cries  out  a  little  voice,  "  and  do  j'ou  know,  Harry, 
father  and  mother  said  you  was  a  —  a  imp " 

"  Silence,  my  child  !  Screwby,  convey  Master  Warrington 
to  his  own  apartment !  These,  INlr.  Warrington  —  or,  I  sup- 
pose I  should  say  Nephew  George  —  are  your  cousins."  Two 
courtesies  —  two  cheeses  are  made  —  two  hands  are  held  out. 
Mr.  Esmond  Warrington  makes  a  profound  low  bow,  which  em- 
braces (and  it  is  the  only  embrace  which  the  gentleman  offers) 
all  three  ladies.  He  lays  his  hat  to  his  heart.  He  says  "  It  is 
my  duty.  Madam,  to  pay  my  respects  to  my  uncle  and  cousins, 
and  to  thank  your  ladyship  for  such  hospitality  as  you  have 
been  enabled  to  show  to  my  brother." 

"  It  was  not  much,  nephew,  but  it  was  our  best.  Ods  bobs !  " 
cries  the  hearty  Sir  Miles,  "  it  was  our  best !  " 
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"xVncl  I  appreciate  it,  sir,"  says  Mr.  Warrington,  looking 
gravely  round  at  the  family. 

"Give  us  thy  hand.  Not  a  word  more,"  says  Sir  Miles. 
"  What  ?  do  you  think  Tni  a  cannibal,  and  -won't  extend  the 
hand  of  hospitality  to  my  dear  brother's  son  ?  What  say  you, 
lads  ?  Will  you  eat  our  mutton  at  three  ?  This  is  my  neigh- 
bor, Tom  Claypool,  son  to  Sir  Thomas  Claypool,  Baronet,  and 
my  very  good  friend.  Hey,  Tom  !  Thou  wilt  be  of  the  party, 
Tom  ?     Thou  knowest  our  brew,  hey,  my  boy  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  know  it.  Sir  Miles,"  replies  Tom,  with  no  peculiar 
expression  of  rapture  on  his  face. 

"  And  thou  shalt  taste  it,  my  boy,  thou  shalt  taste  it  !  What 
is  there  for  dinner,  my  lady  Warrington  ?  Our  food  is  plain, 
but  plenty,  lads  —  plain,  but  plenty  !  " 

"We  cannot  partake  of  it  to-day,  sir.  We  dine  with  a 
friend  who  occupies  my  Lord  Wrotham's  house,  your  neighbor. 
Colonel  Lambert — Major  General  Lambert  he  has  just  been 
made." 

"  With  two  daughters,  I  think  —  countrified-looking  girls 
—  are  they  not  ?  "  asks  Flora. 

"  I  think  I  have  remarked  two  little  rather  dowdy  things," 
says  Dora. 

"  They  are  as  good  girls  as  any  in  England !  "  breaks  out 
Harry,  to  whom  no  one  had  thought  of  saying  a  single  word. 
His  reign  was  over,  you  see.  He  was  nobody.  What  wonder, 
then,  that  he  should  not  be  visible  ? 

"  Oh,  indeed,  cousin !  "  says  Dora,  with  a  glance  at  the  young 
man,  who  sat  with  burning  cheeks,  chafing  at  the  humiliation 
put  upon  him,  but  not  knowing  how  or  whether  he  should  notice 
it.  "  Oh,  indeed,  cousin  !  You  are  very  charitable  —  or  very 
lucky,  I'm  sure !  You  see  angels  where  we  only  see  ordinary 
little  persons.  I'm  sure  I  could  not  imagine  who  were  those  odd- 
looking  people  in  Lord  Wrotham's  coach,  with  his  handsome 
liveries.     But  if  they  were  three  atigels,  I  have  nothing  to  say." 

"My  brother  is  an  enthusiast,"  interposes  George.  "He 
is  often  mistaken  about  women." 

"  Oh,  really  !  "  says  Dora,  looking  a  little  uneasy. 

"I  fear  my  nephew  Henry  has  indeed  met  with  some  un- 
favorable specimens  of  our  sex,"  the  matron  remarks,  with  a 
groan. 

"We  are  so  easily  taken  in.  Madam  —  Ave  are  both  very 
young  yet —  wc  shall  grow  older  and  learn  better." 
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"  Most  sincerely,  Nephew  George,  I  trust  you  may.  You 
have  my  best  wishes,  my  prayers,  for  your  brother's  welfare  and 
your  own.  No  efforts  of  ours  have  been  wanting.  At  a  pain- 
ful moment,  to  Avhich  I  will  not  further  allude " 

"  And  when  my  uncle  Sir  Miles  Avas  out  of  town,"  says 
George,  looking  towards  the  Baronet,  who  smiles  at  him  with 
affectionate  approval. 

"  —  I  sent  your  brother  a  work  which  I  thought  might  com- 
fort him,  and  I  know  might  improve  him.  Nay,  do  not  thank 
me  ;  I  claim  no  credit ;  I  did  but  my  duty  — a  humble  woman's 
c\uty  —  for  what  are  this  world's  goods,  nephew,  compared  to 
the  welfare  of  a  soul  ?  If  I  did  good,  I  am  thankful ;  if  I  was 
useful,  I  rejoice.  If,  through  my  means,  you  have  been  brought, 
Harry,  to  consider " 

"  Oh  !  the  sermon,  is  it  ?  "  breaks  in  downright  Harry.  "  I 
hadn't  time  to  read  a  single  syllable  of  it,  aunt  —  thank  you. 
You  see  I  don't  care  much  about  that  kind  of  thing  —  but 
thank  you  all  the  same." 

"  The  intention  is  everything,"  says  Mr.  Warrington,  "  and 
we  are  both  grateful.  Our  dear  friend.  General  Lambert, 
intended  to  give  bail  for  Harry  ;  but,  happily,  I  had  funds  of 
Harry's  with  me  to  meet  any  demands  upon  us.  But  the  kind- 
ness is  the  same,  and  I  am  grateful  to  the  friend  who  hastened  to 
my  brother's  rescue  when  he  had  most  need  of  aid,  and  when  his 
own  relations  happened  — so  unfortunately  —  to  be  out  of  town." 

"  Anything  I  could  do,  my  dear  boy,  I'm  sure  —  my  brother's 
son  —  my  own  nephew  —  ods  bobs  !  you  know  —  that  is,  any- 
thing —  anything,  you  know  !  "  cries  Sir  Miles,  bringing  his  own 
hand  into  George's  with  a  generous  smack.  "  You  can't  stay 
and  dine  with  us?  Put  off  the  Colonel  —  the  General — do, 
now  !  Or  name  a  day.  My  Lady  Warrington,  make  my  nephew 
name  a  day  when  he  will  sit  under  his  grandfather's  picture,  and 
drink  some  of  his  wine  !  " 

"  His  intellectual  faculties  seem  more  developed  than  those 
of  his  unlucky  younger  brother,"  remarked  my  lady,  when  the 
young  gentlemen  had  taken  their  leave.  "  The  younger  must 
be  reckless  and  extravagant  about  money  indeed,  for  did  you 
remark,  Sir  Miles,  the  loss  of  his  reversion  in  Virginia — the 
amount  of  which  has,  no  doubt,  been  grossly  exaggerated,  but, 
nevertheless,  must  be  something  considerable  —  did  you,  I  say, 
remark  that  the  ruin  of  Harry's  prospects  scarcely  seemed  to 
affect  him  ?  " 
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"  I  shouldn't  be  at  all  surprised  that  the  elder  turns  out  to 
be  as  poor  as  the  3'oung  one,''  says  Dora,  tossing  her  head. 

"  He  !  he  !  Did  you  see  that  Cousin  George  had  one  of 
Cousin  Harry's  suits  of  clothes  on  —  the  brown  and  gold  — 
that  one  he  wore  when  he  went  with  you  to  the  oratorio, 
Flora  ?  " 

"Did  he  take  Flora  to  an  oratorio?"  asks  Mr.  Claypool, 
fiercely. 

"  I  was  ill  and  couldn't  go,  and  my  cousin  went  with  her,'' 
says  Dora. 

"  Far  be  it  from  me  to  object  to  any  innocent  amusement, 
much  less  to  the  music  of  Mr.  Handel,  dear  ]Mr.  Claypool," 
says  mamma.  "  Music  refines  the  soul,  elevates  the  under- 
standing, is  heard  in  our  churches,  and  'tis  well  known  was 
practiced  by  King  David.  Your  operas  I  shun  as  deleterious  ; 
your  ballets  I  would  forbid  to  my  children  as  most  immoral  ; 
but  music,  my  dears  I  ^lay  we  enjoy  it,  like  everything  else 
in  reason  —  may  we " 

"  There's  the  music  of  the  dinner  bell,"  says  papa,  rubbing 
his  hands.  "  Come,  girls.  Screwby,  go  and  fetch  Master 
Miley.     Tom,  take  down  my  lady." 

"  Nay,  dear  Thomas,  I  walk  but  slowly.  Go  you  with  dear- 
est Flora  downstairs,"  says  Virtue. 

But  Dora  took  care  to  make  the  evening  pleasant  by  talking 
of  Handel  and  oratorios  constantly  during  dinner. 
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By   OLIVER  WENDELL  HOLIVIES. 

I  SAW  him  once  before 
As  he  passed  by  the  door, 

And  again 
The  pavement  stones  resound, 
As  he  totters  o'er  the  ground 

With  his  cane. 

They  say  tliat  in  his  prime, 
Ere  the  pruning  knife  of  Time 

Cut  liim  down, 
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Not  a  better  man  was  found 
By  the  crier  on  his  round 
Through  the  town. 

But  now  he  walks  the  streets, 
And  he  looks  at  all  he  meets, 

Sad  and  wan. 
And  he  shakes  his  feeble  head 
That  it  seems  as  if  he  said, 

"  They  are  gone." 

The  mossy  marbles  rest 

On  the  lips  that  he  has  prest 

In  their  bloom. 
And  the  names  he  loved  to  hear 
Have  been  carved  for  many  a  year 

On  the  tomb. 

My  grandmamma  has  said  — 
Poor  old  lady !  she  is  dead 

Long  ago  — 
That  he  had  a  Roman  nose, 
And  his  cheek  was  like  a  rose 

In  the  snow. 

But  now  his  nose  is  thin. 
And  it  rests  upon  his  chin, 

Like  a  staff. 
And  a  crook  is  in  his  back, 
And  a  melancholy  crack 

In  his  laugh. 

I  know  it  is  a  sin 
For  me  to  sit  and  grin 

At  him  here ; 
But  the  old  three-cornered  hat, 
And  the  breeches,  and  all  that, 

Are  so  queer. 

And  if  I  should  live  to  be 
The  last  leaf  upon  the  tree 

In  the  spring, 
Let  thein  smile  as  I  do  now, 
At  the  old  forsaken  bough 

Where  I  cling. 


i:  DM  IN  I)    I'.IIJKK 
Afte.r  a  iKi'intiiiij  hij  Sir  .Jnshii,i   h'"ifniiliJs 


BRITAIN'S  POLICY   TOWARD  HER  COLONIES.        G919 

THE     TRUE     POLICY    OF    GREAT    BRITAIN 
TOWARDS    HER  AMERICAN   COLONIES. 

By  EDMUND  BURKE. 

(From  speech  on  "  Conciliation  with  America.") 

[Edmuxd  Bcrke,  British  orator  and  political  philosopher,  was  born  in 
Dublin,  Ireland,  January  12,  1729.  He  gained  a  scholarship  at  Trinity  College, 
Dublin,  in  1740  ;  in  1750  went  to  London  to  study  law,  — but  never  was  called 
to  the  bar ;  became  noted  in  literary  and  theatrical  circles,  and  in  1756  pub- 
lished his  "Vindication  of  Natural  Society,"  in  answer  to  Bolingbroke,  and  the 
treatise  on  "The  Sublime  and  the  Beautiful."  In  1759  he  became  private  sec- 
retary to  "Single  speech"  William  Gerard  Hamilton,  but  a  few  years  later 
quarreled  with  and  left  him.  In  1764  he  became  a  member  of  the  famous  club 
with  Johnson,  Goldsmith,  Garrick,  Reynolds,  etc.  In  1765  he  was  appointed 
private  secretary  to  Lord  Rockingham,  just  made  first  lord  of  the  treasury, 
and  was  shortly  returned  to  Parliament.  His  speeches  are  part  of  the  enduring 
monuments  of  English  literature.  In  1769  he  published  his  pamphlets,  "  Ohser- 
vations  on  a  Late  Publication  (George  Grenville's)  on  the  Present  State  of  the 
Nation";  and  in  1770  "Thoughts  on  the  Present  Discontents."  He  was  made 
privy  councilor  and  paymaster  of  the  forces  in  1782.  For  several  years  from 
178-3,  he  was  occupied  with  the  affairs  of  India,  the  prosecution  of  "Warren 
Hastings,  etc.  Late  in  1789  he  wrote  "Reflections  on  the  Revolution"  in 
France,  issued  a  year  later  ;  in  1796,  "Letters  on  a  Regicide  Peace."  He  died 
July  9,  1797.] 

I  AM  sensible,  sir,  that  all  which  I  have  asserted  in  my 
detail  is  admitted  in  the  gross,  but  that  quite  a  different  con- 
clusion is  drawn  from  it.  America,  gentlemen  say,  is  a  noble 
object.  It  is  an  object  well  worth  fighting  for.  Certainly  it 
is,  if  fighting  a  people  is  the  best  way  of  gaining  them. 
Gentlemen  in  this  respect  will  be  led  to  their  choice  of  means 
by  their  complexions  and  their  habits.  Those  who  understand 
the  military  art  will  of  course  have  some  predilection  for  it. 
Those  who  wield  the  thunder  of  the  state  may  have  more  con- 
fidence in  the  efficacy  of  arms.  But  I  confess,  possibly  for 
want  of  this  knowledge,  my  opinion  is  much  more  in  favor  of 
prudent  management  than  of  force,  —  considering  force  not  as 
an  odious,  but  a  feeble  instrument,  for  preserving  a  people  so 
numerous,  so  active,  so  growing,  so  spirited  as  this,  in  a  profit- 
able and  subordinate  connection  with  us. 

First,  sir,  permit  me  to  observe  that  the  use  of  force  alone 
is  but  temporary.  It  may  su])due  for  a  moment,  but  it  does 
not  remove  the  necessity  of  subduing  again  ;  and  a  nation  is 
not  governecl,  which  is  perpetually  to  be  conquered. 
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My  next  objection  is  its  uncertainty.  Terror  is  not  always 
the  effect  of  force,  and  an  armament  is  not  a  victory.  If  you 
do  not  succeed,  you  are  without  resource  ;  for,  conciliation 
failing,  force  remains ;  but,  force  failing,  no  further  hope  of 
reconciliation  is  left.  Power  and  authority  are  sometimes 
bought  by  kindness ;  but  they  can  never  be  begged  as  alms  by 
an  impoverished  and  defeated  violence. 

A  further  objection  to  force  is,  that  you  impair  the  object 
by  your  very  endeavors  to  preserve  it.  The  thing  you  fought 
for  is  not  the  thing  you  recover  ;  but  depreciated,  sunk,  wasted, 
and  consumed  in  the  contest.  Nothing  less  will  content  me, 
than  whole  America.  I  do  not  choose  to  consume  its  strength 
along  with  our  own ;  because  in  all  parts  it  is  the  British 
strength  that  I  consume.  I  do  not  choose  to  be  caught  by 
a  foreign  enemy  at  the  end  of  this  exhausting  conflict ;  still 
less  in  the  midst  of  it.  I  may  escape  ;  but  I  can  make  no  in- 
surance against  such  an  event.  Let  me  add  that  I  do  not 
choose  wholly  to  break  the  American  spirit ;  because  it  is  the 
spirit  that  has  made  the  country. 

Lastly,  we  have  no  sort  of  experience  in  favor  of  force  as 
an  instrument  in  the  rule  of  our  colonies.  Their  growth  and 
their  utility  has  been  owing  to  methods  altogether  different. 
Our  ancient  indulgence  has  been  said  to  be  pursued  to  a  fault. 
It  may  be  so.  But  we  know,  if  feeling  is  evidence,  that  our 
fault  was  more  tolerable  than  our  attempt  to  mend  it ;  and  our 
sin  far  more  salutary  than  our  penitence. 

These,  sir,  are  my  reasons  for  not  entertaining  that  high 
opinion  of  untried  force,  by  which  many  gentlemen,  for  whose 
sentiments  in  other  particulars  I  have  great  respect,  seem  to  be 
so  greatly  captivated.  But  there  is  still  behind  a  third  con- 
sideration concerning  this  object,  which  serves  to  determine 
my  opinion  on  the  sort  of  policy  which  ought  to  be  pursued  in 
the  management  of  America,  even  more  than  its  population  and 
commerce,  —  I  mean  its  temper  and  character. 

In  this  character  of  the  Americans,  a  love  of  freedom  is 
the  predominating  feature  which  marks  and  distinguishes  the 
whole ;  and  as  an  ardent  is  always  a  jealous  affection,  your 
colonies  become  suspicious,  restive,  and  untractable,  whenever 
they  see  the  least  attempt  to  wrest  from  them  by  force,  or 
shuffle  from  them  by  chicane,  what  they  think  the  only  advan- 
tage worth  living  for.  This  fierce  spirit  of  liberty  is  stronger 
in  the  English  colonies  probably  than  in  any  other  people  of 
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Letter  to  Jolin  Douglas,  Bishop  of  Salisbury,  asking  ad- 
vice as  to  the  propriety  of  presenting  a  copy  of  a  new  work 
[his  Appeal  from  the  New  to  the  Old  Whigs]  to  the  King, 
and  commenting  on  affairs  in  France,  with  especial  reference  to 
the  situation  of  the  Queen  Marie  Antoinette.  Margate,  31  July, 
1791. 

mark  in  my  powei-  to  give  of  my  Gratitude  and  liumble  Duty  a 
second  publication  which  aims  to  reinforce  the  principle  which  has  been 
so  graciously  received  in  the  first.  However,  I  am  totally  at  a  loss  about 
the  maimer  of  proceeding,  and  particularly  whether  a  publication  without 
{lie  Name  of  the  author,  though  he  makes  no  secret  of  his  writing,  can  witli 
"deconun  be  presented".  If,  in  your  Lordships  opinion  it  may,  as  there  is 
nothing  of  fraud  in  tlie  proceeding,  I  shall  beg  you  to  lay  a  copy  of  it  at 
iiis  Majesties  feet.  The  manner  of  handling  the  subject  is  equal  to  my 
j)owers  but  far  below  my  Wishes.  But  I  am  sure,  that  the  sentiments  whicli 
it  contains  are  such,  as  tend  to  connect  the  rights  of  the  Crown  with  those 
of  the  subject,  and  to  secure  the  stability  of  both.  I  think  at  least  that  I 
liave  siiown,  beyond  a  Dispute,  that  my  sentiments  are  those  of  tlie  rational 
W'iiigges  who  settled  the  succession  uj)on  tiie  antient  principles  of  the  con- 
stitution, in  the  House  of  Hanover. 

A  worthy  friend  of  mine  at  Paris  writes  me  an  account  of  the  condition 
of  llie  Queen  of  r>ance,  which  makes  it  probable  that  the  life  of  that  per- 
secuted woman  will  not  be  long.  I  should  be  sorry  that  any  unhappy  person 
siiould  lose  the  chance  of  better  days.  But  I  fear  her  death  will  have  a  very 
bad  effect  on  the  general  Cause  of  Europe,  as  it  will  probably  take  away  one 
inducement  from  tlie  Emperor  to  exert  himself.  People  talk  of  the  mischiefs 
of  precipitation.  There  are  mischiefs  also  in  delay;  and  they  are  the  worst 
as  they  nuiy  arise  from  want  of  foresight.  My  friends  words  in  his  letter 
of  the  14th  of  last  July  (the  glorious  era) -are  these  "Oh!  Monsieur! 
(jue  des  pages  a  remplir  sur  ces  Evenemans !  \otre  infortunee  Heine  est 
changce  a  ne  la  ])as  reconnoitre.  Ses  cheveaux  sont  devenus  blancs  comma 
ccux  d'un  Veillard,  et  cet  accident  a  ete  subit.  On  trouble  son  sommeil  pour 
\ois  si  elle  est  en  personne  dans  son  lit.  On  fait  de  meme  an  Roi.  Une 
seule  porte  conduit  dans  le  Chateau.  Personne  n  y  entre  sans  subit  ua 
cxamen  indecent".  What  a  lesson  to  the  great  and  the  little!  How  soon 
they  pass  from  the  state  that  we  admire  and  envy,  to  that  the  most  mean 
nuist  pity.  I  find  that  T  am  ]Meaching  to  a  Bi.shop.  but  there  are  things 
and  events  tliat  preach  and  not  either  Clergy  or  Laity.  Adieu!  These 
tilings  make  me  melancholy.  I  liave  many  thoughts  on  the  general  state  of 
things  but  they  are  not  wortliy  to  trouble  you  about  them. 

I  am  ever  with  a  very  affectionate  and  respectful  attachment. 
My  dear  Lord 
Your  most  faithful  and  obedient  humble  .servant 

EDMUND    BURKE. 
Margate,  July  31.  1791. 
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the  earth ;  and  this  from  a  great  variety  of  powerful  causes, 
wWch,  to  understancl  the  true  temper  of  their  minds,  and  the 
direction  which  tliis  spirit  talces,  it  will  not  be  amiss  to  lay 
open  somewhat  more  largely. 

First,  the  people  of  the  colonies  are  descendants  of  English- 
men. England,  sir,  is  a  nation  which  still,  I  hope,  respects, 
and  formerly  adored,  her  freedom.  The  colonists  emigrated 
from  you  when  this  part  of  your  character  was  most  predomi- 
nant, and  they  took  this  bias  and  direction  the  moment  they 
parted  from  your  hands.  They  are  therefore  not  only  devoted 
to  liberty,  but  to  liberty  according  to  English  ideas,  and  on 
English  principles.  Abstract  liberty,  like  other  mere  abstrac- 
tions, is  not  to  be  found.  Liberty  inheres  in  some  sensible 
object ;  and  every  nation  has  formed  to  itself  some  favorite 
point,  which  by  way  of  eminence  becomes  the  criterion  of  their 
happiness.  It  happened,  you  know,  sir,  that  the  great  contests 
for  freedom  in  this  country  were  from  the  earliest  times  chiefly 
upon  the  question  of  taxing.  Most  of  the  contests  in  the 
ancient  commonwealths  turned  primarily  on  the  right  of  elec- 
tion of  magistrates,  or  on  the  balance  among  the  several  orders 
of  the  state.  The  question  of  money  was  not  with  them  so 
immediate.  But  in  England  it  was  otherwise.  On  this  point 
of  taxes  the  ablest  pens  and  most  eloquent  tongues  have  been 
exercised;  the  greatest  spirits  have  acted  and  suffered.  In 
order  to  give  the  fullest  satisfaction  concerning  the  importance 
of  this  point,  it  was  not  only  necessary  for  those  who  in  argu- 
ment defended  the  excellence  of  the  English  constitution,  to 
insist  on  this  privilege  of  granting  money  as  a  dry  point  of  fact, 
and  to  prove  that  the  right  had  been  acknowledged  in  ancient 
parchments,  and  blind  usages,  to  reside  in  a  certain  body  called 
a  House  of  Commons.  They  went  much  further:  they  at- 
tempted to  prove,  and  they  succeeded,  that  in  theory  it  ought 
to  be  so,  from  the  particular  nature  of  a  House  of  Commons, 
as  an  immediate  representative  of  the  people,  whether  the 
old  records  had  delivered  this  oracle  or  not.  They  took  infi- 
nite pains  to  inculcate  as  a  fundamental  principle,  that  in  all 
monarchies  the  people  must  in  effect  themselves,  mediately 
or  immediately,  possess  the  power  of  granting  their  own  money, 
or  no  shadow  of  liberty  could  subsist.  The  colonies  draw  from 
you,  as  with  their  lifeblood,  those  ideas  and  principles.  Their 
love  of  liberty,  as  with  you,  fixed  and  attached  on  this  specilic 
point  of  taxing.  Liberty  might  be  safe,  or  might  be  eiidan- 
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gered  in  twenty  other  particulars,  without  their  being  much 
pleased  or  alarmed.  Here  they  felt  its  pulse  ;  and  as  they 
found  that  beat  they  thought  themselves  sick  or  sound.  I  do 
not  say  whether  they  were  right  or  wrong  in  applying  your 
general  arguments  to  their  own  case.  It  is  not  easy  indeed  to 
make  a  monopoly  of  theorems  and  corollaries.  The  fact  is, 
that  they  did  thus  apply  those  general  arguments ;  and  your 
mode  of  governing  them,  whether  through  lenity  or  indolence, 
through  wisdom  or  mistake,  confirmed  them  in  the  imagination, 
that  they,  as  well  as  you,  had  an  interest  in  these  common 
principles. 

They  were  further  confirmed  in  this  pleasing  error  by  the 
form  of  their  provincial  legislative  assemblies.  Their  govern- 
ments are  popular  in  a  high  degree  ;  some  are  merely  popular ; 
in  all,  the  popular  representative  is  the  most  weighty  ;  and 
this  share  of  the  people  in  their  ordinary  government  never 
fails  to  inspire  them  with  lofty  sentiments,  and  with  a  strong 
aversion  from  whatever  tends  to  deprive  them  of  their  chief 
importance. 

If  anything  were  wanting  to  this  necessary  operation  of  the 
form  of  government,  religion  would  have  given  it  a  complete 
effect.  Religion,  always  a  principle  of  energy,  in  this  new 
people  is  no  way  worn  out  or  impaired  ;  and  their  mode  of 
professing  it  is  also  one  main  cause  of  this  free  spirit.  The 
people  are  Protestants  ;  and  of  that  kind  Avhich  is  most  ad- 
verse to  all  implicit  submission  of  mind  and  opinion.  This  is  a 
persuasion  not  only  favorable  to  liberty,  but  built  upon  it.  I 
do  not  think,  sir,  that  the  reason  of  this  averseness  in  the  dis- 
senting churches,  from  all  that  looks  like  absolute  government, 
is  so  much  to  be  sought  in  their  religious  tenets,  as  in  their 
history.  Every  one  knows  that  the  Roman  Catholic  religion  is 
at  least  coeval  with  most  of  the  governments  where  it  prevails  ; 
that  it  has  generally  gone  hand  in  hand  with  them,  and  received 
great  favor  and  every  kind  of  support  from  authority.  The 
Church  of  England  too  was  formed  from  her  cradle  under  the 
nursing  care  of  regular  government.  But  the  dissenting  in- 
terests have  sprung  up  in  direct  opposition  to  all  the  ordinary 
powers  of  the  world,  and  could  justify  that  opposition  only 
on  a  strong  claim  to  natural  libert3^  Their  very  existence  de- 
pended on  the  powerful  and  unremitted  assertion  of  that  claim. 
All  Protestantism,  even  the  most  cold  and  passive,  is  a  sort  of 
dissent.     But  the  religion  most  prevalent  in  our  northern  colo- 
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nies  is  a  refinement  on  the  principle  of  resistance  ;  it  is  the 
dissidence  of  dissent,  and  the  Protestantism  of  the  Protestant 
religion.  This  religion,  under  a  variety  of  denominations 
agreeing  in  nothing  but  in  the  communion  of  the  spirit  of 
liberty,  is  predominant  in  most  of  the  northern  provinces  ; 
where  the  Church  of  England,  notwithstanding  its  legal  rights, 
is  in  reality  no  more  than  a  private  sect,  not  composing  most 
probably  the  tenth  of  the  people.  The  colonists  left  England 
when  this  spirit  was  high,  and  in  the  emigrants  was  highest 
of  all ;  and  even  that  stream  of  foreigners  which  has  been  con- 
stantly flowing  into  these  colonies  has  for  the  greatest  part  been 
composed  of  dissenters  from  the  establishments  of  their  several 
countries,  and  have  brought  with  them  a  temper  and  character 
far  from  alien  to  that  of  the  people  with  whom  they  mixed. 

Sir,  I  can  perceive  by  their  manner  that  some  gentlemen 
object  to  the  latitude  of  this  description;  because  in  the 
southern  colonies  the  Church  of  England  forms  a  large  body, 
and  has  a  regular  establishment.  It  is  certainly  true.  There 
is,  however,  a  circumstance  attending  these  colonies,  which,  in 
my  opinion,  fully  counterbalances  this  difference,  and  makes 
the  spirit  of  liberty  still  more  high  and  haughty  than  in  those 
to  the  northward.  It  is,  that  in  Virginia  and  the  Carolinas 
they  have  a  vast  multitude  of  slaves.  Where  this  is  the  case 
in  any  part  of  the  world,  those  who  are  free  are  by  far  the 
most  proud  and  jealous  of  their  freedom.  Freedom  is  to  them 
not  only  an  enjoyment,  but  a  kind  of  rank  and  privilege.  Not 
seeing  there,  that  freedom,  as  in  countries  where  it  is  a  common 
blessing,  and  as  broad  and  general  as  the  air,  may  be  united  with 
much  abject  toil,  with  great  misery,  with  all  the  exterior  of  servi- 
tude, liberty  looks,  amongst  them,  like  something  that  is  more 
noble  and  liberal.  I  do  not  mean,  sir,  to  commend  the  superior 
morality  of  this  sentiment,  which  has  at  least  as  much  pride  as 
virtue  in  it ;  but  I  cannot  alter  the  nature  of  man.  The  fact  is 
so ;  and  these  people  of  the  southern  colonies  are  much  more 
strongly,  and  with  a  higher  and  more  stubborn  spirit,  attached 
to  liberty,  than  those  to  the  northward.  Such  were  all  the 
ancient  commonwealths ;  such  were  our  Gothic  ancestors  ;  such 
in  our  days  were  the  Poles  ;  and  such  will  be  all  masters  of 
slaves,  who  are  not  slaves  themselves.  In  sucli  a  people,  the 
haughtiness  of  domination  combines  with  the  spirit  of  freedom, 
fortifies  it,  and  renders  it  invincible. 

Permit  me,  sir,  to  add  anotlier  circumstance  in  our  colonics, 
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which  contributes  no  mean  part  towards  the  growth  and  effect 
of  this  untractable  spirit.  I  mean  their  education.  In  no 
country,  perhaps,  in  the  workl  is  the  law  so  general  a  study. 
The  profession  itself  is  numerous  and  powerful ;  and  in  most 
provinces  it  takes  the  lead.  The  greater  number  of  the  deputies 
sent  to  the  congress  were  lawyers.  But  all  who  read,  and  most 
do  read,  endeavor  to  obtain  some  smattering  in  that  science. 
I  have  been  told  by  an  eminent  bookseller  that  in  no  branch  of 
liis  business,  after  tracts  of  popular  devotion,  were  so  many 
books  as  those  on  the  law  exported  to  the  plantations.  The 
colonists  have  now  fallen  into  the  way  of  printing  them  for 
their  own  use.  I  hear  that  they  have  sold  nearly  as  many  of 
Blackstone's  Commentaries  in  America  as  in  England.  Gen- 
eral Gage  marks  out  this  disposition  very  particularly  in  a 
letter  on  your  table.  He  states  that  all  the  people  in  his  gov- 
ernment are  lawyers,  or  smatterers  in  law  ;  and  that  in  Boston 
they  have  been  enabled,  by  successful  cliicane,  wholly  to  evade 
many  parts  of  one  of  your  capital  penal  constitutions.  The 
smartness  of  debate  will  say  that  this  knowledge  ought  to 
teach  them  more  clearly  the  rights  of  the  legislature,  their 
obligations  to  obedience,  and  the  penalties  of  rebellion.  All 
this  is  mighty  well.  But  my  honorable  and  learned  friend  on 
the  floor,  who  condescends  to  mark  what  I  say  for  animad- 
version, will  disdain  that  ground.  He  has  heard,  as  well  as  I, 
that  when  great  honors  and  great  emoluments  do  not  win  over 
this  knowledge  to  the  service  of  the  state,  it  is  a  formidable 
adversary  to  government.  If  the  spirit  be  not  tamed  and 
broken  b^'-  these  happy  methods,  it  is  stubborn  and  litigious. 
Aheunt  studia  in  mores.  This  study  renders  men  acute,  in- 
quisitive, dexterous,  prompt  in  attack,  ready  in  defense,  full 
of  resources.  In  other  countries,  the  people,  more  simple,  and 
of  a  less  mercurial  cast,  judge  of  an  ill  principle  in  government 
only  by  an  actual  grievance ;  here  they  anticipate  the  evil  and 
judge  of  the  pressure  of  the  grievance  by  the  badness  of  the 
principle.  They  augur  misgovernment  at  a  distance,  and  snuff 
the  approach  of  tyranny  in  every  tainted  breeze. 

The  last  cause  of  this  disobedient  spirit  in  the  colonies  is 
hardly  less  powerful  than  the  rest,  as  it  is  not  merely  moral, 
but  laid  deep  in  the  natural  constitution  of  things.  Three 
thousand  miles  of  ocean  lie  between  you  and  them.  No  con- 
trivance can  prevent  the  effect  of  this  distance  in  weakening 
government.     Seas  roll,  and  months  pass,  between  the  order 


BRITAIN'S  POLICY  TOWARD  HER  COLONIES.        6025 

and  the  execution ;  and  the  want  of  a  speedy  explanation  of 
a  single  point  is  enough  to  defeat  a  whole  system.  You  have, 
indeed,  winged  ministers  of  vengeance,  who  carry  your  bolts  in 
their  pounces  to  the  remotest  verge  of  the  sea.  But  there  a 
power  steps  in,  that  limits  the  arrogance  of  raging  passions 
and  furious  elements,  and  says,  "  So  far  shalt  thou  go,  and  no 
farther."  Who  are  you,  that  should  fret  and  rage,  and  bite 
the  chains  of  nature?  —  Nothing  worse  happens  to  j-ou  than 
does  to  all  nations  who  have  extensive  empire ;  and  it  happens 
in  all  the  forms  into  which  empire  can  be  thrown.  In  large 
bodies,  the  circulation  of  power  must  be  less  vigorous  at  the 
extremities.  Nature  has  said  it.  The  Turk  cannot  govern 
Egypt,  and  Arabia,  and  Curdistan,  as  he  governs  Thrace ;  nor 
has  he  the  same  dominion  in  Crimea  and  Algiers,  which  he  has 
at  Brusa  and  Smyrna.  Despotism  itself  is  obliged  to  truck 
and  huckster.  The  Sultan  gets  such  obedience  as  he  can.  lie 
governs  with  a  loose  rein,  that  he  may  govern  at  all ;  and  the 
whole  of  the  force  and  vigor  of  his  authority  in  his  center  is 
derived  from  a  prudent  relaxation  in  all  his  borders.  Spain, 
in  her  provinces,  is,  perhaps,  not  so  well  obeyed  as  you  in 
yours.  She  complies  too  ;  she  submits ;  she  watches  times. 
This  is  the  immutable  condition,  the  eternal  law,  of  extensive 
and  detached  empire. 

Then,  sir,  from  these  six  capital  sources :  of  descent ;  of 
form  of  government ;  of  religion  in  the  northern  provinces  ;  of 
manners  in  the  southern ;  of  education ;  of  the  remoteness 
of  situation  from  the  first  mover  of  government ;  from  all  these 
causes  a  fierce  spirit  of  liberty  has  grown  up.  It  has  grown 
with  the  growth  of  the  people  in  your  colonies,  and  increased 
with  the  increase  of  their  wealth ;  a  spirit  that  unhappily 
meeting  with  an  exercise  of  power  in  England,  which,  however 
lawful,  is  not  reconcilable  to  any  ideas  of  liberty,  much  less 
with  theirs,  has  kindled  this  flame  that  is  ready  to  consume  us. 
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THE   INDEPENDENCE   OF    AMERICA.' 

By  JOHN  RICHARD  GREEN. 

(From  the  "Short  History  of  the  English  People.") 

[John  Richard  Green,  English  historian,  was  bom  at  Oxford  in  1837  t 
graduated  at  Jesiis  College  ;  became  a  clergyman,  and  in  1868  librarian  to  the 
Archbishop  of  Canterbury  at  Lambeth.  His  earliest  bent  was  toward  studying 
the  gems  of  English  history,  and  after  many  short  papers  his  "  Short  History  of 
the  English  People  "  (1874)  made  him  famous.  In  spite  of  an  incurable  disease 
and  great  weakness,  and  of  ardent  service  in  practical  church  work,  he  published 
"The  Making  of  England"  in  1882,  and  had  nearly  completed  "The  Conquest 
of  England"  (completed  and  published  by  his  widow)  when  he  died,  March  7, 
1883.  He  published  some  other  works,  and  suggested  the  English  Historical 
Eeview.'] 

The  Chatham  ministry  marked  a  new  phase  in  the  relation 
of  public  opinion  to  the  government  of  the  state.  In  1766,  as 
in  1756,  Pitt  had  been  called  into  office  by  "  the  voice  of  the 
l^eople  "  at  large.  But  in  his  former  ministry  the  influence  he 
drew  from  popularity  could  only  make  itself  effective  through 
an  alliance  with  the  influence  which  was  drawn  from  political 
connection;  and  when  the  two  elements  of  the  administration 
became  opposed,  the  support  of  the  nation  gave  Pitt  little 
strength  of  resistance  against  the  whigs.  Nor  had  the  young 
king  had  much  better  fortune  as  yet  in  his  elforts  to  break  their 
rule.  He  had  severed  them,  indeed,  from  Pitt;  and  he  had 
dexterously  broken  up  the  great  party  into  jealous  factions. 
But,  broken  as  it  was,  even  its  factions  remained  too  strong 
for  the  king.  His  one  eifort  at  independence  under  Bute 
hardly  lasted  a  year,  and  he  was  as  helpless  in  the  hands  of 
Grenville  as  in  the  hands  of  Rockingham.  His  bribery,  his 
patronage,  his  parliamentary  "friends,"  his  perfidy,  and  his 
lies  had  done  much  to  render  good  government  impossible  and 
to  steep  public  life  in  deeper  corruption,  but  they  had  done 
little  to  further  the  triumph  of  the  crown  over  the  great  houses. 
Of  the  one  power,  indeed,  which  could  break  the  whig  rule, 
the  power  of  public  opinion,  George  was  more  bitterly  jealous 
than  even  of  the  whigs  themselves.  But,  in  spite  of  his  jeal- 
ousy, the  tide  of  opinion  steadily  rose.  In  wise  and  in  unwise 
ways  the  country  at  large  showed  its  new  interest  in  national 
policy,  its  new  resolve  to  have  a  share  in  the  direction  of  it. 
It  showed  no  love  for  the  king  or  the  king's  schemes.     But  it 
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Letter,  when  Secretary  of  State,  to  the  Duke  of  Newcastle, 
first  Lord  of  the  Treasury,  complaining  of  the  concealment  from 
him  of  a  correspondence  between  Major-General  Joseph  Yorke. 
Minister  of  The  Hague,  and  an  unknown  lady  in  Paris,  concern- 
ing proposals  of  Peace.     Written  at  Hayes,  23  October,  1759. 


Hayes  Octr  the  23,  17,59. 
My  Lord, — I  return  herewith  the  letters  with  which  your  Grace  has  hon- 
ored me  and  will  enter  no  further  into  this  matter  than  to  observe  the  date 
of  Mr.  Yorke's  letter  and  that  of  the  trouble  I  am  now  giving  your  Grace. 
The  interval  is  not  inconsiderable,  and  much  mischief  has  been  done  in 
less  time.  Mr.  Yorke's  letter,  I  think,  with  all  who  have  read  it,  very  pretty, 
but  I  cannot  help  differing  with  your  Grace  in  not  thinking  that  any  letter, 
however  prettily  turn'd  and  address'd  to  the  amiable  sex,  ought  to  be  deem'd 
tnatter  of  amusement,  when  it  relates  to  the  great  subject  of  Peace.  I  am 
not  in  the  least  surprised  that  Mr.  Yorke  shou'd  write  as  agreeably  as 
^'oi■ture,  but  I  confess  I  am  much  so  to  find  a  letter  on  so  grave  a  subject 
wrote  without  permission  from  hence,  and  afterwards  suppress'd  here  and 
concealed  from  those  who  have  the  best  riglit  from  their  office  to  receive 
the  earliest  notice  of  all  incidents  of  this  important,  and  I  fear,  very  danger- 
ous, nature.  I  acknowledge  my  unfitness  for  the  high  station  where  His 
Majesty  has  been  pleased  to  place  me;  but  while  the  King  deigns  to  con- 
tinue me  there,  I  trust  it  is  not  presumption  to  lay  myself  at  His  Majesty's 
feet  and  most  humbly  request  his  gracious  permission  to  retire,  whenever 
His  Majesty  thinks  it  for  liis  service  to  treat  of  a  Peace  in  the  vehicle  of 
Letters  of  Amusement,  and  to  order  his  servants  to  conceal,'  under  so  thin 
a  covering,  the  first  dawnings  of  Information  relative  to  so  liiirh  and  delicate 
an  object.     I  am  with  great  respect 

Your  Grace's 

Most  obedient  and 

most  humble  servant 

W.  PITT. 
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retained  all  its  old  disgust  for  the  whigs  and  for  the  parliament. 
It  clung  to  Pitt  closer  than  ever,  and  in  spite  of  his  isolation 
from  all  party  support,  raised  him  daily  into  a  mightier  power. 
It  was  the  sense  that  a  new  England  was  thus  growing  up  about 
him,  that  a  new  basis  was  forming  itself  for  political  action, 
which  at  last  roused  the  great  commoner  to  the  bold  enterprise 
of  breaking  through  the  bonds  of  "connection  "  altogther.  For 
the  first  time  since  the  revolution  a  minister  told  the  peers  in 
their  own  house  that  he  defied  their  combinations. 

The  ministry  of  1766,  in  fact,  was  itself  such  a  defiance; 
for  it  was  an  attempt  to  found  political  power  not  on  the  sup- 
port of  the  whigs  as  a  party,  but  on  the  support  of  national 
opinion.  But  as  parliament  was  then  constituted,  it  was  only 
through  Chatham  himself  that  opinion  could  tell  even  on  the 
administration  he  formed;  and  six  months  after  he  had  taken 
office  Chatham  was  no  more  than  a  name.  The  dread  which 
had  di'iven  him  from  the  stormy  agitation  of  the  lower  house  to 
the  quiet  of  the  house  of  peers  now  became  a  certainty.  As 
winter  died  into  the  spring  of  1767  his  nervous  disorganization 
grew  into  a  painful  and  overwhelming  illness  which  almost 
wholly  withdrew  him  from  public  affairs ;  and  when  parliament 
met  again  he  was  unable  either  to  come  to  town  or  to  confer 
with  his  colleagues.  It  was  in  vain  that  they  prayed  him  for 
a  single  word  of  counsel.  Chatham  remained  utterly  silent; 
and  the  ministry  which  his  guidance  had  alone  held  together 
at  once  fell  into  confusion.  The  earl's  plans  were  suffered  to 
drop.  His  colleagues  lost  all  cohesion,  and  each  acted  as  he 
willed.  Townshend,  a  brilliant  but  shallow  rhetorician  whom 
Pitt  had  been  driven  reluctantly  to  make  his  chancellor  of  the 
exchequer,  after  angering  the  house  of  commons  by  proposals 
for  an  increase  of  the  land  tax,  strove  to  win  back  popularity 
among  the  squires  by  undertaking  to  raise  a  revenue  from 
America.  That  a  member  of  a  ministry  which  bore  Pitt's  name 
should  have  proposed  to  reopen  the  question  of  colonial  taxa- 
tion within  a  year  of  the  repeal  of  the  stamp  acts  was  strange 
enough  to  the  colonists;  and  they  were  yet  more  astonished 
when,  on  its  neglect  to  make  provision  for  compensating  those 
who  had  suffered  from  tlie  recent  outbreak  in  due  conformity 
to  an  act  of  the  British  Parliament,  the  assembly  of  New  York 
was  suspended,  and  when  Townshend  redeemed  liis  pledge  by 
laying  duties  on  various  objects  brought  into  American  ports. 
But  tliese  measures  were  the  result  of  kivity  and  disorganization 
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rather  than  of  any  purpose  to  reopen  the  quarrel.  Pitt's  col- 
leagues had  as  yet  no  design  to  reverse  his  policy.  The  one 
aim  of  the  ministry  which  bore  his  name,  and  which  during  his 
retirement  looked  to  the  Duke  of  Grafton  as  its  actual  head, 
was  simply  to  exist.  But  in  the  face  of  Chatham's  continued 
withdrawal,  of  Townshend's  death  in  1767,  and  of  the  increas- 
ino-  hostility  of  the  Rockingham  whigs,  even  existence  was 
difficult;  and  Grafton  saw  himself  forced  to  a  union  with  the 
faction  which  was  gathered  under  the  Duke  of  Bedford,  and  to 
the  appointment  of  a  tory  noble  as  secretary  of  state.   .  .  . 

George  the  Third  was  able  to  set  Chatham's  policy  disdain- 
fully aside,  and  to  plunge  into  a  contest  far  more  disastrous 
than  his  contest  with  the  press.  In  all  the  proceedings  of  the 
last  few  years,  what  had  galled  him  most  had  been  the  act 
which  averted  a  war  between  England  and  her  colonies.  To 
the  king  the  x\mericans  were  already  "rebels,"  and  the  great 
statesman  whose  eloquence  had  made  their  claims  irresistible 
was  a  "trumpet  of  sedition."  George  deplored  in  his  corre- 
spondence with  his  ministers  the  repeal  of  the  stamp  acts. 
"All  men  feel,"  he  wrote,  "that  the  fatal  compliance  in  1766 
has  increased  the  pretensions  of  the  Americans  to  absolute  in- 
dependence." But  in  England  generally  the  question  was 
regarded  as  settled,  while  in  America  the  news  of  the  repeal 
had  been  received  with  universal  joy,  and  taken  as  a  close  of 
the  strife.  On  both  sides,  however,  there  remained  a  pride  and 
irritability  which  only  wise  handling  could  have  allayed ;  and 
in  the  present  state  of  English  politics  wise  handling  was 
impossible.  Only  a  few  months,  indeed,  passed  before  the 
quarrel  was  again  reopened ;  for  no  sooner  had  the  illness  of 
Lord  Chatham  removed  him  from  any  real  share  in  public  affairs 
than  the  wretched  administration  which  bore  his  name  suspended 
the  assembly  of  New  York  on  its  refusal  to  provide  quarters 
for  English  troops,  and  resolved  to  assert  British  sovereignty 
by  levying  import  duties  of  trivial  amount  at  American  ports. 
The  assembly  of  Massachusetts  was  dissolved  on  a  trifling 
quarrel  with  its  governor,  and  Boston  was  occupied  for  a  time 
by  British  soldiers.  It  was  without  a  thought  of  any  effective 
struggle,  however,  that  the  cabinet  had  entered  on  this  course 
of  vexation ;  and  when  the  remonstrances  of  the  legislatures  of 
Massachusetts  and  Virginia,  coupled  with  a  fair  in  the  funds, 
warned  the  ministers  of  its  danger,  they  hastened  to  withdraw 
from  it.     In  1769  the  troops  were  recalled,  and  all  duties,  save 
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one,  abandoned.  But  with  a  fatal  obstinacy  the  king  insisted 
on  retaining  the  duty  on  tea  as  an  assertion  of  the  supremacy 
of  the  mother  country.  Its  retention  was  enough  to  prevent 
any  thorough  restoration  of  good  feeling.  A  series  of  petty 
quarrels  went  on  in  almost  every  colony  between  the  popular 
assemblies  and  the  governors  appointed  by  the  crown,^  and  the 
colonists  persisted  in  their  agreement  to  import  nothing  from 
the  mother  country.  As  yet,  however,  there  was  no  prospect 
of  serious  strife.  In  America,  the  influence  of  George  Wash- 
ington allayed  the  irritation  of  Virginia ;  while  Massachusetts 
contented  itself  with  quarreling  with  its  governor,  and  refusing 
to  buy  tea  so  long  as  the  duty  was  levied. 

The  temper  of  the  colonists  was  in  the  main  that  of  the  bulk 
of  English  statesmen.     Even  George  Grenville,  though  approv- 
ing the  retention  of  the  duty  in  question,  abandoned  all  dream 
of  further  taxation.     But  the  king  was  now  supreme.     The 
reappearance  and  attack  of  Chatham  at  the  opening  of  1770  had 
completed  the  ruin  of  the  ministry.     Those  of  his  adherents 
who  still  clung   to   it,   Lord   Camden,   the   chancellor,   Lord 
Granby,  the  commander  in  chief.  Dunning,  the  solicitor-gen- 
eral, resigned  their  posts.     In  a  few  daj-s  they  were  followed 
by  the  Duke  of  Grafton,  who,  since  Chatham's  resignation,  had 
been  nominally  the  head  of  the  administration.     All  that  re- 
mained of  it  were  the  Bedford  faction  and  the  dependents  of 
the  king;  but  George  did  not  hesitate  to  form  these  into  a 
ministry  and  to  place  at  its  head  the  former  chancellor  of  the 
exchequer.  Lord  North,  a  man  of  some  administrative  ability, 
but  unconnected  with  any  political  party,  steadily  opposed  to 
any  recognition  of  public  opinion,  and  of  an  easy  and  indolent 
temper  which  yielded  against  his  better  knowledge  to  the  stub- 
born doggedness  of  the  king.     The  instinct  of  the  country  at 
once  warned  it  of  the  results  of  such  a  change ;  and  the  city  of 
London  put  itself  formally  at  the  head  of  the  public  discontent. 
In  solemn  addi-esses  it  called  on  George  the  Third  to  dismiss 
his  ministers  and  to  dissolve  the  x^arliament;   and  its  action 
was  supported  by  petitions  to  the  same  effect  from  the  greater 
counties.     In  the  following  year  it  fought,  as  we  have  seen,  a 
battle  with  the  house  of  commons  wliieh  established  the  freedom 
of  the  press.     But  the  efforts  of  the  country  failed  before  the 
paralysis  of  political  action  which  resulted  from  the  position  of 
the  whigs  and  the  corruption  of  ])arliament.     The  deaths  of 
Grenville  and  Bedford  broke  up  two  of  the  whig  factions. 
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Rockingham  with  the  rest  of  the  party  held  aloof  from  the 
popular  agitation,  and  drew  more  and  more  away  from  Chatham 
as  he  favored  it.  The  parliament  remained  steady  to  the  king, 
and  the  king  clung  more  and  more  to  the  ministry.  The  min- 
istry was,  in  fact,  a  mere  cloak  for  the  direction  of  public  affairs 
b}^  George  himself.  "Not  only  did  he  direct  the  ministry,"  a 
careful  observer  tells  us,  "  in  all  important  matters  of  foreign 
and  domestic  policy,  but  he  instructed  him  as  to  the  manage- 
ment of  debates  in  parliament,  suggested  what  motions  should 
be  made  or  opposed,  and  how  measures  should  be  carried.  He 
reserved  for  himself  all  the  patronage,  he  arranged  the  whole 
cast  of  administration,  settled  the  relative  places  and  preten- 
sions of  ministers  of  state,  law  officers,  and  members  of  the 
household,  nominated  and  promoted  the  English  and  Scotch 
judges,  appointed  and  translated  bishops  and  deans,  and  dis- 
pensed other  preferments  in  the  church.  He  disposed  of  mili- 
tary governments,  regiments,  and  commissions,  and  himself 
ordered  the  marching  of  troops.  He  gave  and  refused  titles, 
honors,  and  pensions."  All  this  immense  patronage  was  per- 
sistently used  for  the  creation  and  maintenance  in  both  houses 
of  parliament  of  a  majority  directed  by  the  king  himself;  and 
its  weight  was  seen  in  the  steady  action  of  such  a  majority. 
It  was  seen  yet  more  in  the  subjection  to  which  the  ministry 
that  bore  North's  name  was  reduced.  George  was,  in  fact,  the 
minister  through  the  years  of  its  existence ;  and  the  shame  of 
the  darkest  hour  of  English  history  lies  wholly  at  his  door. 

His  fixed  purpose  was  to  seize  on  the  first  opportunity  of 
undoing  the  "fatal  compliance  of  17G6."  A  trivial  riot  gave 
him  at  last  the  handle  he  wanted.  In  December,  1773,  the 
arrival  of  some  English  ships  laden  with  tea  kindled  fresh  irri- 
tation in  Boston,  where  the  non-importation  agreement  was 
strictly  enforced ;  and  a  mob  in  the  disguise  of  Indians  boarded 
the  vessels  and  flung  their  contents  into  the  sea.  The  outrage 
was  deplored  alike  by  the  friends  of  America  in  England  and 
by  its  own  leading  statesmen ;  and  both  Washington  and  Chat- 
ham were  prepared  to  support  the  government  in  its  looked-for 
demand  of  redress.  But  the  thought  of  the  king  Avas  not  of 
redress  but  of  repression,  and  he  set  roughly  aside  the  more 
conciliatory  proposals  of  Lord  North  and  his  fellow-ministers. 
They  had  already  rejected  as  "  frivolous  and  vexatious  "  a  peti- 
tion of  the  assembly  of  Massachusetts  for  the  dismissal  of  two 
public  officers  whose  letters  home  advised  the  withdrawal  of 
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free  institutions  from  the  colonies.  They  now  seized  on  the 
riot  as  a  pretext  for  rigorous  measures.  A  bill  introduced  into 
parliament  in  the  beginning  of  1774  punished  Boston  by  clos- 
ing its  port  against  all  commerce.  Another  punished  the  state 
oflsiassachusetts  by  withdrawing  the  liberties  it  had  enjoyed 
ever  since  the  Pilgrim  Fathers  landed  on  its  soil.  Its  charter 
was  altered.  The  choice  of  its  council  was  transferred  from 
the  people  to  the  crown,  and  the  nomination  of  its  judges  was 
transferred  to  the  governor.  In  the  governor,  too,  by  a  pro- 
vision more  outrageous  than  even  these,  was  vested  the  right 
of  sending  all  persons  charged  with  a  share  in  the  late  disturb- 
ances to  England  for  trial.  To  enforce  these  measures  of  re- 
pression troops  were  sent  to  America,  and  General  Gage,  the 
commander  in  chief  there,  was  appointed  governor  of  Massachu- 
setts. The  king's  exultation  at  the  prospect  before  him  was 
unbounded.  "  The  die, "  he  wrote  triumphantly  to  his  minister, 
"  is  cast.  The  colonies  must  either  triumph  or  submit. "  Four 
regiments  would  be  enough  to  bring  the  Americans  to  their 
senses.  They  would  only  be  " lions  while  we  are  lambs."  "If 
we  take  the  resolute  part,"  he  decided  solemnly,  "they  will 
undoubtedly  be  very  meek." 

Unluckily  the  blow  at  Massachusetts  was  received  with  any- 
thing but  meekness.  The  jealousies  between  colony  and  colony 
were^ hushed  by  a  sense  that  the  liberties  of  all  were  in  danger. 
If  the  British  Parliament  could  cancel  the  charter  of  Massa- 
chusetts and  ruin  the  trade  of  Boston,  it  could  cancel  the 
charter  of  every  colony  and  ruin  the  trade  of  every  port  from 
the  St.  Lawrence  to  the  coast  of  Georgia.  All,  therefore, 
adopted  the  cause  of  Massachusetts ;  and  all  their  legislatures 
save  that  of  Georgia  sent  delegates  to  a  congress  which  assem- 
bled on  the  4th  of  September  at  Philadelphia.  Massachusetts 
took  a  yet  bolder  course.  Not  one  of  its  citizens  would  act 
under  the  new  laws.  Its  assembly  met  in  defiance  of  the  gov- 
ernor, called  out  the  militia  of  the  state,  and  provided  arms 
and  ammunition  for  it.  But  there  was  still  room  for  recon- 
ciliation. The  resolutions  of  the  congress  had  been  moderate, 
for  Virginia  was  the  wealthiest  and  most  inlluential  among 
the  states  who  sent  delegates,  and,  though  resolute  to  resist  the 
new  measures  of  the  government,  Virginia  still  clung  to  the 
mother  country.  At  homo  the  merchants  of  London  and  Bns- 
tol  pleaded  loudly  for  reconciliation;  and  in  January,  1775, 
Chatham  again  came  forward  to  avert  a  strife  ho  had  once  before 


6932  THE  INDEPENDENCE  OF   AMERICA. 

succeeded  in  preventing.  With  characteristic  largeness  of  feel- 
ing he  set  aside  all  half-measures  or  proposals  of  compromise. 
*'It  is  not  canceling  a  piece  of  parchment,"  he  insisted,  "that 
can  win  back  America:  you  must  respect  her  fears  and  her 
resentments."  The  bill  which  he  introduced  in  concert  with 
Franklin  provided  for  the  repeal  of  the  late  acts  and  for  the 
security  of  the  colonial  charters,  abandoned  the  claim  of  taxa- 
tion, and  ordered  the  recall  of  the  troops.  A  colonial  assembly 
was  directed  to  meet  and  provide  means  by  which  America 
might  contribute  toward  the  payment  of  the  public  debt. 

Chatham's  measure  was  contemptuously  rejected  by  the 
lords,  as  was  a  similar  measure  of  Burke's  by  the  house  of  com- 
mons, and  a  petition  of  the  city  of  London  in  favor  of  the  colo- 
nies by  the  king  himself.  With  the  rejection  of  these  efforts 
for  conciliation  began  the  great  struggle  which  ended  eight 
years  later  in  the  severance  of  the  American  colonies  from  the 
British  crown.  The  congress  of  delegates  from  the  colonial 
legislatures  at  once  voted  measures  for  general  defense,  ordered 
the  levy  of  an  army,  and  set  George  Washington  at  its  head. 
No  nobler  figure  ever  stood  in  the  forefront  of  a  nation's  life. 
Washington  was  grave  and  courteous  in  address;  his  manners 
were  simple  and  unpretending;  his  silence  and  the  serene  calm- 
ness of  his  temper  spoke  of  a  perfect  self-mastery.  But  there 
was  little  in  his  outer  bearing  to  reveal  the  grandeur  of  soul 
which  lifts  his  figure,  Avith  all  the  simple  majesty  of  an  ancient 
statue,  out  of  the  smaller  passions,  the  meaner  impulses,  of  the 
world  around  him.  What  recommended  him  for  command  was 
simply  his  weight  among  his  fellow-landowners  of  Virginia, 
and  the  experience  of  war  which  he  had  gained  by  service  in 
border  contests  with  the  French  and  the  Indians,  as  well  as  in 
Braddock's  luckless  expedition  against  Fort  Duquesne.  It 
was  only  as  the  weary  fight  went  on  that  the  colonists  dis- 
covered, however  slov/ly  and  imperfectly,  the  greatness  of  their 
leader  ;  his  clear  judgment,  his  heroic  endurance,  his  silence 
under  difficulties,  his  calmness  in  the  liour  of  danger  or  defeat ; 
the  patience  wdth  which  he  waited,  the  quickness  and  hardness 
with  which  he  struck,  the  lofty  and  serene  sense  of  duty  that 
never  swerved  from  its  task  through  resentment  or  jealousy ; 
that  never,  through  war  or  peace,  felt  the  touch  of  a  meaner 
ambition  ;  that  knew  no  aim  save  that  of  guarding  the  freedom 
of  his  fellow-countr3anen,  and  no  personal  longing  save  that  of 
returning  to  his  own  fireside  when  their  freedom  was  secured. 
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It  was  almost  unconsciously  that  men  learned  to  cling  to  "Wash- 
ington with  a  trust  and  faith  such  as  few  otlier  men  have  won, 
and  to  regard  him  with  a  reverence  whicli  still  hushes  us  in  the 
presence  of  his  memory.  But  even  America  hardly  recognized 
his  real  greatness  while  he  lived.  It  was  only  when  death  set 
its  seal  on  him  that  the  voice  of  those  whom  he  had  served  so 
long  proclaimed  him  "  the  man  first  in  war,  first  in  peace,  and 
first  in  the  hearts  of  his  fellow-countrymen." 

Washington  more  than  any  of  his  fellow-colonists  repre- 
sented the  clinging  of  the  Virginian  landowners  to  the  mother 
country,  and  his  acceptance  of  a  military  command  proved  that 
even  the  most  moderate  among  the  colonists  had  no  hope  now 
save  in  arms.  The  struggle  opened  with  a  skirmish  between  a 
party  of  English  troops  and  a  detachment  of  militia  at  Lexing- 
ton on  the  19th  of  April,  1775;  and  in  a  few  days  20,000 
colonists  appeared  before  Boston.  The  congress  reassembled, 
declared  the  states  they  represented  "  The  United  Colonies  of 
America,"  and  undertook  the  work  of  government.  Meanwhile 
10,000  fresh  English  troops  landed  at  Boston.  But  the  provin- 
cial militia,  in  number  almost  double  that  of  the  British  force 
which  prepared  to  attack  them,  seized  a  neck  of  ground  which 
joins  Boston  to  the  mainland  ;  and  though  on  the  17th  of  June 
they  were  driven  from  the  heights  of  Bunker's  Hill  which  com- 
manded the  town,  it  was  only  after  a  desj^erate  struggle  in 
whicli  their  bravery  put  an  end  forever  to  the  taunts  of  coward- 
ice which  had  been  leveled  against  the  colonists.  "  Are  the 
Yankees  cowards  ?  "  shouted  the  men  of  Massachusetts  as  the 
first  English  attack  rolled  back  baffled  down  the  hillside.  But 
a  far  truer  courage  was  shown  in  the  stubborn  endurance  with 
which  Washington's  raw  militiamen,  who  gradually  dwindled 
from  16,000  to  10,000  ill-fed,  ill-armed,  and  with  but  forty-five 
rounds  of  ammunition  to  each  man,  cooped  up  through  the 
winter  a  force  of  10,000  veterans  in  the  lines  of  Boston.  The 
spring  of  1776  saw  them  force  these  troops  to  withdraw  from 
the  city  to  New  York,  where  the  whole  British  army,  largely 
reinforced  by  mercenaries  from  Germany,  was  concentrated 
under  General  Howe.  Meanwhile  a  raid  of  the  American 
General  Arnold  nearly  drove  the  British  troops  from  Canada  ; 
and  though  his  attempt  broke  down  before  Quebec,  it  showed 
that  all  hope  of  reconciliation  was  over.  The  colonies  of  the 
south,  the  last  to  join  in  the  struggle,  had,  in  fact,  expelled 
their  governors  at  the  close  of  1775  ;  at  the  opening  of  the  next 
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year  Massachn.setts  instructed  its  delegates  to  support  a  com- 
plete repudiation  of  the  king's  government  by  the  colonies ; 
while  the  American  ports  were  thrown  open  to  the  world  in 
defiance  of  the  navigation  acts.  These  decisive  steps  were 
followed  by  the  great  act  with  which  American  history  begins, 
the  adoption  on  the  4th  of  July,  1776,  by  the  delegates  in  con- 
gress, after  a  fierce  resistance  from  those  of  Pennsylvania  and 
South  Carolina,  and  in  spite  of  the  abstention  of  those  of  New 
York,  of  a  declaration  of  independence.  "  We,"  ran  its  solemn 
words,  "  the  representatives  of  the  United  States  of  America  in 
congress  assembled,  appealing  to  the  Supreme  Judge  of  the 
world  for  the  rectitude  of  our  intentions,  solemnly  publish  and 
declare  that  these  United  Colonies  are,  and  of  right  ought  to 
be,  free  and  independent  states." 

But  the  earlier  successes  of  the  colonists  were  soon  followed 
by  suffering  and  defeat.  Howe,  an  active  general,  with  a  fine 
army  at  his  back,  cleared  Long  Island  in  August  by  a  victory 
at  Brooklyn  ;  and  Washington,  whose  force  was  weakened  by 
withdrawals  and  defeat,  and  disheartened  by  the  loyal  tone  of 
the  state  in  which  it  was  encamped,  was  forced  in  the  autumn 
of  1776  to  evacuate  New  York  and  New  Jersey,  and  to  fall  back 
on  the  Hudson  and  then  on  the  Delaware.  The  congress  pre- 
pared to  fl}^  from  Philadelphia,  and  a  general  despair  showed 
itself  in  cries  of  peace.  But  a  well-managed  surprise  and  a 
daring  march  on  the  rear  of  Howe's  army  restored  the  spirits 
of  Washington's  men,  and  forced  the  English  general  in  his 
turn  to  fall  back  on  New  York.  England,  however,  was  now 
roused  to  more  serious  efforts ;  and  the  campaign  of  1777 
opened  with  a  combined  attempt  for  the  suppression  of  the 
revolt.  An  army  which  had  assembled  in  Canada  under  Gen- 
eral Burgoyne  marched  in  June  by  way  of  the  lakes  to  seize 
the  line  of  the  Hudson.  Howe  meanwhile  sailed  up  the  Chesa- 
peake and  advanced  on  Philadelphia,  the  temporary  capital  of 
the  United  States  and  the  seat  of  the  congress.  The  rout  of 
his  little  army  of  7000  men  at  Brandywine  forced  Washington 
to  abandon  Philadelphia,  and,  after  a  bold  but  unsuccessful 
attack  on  his  victors,  to  retire  into  winter  quarters  on  the  banks 
of  the  Schuylkill,  where  the  unconquerable  resolve  with  which 
he  nerved  his  handful  of  beaten  and  half-starved  troops  to  face 
Howe's  army  in  their  camp  at  Valley  Forge  is  the  noblest  of 
his  triumphs.  But  in  the  north  the  war  had  taken  another 
color.     Burgoyne's  movement  had  been  planned  in  view  of  a 
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junction  with  at  least  a  part  of  Howe's  army  from  New  York, 
—  a  junction  which  woukl  have  enabled  him  to  seize  the  line 
of  the  Hudson  and  thus  cut  off  New  England  from  her  sister 
provinces.  But  Howe  was  held  fast  by  Washington's  resist- 
ance and  unable  to  send  a  man  to  the  north ;  while  the  spirit 
of  New  England,  which  had  grown  dull  as  the  war  rolled  away 
from  its  borders,  quickened  again  at  the  news  of  invasion  and 
of  the  outrages  committed  by  the  Indians  employed  among  the 
Enoiish  troops.  Its  militia  hurried  from  town  and  homestead 
to  a  camp  with  which  General  Gates  had  barred  the  road  to 
Albany  ;  and  after  a  fruitless  attack  on  the  American  lines, 
Burgoyne  saw  himself  surrounded  on  the  heights  of  Saratoga. 
On  the  17th  of  October  his  whole  force  was  compelled  to  sur- 
render. 

The  ncAvs  of  this  calamity  gave  force  to  the  words  with 
which  Chatham  at  the  very  time  of  the  surrender  was  pressing 
for  peace.  "You  cannot  conquer  America,"  he  cried,  when 
men  were  glorying  in  Howe's  successes  over  Washington.  "  If 
I  were  an  American  as  I  am  an  Englishman,  while  a  foreign 
troop  was  landed  in  my  country,  I  never  would  lay  down  my 
arms  —  never,  never,  never  !  "  Then  in  a  burst  of  indignant 
eloquence,  he  thundered  against  an  outrage  which  was  at  that 
moment  nerving  New  England  to  its  rally  against  Burgoyne, 
the  use  of  the  Indian  with  his  scalping  knife  as  an  ally  of  Eng- 
land against  her  children.  The  proposals  which  Chatham 
brought  forward  might  perhaps  in  his  hands  even  yet  have 
drawn  America  and  the  mother  country  together.  His  plan 
was  one  of  absolute  conciliation.  He  looked  forward  to  a  fed- 
eral union  between  the  settlements  and  Great  Britain  which 
would  have  left  the  colonies  absolutely  their  own  masters  in  all 
matters  of  internal  government,  and  linked  only  by  ties  of  affec- 
tion and  loyalty  to  the  general  body  of  the  empire.  But  the 
plan  met  with  the  same  scornful  rejection  as  his  previous  pro- 
posals. Its  rejection  was  at  once  followed  by  the  news  of  Sara- 
toga, and  by  the  yet  more  fatal  news  that  the  disaster  had 
roused  the  Bourbon  courts  to  avenge  the  humiliation  of  the 
Seven  Years'  war.  Crippled  and  impoverished  as  she  was  at 
its  close,  France  could  do  nothing  to  break  the  world  power 
which  was  rising  in  front  of  her  ;  but  in  the  very  moment  of 
her  defeat,  the  foresight  of  Choiseul  had  seen  in  a  future  strug- 
gle between  England  and  her  colonies  a  chance  of  ruining  the 
great  fabric  which  Pitt's  triumphs  had  built  up.     Nor  was  Pitt 
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blind  to  the  steady  resolve  of  France  to  renew  the  fight.  In 
every  attempt  which  he  had  made  to  construct  a  ministry  he 
had  laid  down,  as  the  corner  stone  of  his  foreign  policy,  a 
renewal  of  that  alliance  with  the  Protestant  states  of  north 
Germany  against  the  house  of  Bourbon  which  could  alone  save 
England  from  the  danger  of  the  family  compact.  But  his 
efforts  had  been  foiled  alike  by  the  resistance  of  the  king,  the 
timid  peacefulness  of  the  whigs,  and  at  last  by  the  distrust  of 
England  which  had  been  rooted  in  the  mind  of  Frederick  the 
Great  through  the  treachery  of  Lord  Bute. 

The  wisdom  of  his  policy  was  now  brought  home  by  the 
coming  of  the  danger  he  had  foreseen  when  the  foresight  of 
Choiseul  was  justified  by  the  outbreak  of  strife  between  Eng- 
land and  America.  Even  then,  for  a  while,  France  looked  idly 
on.  Her  king,  Louis  the  Sixteenth,  was  averse  from  war  ;  her 
treasury  was  empty ;  her  government  scared  by  the  growth  of 
new  movements  toward  freedom  about  it ;  and,  fearful  of  en- 
dangering the  monarchy  by  the  encouragement  these  would 
receive  from  a  union  with  the  revolted  colonies,  still  doubted 
whether  America  had  any  real  power  of  resisting  Britain.  It 
was  to  no  purpose  that,  from  the  moment  when  they  declared 
themselves  independent,  the  United  States  called  on  France 
for  aid ;  or  that  Franklin  2')ressed  their  appeal  on  its  govern- 
ment. A  year,  in  fact,  passed  without  any  decisive  resolution 
to  give  aid  to  the  colonists.  But  the  steady  drift  of  French 
policy  and  the  passion  of  the  French  people  pressed  heavier 
every  day  on  the  hesitation  of  their  government ;  and  the  news 
of  Saratoga  forced  its  hand.  The  American  envoys  at  last 
succeeded  in  forming  an  alliance  ;  and  in  February,  1778,  a 
treaty,  offensive  and  defensive,  was  concluded  between  France 
and  America.  Lord  North  strove  to  meet  the  blow  by  fresh 
offers  of  conciliation,  and  by  a  pledge  to  renounce  forever  the 
right  of  direct  taxation  over  the  colonies  ;  but  he  felt  that  such 
offers  were  fruitless,  that  the  time  for  conciliation  was  past, 
while  all  hope  of  reducing  America  by  force  of  arms  had  disap- 
l^eared.  In  utter  despair  he  pressed  his  resignation  on  the 
king.  But  George  was  as  obstinate  for  war  as  ever ;  and  the 
country,  stung  to  the  quick  by  the  attack  of  France,  backed 
passionately  the  obstinacy  of  the  king.  But,  unlike  George 
the  Third,  it  instinctively  felt  that,  if  a  hope  still  remained  of 
retaining  the  friendship  of  the  colonies  and  of  baffling  the 
efforts  of  the  Bourbons,  it  lay  in  Lord  Chatham ;  and  in  spite 
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of  the  king's  resistance  the  voice  of  the  whole  country  called 
him  back  to  power.  The  clanger,  indeed,  which  had  scared 
Lord  North  into  resignation,  and  before  which  a  large  party  of 
the  whigs  now  advocated  the  acknowledgment  of  American 
independence,  only  awoke  Chatham  to  his  old  daring  and  lire. 
He  had  revolted  from  a  war  against  Englishmen.  Bat  all  his 
pride  in  English  greatness,  all  his  confidence  in  English  power, 
woke  afresh  at  the  challenge  of  France.  His  genius  saw,  indeed, 
in  the  new  danger  a  means  of  escape  from  the  old.  He  would 
have  withdrawn  every  soldier  from  America,  and  flung  the 
whole  force  of  Britain  into  the  conflict  with  France.  He 
believed  that  in  the  splendor  of  triumphs  over  her  older  enemy, 
England  might  be  brought  to  terms  of  amity  which  would  win 
back  the  colonies,  and  that  the  English  blood  of  the  colonists 
themselves  would  be  quickened  to  a  fresh  union  with  the 
mother  country  by  her  struggle  against  a  power  from  which 
she  had  so  lately  rescued  them.  Till  such  a  trial  had  })een 
made,  wdth  all  the  advantages  that  the  magic  of  his  name 
could  give  it  in  England  and  America  alike,  he  would  not  bow 
to  a  need  that  must  wreck  the  great  empire  his  hand  had  built 
up.  Even  at  this  hour  there  was  a  chance  of  success  for  such 
a  policy ;  but  on  the  eve  of  Chatham's  return  to  office  this 
chance  was  shattered  by  the  hand  of  death.  Broken  with  age 
and  disease,  the  earl  was  borne  to  the  house  of  lords  on  the  7th 
of  April  to  utter  in  a  few  broken  words  his  protest  against  the 
proposal  to  surrender  America.  "  I  rejoice,"  he  murmured, 
"  that  I  am  still  alive  to  lift  up  my  voice  against  the  dismem- 
berment of  this  ancient  and  noble  monarchy.  His  majesty 
succeeded  to  an  empire  as  great  in  extent  as  its  reputation  was 
unsullied.  Seventeen  years  ago  this  people  was  the  terror  of 
the  world."  He  listened  impatiently  to  the  reply  of  the  Duke 
of  Richmond,  and  again  rose  to  his  feet.  But  he  had  hardly 
risen  when  he  pressed  his  hand  upon  his  heart,  and  falling 
back  in  a  swoon  was  borne  home  to  die. 

How  well  founded  was  Chatham's  faith  in  -the  power  of 
Britain  was  seen  in  the  strife  that  opened.  From  the  hour  of 
his  death  England  entered  on  a  conflict  with  enemies  whoso 
circle  gradually  widened  till  she  stood  single-handed  against 
the  world.  At  the  close  of  1778  the  family  compact  bore  its 
full  fruit ;  Spain  joined  the  league  of  France  and  America 
against  her ;  and  in  the  next  year  the  joint  fleets  of  the  two 
powers  rode  the  masters  of  the  channel.  They  even  threatened 
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a  descent  on  the  English  coast.  But,  dead  as  Chatham  was, 
his  ciy  woke  a  new  life  in  England,  "Shall  we  fall  prostrate," 
he  exclaimed  with  his  last  breath,  "  before  the  house  of  Bour- 
bon ? "  and  the  divisions  which  had  broken  the  nation  in  its 
struggle  with  American  liberty  were  hushed  in  the  presence  of 
this  danger  to  its  own  existence.  The  weakness  of  the  minis- 
try was  compensated  by  the  energy  of  England  itself.  For 
three  years,  from  1779  to  1782,  General  Elliott  held  against 
famine  and  bombardment  from  a  French  and  Spanish  army  the 
rock  fortress  of  Gibraltar.  Although  a  quarrel  over  the  right 
of  search  banded  Holland  and  the  courts  of  the  north  in  an 
armed  neutrality  against  her,  and  added  the  Dutch  fleet  to  the 
number  of  her  assailants,  England  held  her  own  at  sea.  In 
her  eastern  dependency,  where  France  sought  a  counterpoise 
to  the  power  of  Britain  in  that  of  the  Mahrattas,  freebooters 
of  Hindu  blood  whose  tribes  had  for  a  century  past  carried 
their  raids  over  India  from  the  hills  of  the  western  coast  and 
founded  sovereignties  in  Guzerat,  Malwa,  and  Tanjore,  the 
tenacity  and  resource  of  Warren  Hastings,  the  first  Governor 
General  of  British  India,  wrested  victory  from  failure  and 
defeat.  Though  the  wide  schemes  of  conquest  which  he 
formed  were  for  the  moment  frustrated,  the  annexation  of 
Benares,  the  extension  of  British  rule  along  the  Ganges,  the 
reduction  of  Oude  to  virtual  dependence,  the  appearance  of 
English  armies  in  Central  India,  and  the  defeat  of  the  Sultan 
of  Mysore  laid  the  foundation  of  an  Indian  empire  which  his 
genius  was  bold  enough  to  foresee.  Even  in  America  the  for- 
tune of  the  war  seemed  for  a  while  to  turn.  After  Burgoyne's 
surrender  the  English  generals  had  withdrawn  from  Pennsyl- 
vania and  bent  all  their  efforts  on  the  southern  states,  where  a 
strong  royalist  party  still  existed.  The  capture  of  Charlestown 
and  the  successes  of  Lord  Cornwallis  in  1780  were  rendered 
fruitless  by  the  obstinate  resistance  of  General  Greene ;  but  the 
United  States  remained  weakened  by  bankruptcy  and  unnerved 
by  hopes  of  aid  from  France. 

Hardly  a  year,  however,  had  passed  when  the  face  of  the  war 
in  America  was  changed  by  a  terrible  disaster.  Foiled  in  an 
attempt  on  North  Carolina  by  the  refusal  of  his  fellow-general, 
Sir  Henry  Clinton,  to  assist  him,  Cornwallis  fell  back  in  1781 
on  Virginia,  and  intrenched  himself  in  the  lines  of  Yorktown. 
A  sudden  march  of  Washington  brought  him  to  the  front  of  the 
English  troops  at  a  moment  when  the  French  fleet  held  the  sea, 
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Letter  to  Jiis  wife,  informing  her  of  his  duel  with  Philip 
Francis,  Member  of  the  Council.  Written  in  Calcutta,  Thurs- 
day morning,  IT  Aug.,  1780. 

Calcutta,  Thursday  morning. 

My  Dearest  Mariax, — I  have  desired  Sir  John  Day  to  inform  you 
that  I  have  had  a  meeting  this  morning  with  Mr.  Francis,  who  has  received 
a  wound  in  his  side,  but  I  hope  not  dangerous.  I  shall  know  the  state  of 
it  presently  and  will  write  to  you  again.  He  is  at  Belvidere  and  Doctor 
Campbell  and  Francis  are  both  gone  to  attend  him  there. 

I  am  icell  and  unhurt  but  you  must  be  content  to  hear  this  good  from 
me;  you  cannot  see  me.  I  cannot  leave  Calcutta  while  Mr.  Francis  is  in 
any  danger.  But  I  wish-  you  to  stay  at  Chinchura.  I  hope  in  a  few  days 
to  have  the  pleasure  of  meeting  you  there.  Make  my  compliments  to  Mr. 
Ross;    but  do  not  mention  what  has  passed. 

My  Marian,  you  have  occupied  all  my  thoughts  for  these  two  days  past, 
and  unremittedly. 

Yours  ever,  my  most  I)eloved, 

WARREN    HASTINGS. 
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and  the  British  army  was  driven  by  famine  in  October  to  a  sur- 
render as  humiliating  as  that  of  Saratoga.  The  news  fell  like 
a  thunderbolt  on  the  wretched  minister,  who  had  till  now  sup- 
pressed at  his  master's  order  his  own  conviction  of  the  useless- 
ness  of  further  bloodshed.  Opening  his  arms  and  pacing  wildly 
about  the  room,  Lord  North  exclaimed,  "It  is  all  over,"  and 
resigned.  At  this  moment,  indeed,  the  country  seemed  on  the 
brink  of  ruin.  Humiliating  as  it  was,  England  could  have 
borne  fifty  such  calamities  as  the  surrender  at  Yorktown.  But 
in  the  very  crisis  of  the  struggle  with  America  she  found  her- 
self confronted  with  a  danger  nearer  home.  The  revolt  of  one 
great  dependency  brought  with  it  a  threatened  revolt  from 
another.  .   .  . 

The  bitter  lesson  of  the  last  conquest,  however,  long  sufficed 
to  check  all  dreams  of  revolt  among  the  native  Irish  ;  and  the 
outbreaks  which  sprang  from  time  to  time  out  of  the  general 
misery  and  discontent  were  purely  local  in  their  character,  and 
were  roughly  repressed  by  the  ruling  class.  When  political 
revolt  at  last  threatened  English  supremacy  over  Ireland,  the 
threat  came  from  the  ruling  class  itself.  Some  timid  efforts 
made  by  the  English  government  at  the  accession  of  George  the 
Third  to  control  its  tyranny  were  resented  by  a  refusal  of  money 
bills,  and  by  a  cry  for  the  removal  of  the  checks  imposed  on 
the  independence  of  the  Irish  parliament.  But  it  was  not  till 
the  American  war  that  this  cry  became  a  political  danger.  The 
threat  of  a  French  invasion  and  the  want  of  any  regular  force 
to  oppose  it  compelled  the  government  to  call  on  Ireland  to  pro- 
vide for  its  own  defense,  and  in  answer  to  its  call  40,000  volun- 
teers appeared  in  arms  in  1779.  The  force  was  wholly  a  Protes- 
tant one,  commanded  by  Protestant  officers,  and  it  was  turned 
to  account  by  the  Protestant  oligarchy.  Threats  of  an  armed 
revolt  backed  the  eloquence  of  two  parliamentary  leaders,  Grat- 
tan  and  Flood,  in  their  demand  for  the  repeal  of  Poyning's  act, 
which  took  all  power  of  initiative  legislation  from  the  Irish 
jjarliament,  and  for  the  recognition  of  the  Irish  house  of  lords 
as  an  ultimate  court  of  appeal.  But  the  volunteers  were  forced 
to  bid  for  the  support  of  tlie  native  Catholics,  who  looked  with 
indifference  on  these  quarrels  of  tlieir  masters,  by  claiming  for 
them  a  relaxation  of  the  penal  laws  against  the  exercise  of  their 
religion,  and  of  some  of  tlieir  most  oppressive  disabilities.  So 
real  was  the  danger  that  England  was  forced  to  give  way.  The 
first  demands  were,  in  effect,  a  claim  for  national  indepcndeiict' 
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But  there  were  no  means  of  resisting  them,  for  England  was 
without  a  soldier  to  oppose  the  volunteers,  while  she  was  pressed 
hard  by  the  league  of  Europe  and  America  against  her.  In  the 
face  of  such  a  rising  close  at  home,  it  became  plain  even  to  the 
most  dogged  of  tories  that  it  was  impossible  to  continue  a  strife 
across  3000  miles  of  sea  ;  and  to  deal  with  the  attitude  of  Ire- 
land became  even  a  more  pressing  need  of  the  ministry  which 
followed  that  of  Lord  North  than  the  need  of  dealing  with 
America. 

The  blow  which  had  shattered  the  attempt  of  England  to 
wield  an  autocratic  power  over  her  colonies  had  shattered  the 
attempt  of  its  king  to  establish  an  autocratic  power  over  England 
itself.  The  ministry  which  bore  the  name  of  Lord  North  had 
been  a  mere  screen  for  the  administration  of  George  the  Third, 
and  its  ruin  was  the  ruin  of  the  system  he  had  striven  to  build 
up.  Never  again  was  the  crown  to  possess  such  a  power  as  he 
had  wielded  during  the  past  ten  years.  For  the  moment,  how- 
ever, there  was  nothing  to  mark  so  decisive  a  change  ;  and  both 
to  the  king  and  his  opponents  it  must  have  seemed  only  a  new 
turn  in  the  political  game  which  they  were  playing  when  in 
March,  1782,  the  whigs  returned  to  office.  Though  the  tories 
and  "king's  friends"  had  now  grown  to  a  compact  body  of  150 
members,  who  still  followed  Lord  North,  the  whigs  were  supe- 
rior to  their  rivals  in  numbers  and  political  character,  now  that 
the  return  of  the  Bedford  and  Grenville  sections  to  the  general 
body  of  the  party  during  its  long  and  steady  opposition  to  the 
war  had  restored  much  of  its  old  cohesion.  Rockingham  was 
still  its  head  ;  and  on  Rockingham  fell  the  double  task  of  sat- 
isfying Ireland  and  of  putting  an  end,  at  any  cost,  to  the  war 
with  the  United  States.  The  task  involved  in  both  quarters  a 
humiliating  surrender  ;  for  neither  Ireland  nor  America  would 
be  satisfied  save  by  a  full  concession  of  their  claims.  It  needed 
the  bitter  stress  of  necessity  to  induce  the  English  Parliament 
to  follow  Rockingham's  counsels,  but  the  need  was  too  urgent 
to  suffer  their  rejection.  The  houses,  therefore,  abandoned  by 
a  formal  statute  the  judicial  and  legislative  supremacy  they 
had  till  then  asserted  over  the  parliament  of  Ireland  ;  and  from 
this  moment  England  and  Ireland  were  simply  held  together  by 
the  fact  that  the  sovereign  of  the  one  island  was  also  the  sov- 
ereign of  the  other.  The  grant  of  independence  to  the  one  great 
dependency  made  it  easier  to  recognize  the  freedom  of  the  other. 
Rockingham,  in  fact,  took  office  with  the  purpose  of  winning 
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peace  by  a  full  acknowledgment  of  the  independence  of  the 
United  States,  and  negotiations  were  soon  entered  into  for  that 
purpose. 

But  America  was  bound  by  its  league  with  the  Bourbon 
courts  to  make  no  peace  save  one  common  to  its  allies,  and 
from  its  allies  peace  was  hard  to  win  without  concessions  which 
would  have  stripped  from  England  all  that  remained  of  her 
older  greatness.  With  the  revolt  of  Ireland  and  tlie  surren- 
der of  Cornwallis  the  hopes  of  her  enemies  rose  high.  Spain 
refused  to  suspend  hostilities  at  any  other  price  tlian  the  surren- 
der of  Gibraltar ;  while  France  proposed  that  England  should 
give  up  all  her  Indian  conquests  save  Bengal.  Tlie  triumph  of 
the  Bourbons,  indeed,  seemed  secure.  If  terms  like  these  were 
accepted  the  world  empire  of  Britain  was  at  an  end.  Stripped 
of  her  colonies  in  America,  stripped  of  her  rule  in  India,  matched 
on  the  very  ocean  by  rival  fleets,  England  sank  back  into  a 
European  state,  into  the  England  of  the  first  Georges.  And 
yet  there  seemed  little  chance  of  her  holding  out  against  the 
demands  of  such  a  league  as  fronted  her  at  a  moment  when  her 
military  power  was  paralyzed  by  the  attitude  of  Ireland.  But 
the  true  basis  of  her  world  power  lay  on  the  sea.  It  was  by  her 
command  of  the  sea  that  such  an  empire  could  alone  be  possible  ; 
nor  was  it  possible  so  long  as  she  commanded  the  sea  for  all  the 
armies  of  the  Bourbon  powers  to  rob  her  of  it.  And  at  this 
moment  the  command  of  the  seas  again  became  her  own.  On 
the  16th  of  January,  1780,  Admiral  Rodney,  the  greatest  of 
English  seamen  save  Nelson  and  Blake,  encountered  the  Spanish 
fleet  off  Cape  St.  Vincent,  and  only  four  of  its  vessels  escaped 
to  Cadiz.  At  the  opening  of  1782,  the  triumphs  of  the  French 
admiral,  De  Grasse,  called  him  to  the  West  Indies  ;  and  on  the 
12th  of  April  a  maneuver,  which  he  was  the  first  to  introduce, 
broke  his  opponent's  line,  and  drove  the  French  fleet  shattered 
from  the  Atlantic.  With  Rodney's  last  victory  the  struggle 
of  the  Bourbons  was  really  over,  for  no  means  remained  of 
attacking  their  enemy  save  at  Gibraltar,  and  here  a  last  attack 
of  the  joint  force  gathered  against  it  was  repulsed  by  the 
heroism  of  Elliott.  Nor  would  America  wait  any  longer  for 
the  satisfaction  of  her  allies.  In  November  her  commissioners 
signed  the  preliminaries  of  a  peace  in  which  Britain  reserved  to 
herself  on  the  American  continent  only  Canada  and  the  Island 
of  Newfoundland,  and  acknowledged  without  reserve  the  inde- 
pendence of  the  United  States. 
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The  action  of  America  ended  the  war ;  and  the  treaty  of 
peace  with  the  United  States  was  a  prelude  to  treaties  of  peace 
with  the  Bourbon  powers.  Their  actual  gains  were  insignifi- 
cant. France,  indeed,  won  nothing  in  the  treaties  Avith  which 
the  war  ended  ;  Spain  gained  only  Florida  and  Minorca.  Nor 
could  they  feel,  even  in  this  hour  of  their  triumph,  that  the 
end  at  which  they  aimed  had  been  fully  reached.  In  half  their 
great  effort  against  the  world  power  of  Britain  they  had  utterly 
failed.  She  had  even  won  ground  in  India.  In  America  itself 
she  still  retained  the  northern  dominion  of  Canada.  Her  West 
Indian  islands  remained  intact.  Above  all,  she  had  asserted 
more  nobly  than  ever  her  command  of  the  sea,  and  with  it  the 
possibility  of  building  up  a  fresh  power  in  such  lands  as  Cook 
had  called  her  to.  But  at  the  close  of  the  war  there  was  less 
thought  of  what  she  had  retained  than  of  what  she  had  lost. 
She  was  parted  from  her  American  colonies ;  and  at  the  moment 
such  a  parting  seemed  to  be  the  knell  of  her  greatness.  In 
wealth,  in  population,  the  American  colonies  far  surpassed  all 
that  remained  of  her  empire  ;  and  the  American  colonies  were 
irrecoverably  gone.  It  is  no  wonder  that  in  the  first  shock  of 
such  a  loss  England  looked  on  herself  as  on  the  verge  of  ruin, 
or  that  the  Bourbon  courts  believed  her  position  as  a  world 
power  to  be  practically  at  an  end.  How  utterly  groundless 
such  a  conception  was  the  coming  years  were  to  show. 

The  energies  of  England  were,  in  fact,  spurred  to  new 
efforts  by  the  crisis  in  her  fortunes.  The  industrial  develop- 
ment which  followed  the  war  gave  her  a  material  supremacy 
such  as  she  had  never  known  before,  and  the  rapid. growth  of 
wealth  which  this  industry  brought  with  it  raised  her  again 
into  a  mother  of  nations  as  her  settlers  built  up  in  the  waters 
of  the  Pacific  colonies  as  great  as  those  which  she  had  lost  on 
the  coast  of  America.  But  if  the  Bourbons  overrated  their 
triumph  in  one  way,  they  immensely  underrated  it  in  another. 
Whatever  might  be  the  importance  of  American  independence 
in  the  history  of  England,  it  was  of  unequaled  moment  in  the 
history  of  the  world.  If  it  crippled  for  a  while  the  supremacy 
of  the  English  nation,  it  founded  a  supremacy  of  the  English 
race.  From  the  hour  of  American  independence  the  life  of  the 
English  people  has  flowed  not  in  one  current,  but  in  two  ;  and 
while  the  older  has  shown  little  signs  of  lessening,  the  younger 
has  fast  risen  to  a  greatness  which  has  changed  the  face  of  tha 
world.     In  1783  America  was  a  nation  of  3,000,000  of  inhabit- 
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Paragraph  written  by  himself  for  insertion  in  his  first 
speech  from  the  throne  after  his  accession,  1760.  Inclosed  in 
a  letter,  indorsed  15  Novr.  1760,  from  the  Earl  of  Bute  to 
the  Duke  of  Newcastle,  First  Lord  of  the  Treasury,  who  had 
submitted  the  speech  for  the  royal  approval.  Lord  Bute  speaks 
of  the  paragraph  as  "  the  words  His  Majesty  will  have  inserted 
and  has  for  that  purpose  wrote  them  out  Himself."  In  sending 
a  copy  on  16  Nov.  to  Lord  Hardwicke,  Newcastle  remarks, 
"  I  doubt  there  must  be  some  notice  taken  of  these  Royal  Words, 
both  in  the  Motion  and  Address.  I  suppose  you  will  consider 
Britain  remarkable.  It  denotes  the  author  {i.e.',  Lord  Bute)  to 
all  the  world." 


Born  and  Educated  in  this  County,  I  glory  in  the  Name  of  Britain ; 
and  the  peculiar  happiness  of  my  Life  will  ever  consist  in  promoting  the 
AVelfare  of  a  people  whose  loyalty  and  warm  aifectation  to  me  I  consider 
as  the  greatest  and  most  permanent  security  of  my  Throne, 
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ants,  scattered  thinly  along  the  coast  of  the  Atlantic  ocean.  It 
is  now  a  nation  of  40,000,000,  stretching  over  the  whole  conti- 
nent, from  the  Atlantic  to  the  Pacific.  In  wealth  and  material 
energy,  as  in  numbers,  it  far  surpasses  the  mother  country 
from  which  it  sprang.  It  is  already  the  main  branch  of  the 
English  people  ;  and  in  the  days  that  are  at  hand  the  main 
current  of  that  people's  history  must  run  along  the  channel, 
not  of  the  Thames  or  the  Mersey,  but  of  the  Hudson  and  the 
jMississippi.  But,  distinct  as  these  currents  are,  every  year 
proves  more  clearly  that  in  spirit  the  English  people  is  one. 
The  distance  that  parted  England  from  America  lessens  every 
day.  The  ties  that  unite  them  grow  every  day  stronger.  The 
social  and  political  differences  that  threatened  a  hundred  years 
ago  to  form  an  impassable  barrier  between  them  grow  every 
day  less.  Against  this  silent  and  inevitable  drift  of  things 
the  spirit  of  narrow  isolation  on  either  side  of  the  Atlantic 
struggles  in  vain.  It  is  possible  that  the  two  branches  of  the 
English  people  will  remain  forever  separate  political  existences. 
It  is  likely  enough  that  the  older  of  them  may  again  break  in 
twain,  and  that  the  English  people  in  the  Pacific  may  assert  as 
distinct  a  national  life  as  the  two  English  peoples  on  either 
side  the  Atlantic.  But  the  spirit,  the  influence,  of  all  these 
branches  will  remain  one.  And  in  thus  remaining  one,  before 
half  a  century  is  over,  it  will  change  the  face  of  the  world. 
As  200,000,000  of  Englishmen  fill  the  valley  of  the  Missis- 
sippi, as  50,000,000  of  Englishmen  assert  their  lordship  over 
Australasia,  this  vast  power  will  tell  through  Britain  on  the 
old  world  of  Europe,  whose  nations  will  have  shrunk  into  in- 
significance before  it.  What  the  issues  of  such  a  world-wide 
change  may  be,  not  even  the  wildest  dreamer  would  dare  to 
dream.  But  one  issue  is  inevitable.  In  the  centuries  that  lie 
before  us,  the  primacy  of  the  world  will  lie  with  the  English 
people.  English  institutions,  English  speech,  English  thought, 
will  become  the  main  features  of  the  political,  the  social,  and 
the  intellectual  life  of  mankind. 


6944  THE   DECLARATION   OF  INDEPENDENCE. 


THE   DECLARATION   OF   INDEPENDENCE. 

[Thomas  Jefferson,  the  eminent  American  statesman  and  third  President  of 
the  United  States,  was  born  at  Shadwell,  Albemarle  County,  Va.,  April  2,  1743. 
He  attended  William  and  Mary  College,  became  a  successful  lawyer,  and  as  a 
delegate  to  the  first  Continental  Congress  identified  himself  with  the  Revolu- 
tionary party.  In  1776  he  drew  up  the  Declaration  of  Independence  ;  was  gov- 
ernor of  Virginia  (1779-1781)  ;  minister  to  Prance  (1784-1789)  ;  and  upon  his 
return  was  appointed  Secretary  of  State  by  Washington.  About  this  time  he 
became  the  leader  of  the  new  party,  called  at  first  Anti-Federalists,  then  Republi- 
cans, and  finally  Democrats.  Jefferson  was  Vice  President  (1797)  ;  was  elected 
President  (1801),  and  reelected  (1804).  The  chief  events  of  his  two  adminis- 
trations were  the  war  with  Tripoli,  the  Louisiana  Purchase,  the  reduction  of  the 
national  debt,  and  the  exploration  of  the  West.  Jefferson  spent  the  latter  part 
of  his  life  at  his  beautiful  residence,  in  Monticello,  Va. ,  where  he  died  July  4, 
1826,  while  the  nation  was  celebrating  the  fiftieth  anniversary  of  the  Declara- 
tion of  Independence,  which  he  had  drawn  up.  The  death  of  John  Adams  also 
occurred  on  the  same  day.] 

A   Declaration  hy  the  Representatives  of  the    United   States   of 
America,  in  Congress  assembled. 

When,  in  the  course  of  human  events,  it  becomes  necessary 
for  one  people  to  dissolve  the  political  bands  which  have  con- 
nected them  with  another,  and  to  assume,  among  the  powers  of 
the  earth,  the  separate  and  equal  station  to  which  the  laws  of 
nature  and  of  nature's  God  entitle  them,  a  decent  respect  to  the 
opinions  of  mankind  requires  that  they  should  declare  the  causes 
which  impel  them  to  the  separation. 

We  hold  these  truths  to  be  self-evident,  that  all  men  are 
created  equal ;  that  they  are  endowed  by  their  Creator  with 
certain  unalienable  rights  ;  that  among  these,  are  life,  liberty, 
and  the  pursuit  of  happiness.  That,  to  secure  these  rights, 
governments  are  instituted  among  men,  deriving  their  just 
powers  from  the  consent  of  the  governed  ;  that,  whenever  any 
form  of  government  becomes  destructive  of  these  ends,  it  is  the 
right  of  the  people  to  alter  or  to  abolish  it,  and  to  institute  a 
new  government,  laying  its  foundation  on  such  principles,  and 
organizing  its  powers  in  such  form,  as  to  them  shall  seem  most 
likely  to  effect  their  safety  and  happiness.  Prudence,  indeed, 
will  dictate  that  governments  long  established,  should  not  be 
changed  for  light  and  transient  causes  ;  and,  accordingly,  all 
experience  hath  shown,  that  mankind  are  more  disposed  to  suffer, 
while  evils  are  sufferable,  than  to  right  themselves  by  abolish- 
ing the  forms  to  which  they  are  accustomed.     But,  when  a  long 
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train  of  abuses  and  usurpations,  pursuing  invariably  the  same 
object,  evinces  a  design  to  reduce  them  under  absolute  despotism, 
it  is  their  right,  it  is  their  duty,  to  throw  off  such  government, 
and  to  provide  new  guards  for  their  future  security.  Such  has 
been  the  patient  sufferance  of  these  colonies,  and  such  is  now 
the  necessity  which  constrains  them  to  alter  their  former  sys- 
tems of  government.  The  history  of  the  present  king  of  Great 
Britain  is  a  history  of  repeated  injuries  and  usurpations,  all 
having,  in  direct  object,  the  establishment  of  an  absolute  tyr- 
anny over  these  States.  To  prove  this,  let  facts  be  submitted 
to  a  candid  world  ;  — 

He  has  refused  his  assent  to  laws  the  most  wholesome  and 
necessary  for  the  public  good. 

He  has  forbidden  his  Governors  to  pass  laws  of  immediate 
and  pressing  importance,  unless  suspended  in  their  operation 
till  his  assent  should  be  obtained  ;  and,  when  so  suspended,  he 
has  utterly  neglected  to  attend  to  them. 

He  has  refused  to  pass  other  laws  for  the  accommodation  of 
large  districts  of  people,  unless  those  people  would  relinquish 
the  right  of  representation  in  the  legislature  ;  a  right  inesti- 
mable to  them,  and  formidable  to  tyrants  only. 

He  has  called  together  legislative  bodies  at  places  unusual, 
uncomfortable,  and  distant  from  the  depository  of  their  public 
records,  for  the  sole  purpose  of  fatiguing  them  into  compliance 
with  his  measures. 

He  has  dissolved  representative  houses  repeatedly,  for  op- 
l^osing,  with  manly  firmness,  his  invasions  on  the  rights  of  the 
people. 

He  has  refused,  for  a  long  time  after  such  dissolutions,  to 
cause  others  to  be  elected  ;  whereby  the  legislative  powers,  in- 
capable of  annihilation,  have  returned  to  the  people  at  large 
for  their  exercise  ;  the  State  remaining,  in  the  mean  time,  ex- 
posed to  all  the  danger  of  invasion  from  without,  and  convul- 
sions within. 

He  has  endeavored  to  prevent  the  population  of  these 
States;  for  that  purpose,  obstructing  the  laws  for  naturaliza- 
tion of  foreigners;  refusing  to  pass  others  to  encourage  their 
migration  hither,  and  raising  the  conditions  of  naw  appropria- 
tions of  lands. 

He  has  obstructed  the  administration  of  justice,  by  refusing 
his  assent  to  laws  for  estaljlishing  judiciary  powers. 

He  has  made  judges  dependent  on  his  will  alone,  for  the 
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tenure  of  their  offices,  and  the  amount  and  payment  of  their 
salaries. 

He  has  erected  a  multitude  of  new  offices,  and  sent  hither 
swarms  of  officers  to  harass  our  people,  and  eat  out  their  sub- 
stance. 

He  has  kept  among  us,  in  times  of  peace,  standing  armies, 
without  the  consent  of  our  legislature. 

He  has  affected  to  render  the  military  independent  of,  and 
superior  to,  the  civil  power. 

He  has  combined,  with  others,  to  subject  us  to  a  jurisdiction 
foreign  to  our  constitution,  and  unacknowledged  by  our  laws ; 
giving  his  assent  to  their  acts  of  pretended  legislation : 

For  quartering  large  bodies  of  armed  troops  among  us: 

For  protecting  them,  by  a  mock  trial,  from  punishment,  for 
any  murders  which  they  should  commit  on  the  inhabitants  of 
these  States  : 

For  cutting  off  our  trade  with  all  parts  of  the  world  : 

For  imposing  taxes  on  us  without  our  consent : 

For  depriving  us,  in  many  cases,  of  the  benefits  of  trial  by 
jury  : 

For  transporting  us  beyond  seas  to  be  tried  for  pretended 
offenses : 

For  abolishing  the  free  system  of  English  laws  in  a  neigh- 
boring province,  establishing  therein  an  arbitrary  government, 
and  enlarging  its  boundaries,  so  as  to  render  it  at  once  an  ex- 
ample and  fit  instrument  for  introducing  the  same  absolute  rule 
into  these  colonies  : 

For  taking  away  our  charters,  abolishing  our  most  valuable 
laws,  and  altering,  fundamentally,  the  powers  of  our  govern- 
ments : 

For  suspending  our  own  legislatures,  and  declaring  them- 
selves invested  with  power  to  legislate  for  us  in  all  cases  what- 
soever. 

He  has  abdicated  government  here,  by  declaring  us  out  of 
his  protection,  and  waging  war  against  us. 

He  has  plundered  our  seas,  ravaged  our  coasts,  burnt  our 
towns,  and  destroyed  the  lives  of  our  people. 

He  is,  at  this  time,  transporting  large  armies  of  foreign 
mercenaries  to  complete  the  works  of  death,  desolation,  and 
tyranny,  already  begun,  with  circumstances  of  cruelty  and  per- 
fidy scarcely  paralleled  in  the  most  barbarous  ages,  and  totally 
unworthy  the  head  of  a  civilized  nation. 
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He  has  constrained  onr  fellow-citizens,  taken  captive  on  the 
high  seas,  to  bear  arms  against  tlieir  country,  to  become  the 
executioners  of  their  friends  and  brethren,  or  to  fall  themselves 
by  their  hands. 

He  has  excited  domestic  insurrections  amongst  us,  and  has 
endeavored  to  bring  on  the  inhabitants  of  our  frontiers,  the 
merciless  Indian  savages,  whose  known  rule  of  warfare  is  an 
undistinguished  destruction,  of  all  ages,  sexes,  and  conditions. 

In  every  stage  of  these  oppressions,  we  have  petitioned  for 
redress,  in  the  most  humble  terms  ;  our  repeated  petitions  have 
been  answered  only  by  repeated  injury.  A  prince,  whose  char- 
acter is  thus  marked  by  every  act  which  may  define  a  tyrant,  is 
unfit  to  be  the  ruler  of  a  free  people. 

Nor  have  we  been  wanting  in  attention  to  our  British  breth- 
ren. We  have  warned  them,  from  time  to  time,  of  attempts 
made  by  their  legislature  to  extend  an  unwarrantable  jurisdic- 
tion over  us.  We  have  reminded  them  of  the  circumstances  of 
our  emigration  and  settlement  here.  We  have  appealed  to  their 
native  justice  and  magnanimity,  and  we  have  conjured  them,  by 
the  ties  of  our  common  kindred,  to  disavow  these  usurpations, 
which  would  inevitably  interrupt  our  connections  and  corre- 
spondence. They,  too,  have  been  deaf  to  the  voice  of  justice 
and  consanguinity.  We  must,  therefore,  acquiesce  in  the  ne- 
cessity, which  denounces  our  separation,  and  hold  them,  as  Ave 
hold  the  rest  of  mankind,  enemies  in  war,  in  peace,  friends. 

We,  therefore,  the  representatives  of  the  United  States  of 
America,  in  General  Congress  assembled,  appealing  to  the 
Supreme  Judge  of  the  World  for  the  rectitude  of  our  intentions, 
do,  in  the  name,  and  by  the  authority  of  the  good  people  of 
these  colonies,  solemnly  publish  and  declare,  That  these  United 
Colonies  are,  and  of  right  ought  to  be.  Free  and  Independent 
States  ;  that  they  are  absolved  from  all  allegiance  to  the  British 
crown,  and  that  all  political  connection  between  them  and  the 
state  of  Great  Britain  is,  and  ought  to  be,  totally  dissolved  ; 
and  that,  as  Free  and  Independent  States,  they  have  full  power 
to  levy  war,  conclude  peace,  contract  alliances,  establish  com- 
merce, and  to  do  all  other  acts  and  things  which  Independent 
States  may  of  right  do.  And,  for  the  support  of  this  declara- 
tion, with  a  firm  reliance  on  the  protection  of  Divine  Provi- 
dence, we  mutually  pledge  to  each  other,  our  lives,  our  fortunes, 
and  our  sacred  honor. 
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FAREWELL  ADDRESS  OF  GEORGE  WASHINGTON 
PRESIDENT,  TO  THE  PEOPLE  OF  THE  UNITED 
STATES,   SEPTEMBER  17,  1796. 

[George  Washingtox,  the  celebrated  American  general  and  first  President 
of  the  United  States,  was  born  in  Westmoreland  County,  Va.,  February  22, 
1732.  He  received  an  ordinary  school  education,  and  for  a  time  was  employed 
by  Lord  Fairfax  to  survey  vast  tracts  of  territory  in  the  Alleghany  Mountains. 
Appointed  major  of  provincial  militia  at  nineteen,  he  was  sent  on  a  mission  by 
Governor  Dinwiddle  to  the  French  authorities  on  the  Ohio,  and  as  aid-de-camp  on 
Braddock's  staff  conducted  the  retreat  after  the  disastrous  battle  of  the  Monon- 
gahela  (1755).  He  held  the  command  of  the  Virginian  troops  until  1758,  when 
he  resigned,  married  Martha  Custis,  a  wealthy  widow,  and  engaged  in  the  im- 
provement of  his  estate  at  Mount  Vernon.  Shortly  after  the  outbreak  of  the 
Revolution  he  assumed  command  of  the  Continental  forces  under  the  historic  elm 
tree  at  Cambridge,  July  2,  1775,  and,  although  often  compelled  by  superior  forces 
to  retreat  and  at  times  reduced  to  desperate  straits  by  lack  of  men  and  supplies, 
brought  the  war  to  a  successful  termination.  After  the  conclusion  of  the  treaty 
of  peace  he  handed  in  his  commission  as  commander  in  chief  and  retired  to 
Mount  Vernon  ;  in  1789  he  was  elected  the  first  President  of  the  United  States, 
was  unanimously  reelected  (1793),  and  resigned  in  1797.  His  death  occurred 
at  Mount  Vernon,  December  14,  1799.] 

Friends  and  Fellow -citizens^  — 

The  period  for  a  new  election  of  a  citizen  to  administer  the 
Executive  Government  of  the  United  States  being  not  far  dis- 
tant, and  the  time  actually  arrived  when  your  thoughts  must 
be  employed  in  designating  the  person  who  is  to  be  clothed 
with  that  important  trust,  it  appears  to  me  proper,  especially 
as  it  may  conduce  to  a  more  distinct  expression  of  the  public 
voice,  that  I  should  now  apprise  you  of  the  resolution  I  have 
formed,  to  decline  being  considered  among  the  number  of  those 
out  of  whom  a  choice  is  to  be  made. 

I  beg  you,  at  the  same  time,  to  do  me  the  justice  to  be 
assured  that  this  resolution  has  not  been  taken  without  a  strict 
regard  to  all  the  considerations  appertaining  to  the  relation 
which  binds  a  dutiful  citizen  to  his  country  ;  and  that,  in  with- 
drawing the  tender  of  service,  which  silence,  in  my  situation, 
might  imply,  I  am  influenced  by  no  diminution  of  zeal  for  your 
future  interest ;  no  deficiency  of  grateful  respect  for  your  past 
kindness  ;  but  am  supported  by  a  full  conviction  that  the  step 
is  compatible  with  both. 

The  acceptance  of,  and  continuance  hitherto  in,  the  office  to 
which  your  suffrages  have  twice  called  me,  have  been  a  uniform 
sacrifice  of  inclination  to  the  opinion  of  duty,  and  to  a  defer- 
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ence  for  what  appeared  to  be  your  desire.  I  constantly  hoped 
that  it  would  have  been  much  earlier  in  my  power,  consistently 
with  motives  which  I  was  not  at  liberty  to  disregard,  to  return 
to  that  retirement  from  which  I  had  been  reluctantly  drawn. 
The  strength  of  my  inclination  to  do  this,  previous  to  the  last 
election,  had  even  led  to  the  preparation  of  an  address  to  declare 
it  to  you ;  but  mature  reflection  on  the  then  perplexed  and 
critical  posture  of  our  affairs  with  foreign  nations,  and  the 
unanimous  advice  of  persons  entitled  to  my  confidence,  impelled 
me  to  abandon  the  idea. 

I  rejoice  that  the  state  of  your  concerns,  external  as  well  as 
internal,  no  longer  renders  the  pursuit  of  inclination  incom- 
patible with  the  sentiment  of  duty  or  propriety  ;  and  am  per- 
suaded, whatever  partiality  may  be  retained  for  my  services, 
that,  in  the  present  circumstances  of  our  country,  you  will  not 
disapprove  my  determination  to  retire. 

The  impressions  with  wdiich  I  first  undertook  the  arduous 
trust  Avere  explained  on  the  proper  occasion.  In  the  discharge 
of  this  trust,  I  will  only  say,  that  I  have  with  good  intentions 
contributed  towards  the  organization  and  administration  of  the 
Government  the  best  exertions  of  which  a  very  fallible  judg- 
ment was  capable.  Not  unconscious  in  the  outset  of  the  infe- 
riority of  my  qualifications,  experience,  in  my  own  eyes,  —  per- 
haps still  more  in  the  eyes  of  others,  —  has  strengthened  the 
motives  to  diffidence  of  myself  ;  and  every  day  the  increasing 
weight  of  years  admonishes  me,  more  and  moi-e,  that  the  shade 
of  retirement  is  as  necessary  to  me  as  it  will  be  welcome.  Sat- 
isfied that  if  any  circumstances  have  given  peculiar  value  to  my 
services,  they  were  temporary,  I  have  the  consolation  to  believe 
that,  while  choice  and  prudence  invite  me  to  quit  the  political 
scene,  patriotism  does  not  forbid  it. 

In  looking  forward  to  the  moment  which  is  intended  to 
terminate  the  career  of  my  public  life,  my  feelings  do  not  per- 
mit me  to  suspend  the  deep  acknowledgment  of  that  del)t  of 
gratitude  which  I  owe  to  my  beloved  country  for  the  many  honors 
it  has  conferred  upon  me ;  still  more  for  the  steadfast  confidence 
with  which  it  has  supported  me  ;  and  for  the  opportunities  I 
have  thence  enjoyed  of  manifesting  my  inviolable  attachment, 
by  services  faithful  and  persevering,  though  in  usefulness 
unequal  to  my  zeal.  If  ])enefits  have  resulted  to  our  country 
from  these  services,  let  it  always  be  remembered  to  your  praise, 
a)id  as  an  instructive  exaiiq)le  in  our  annals,  that,  luulcr  cii- 
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eumstances  in  wliicli  the  passions,  agitated  in  every  direction, 
were  liable  to  mislead ;  amidst  appearances  sometimes  dubious, 
vicissitudes  of  fortune  often  discouraging ;  in  situations  in 
Avhich,  not  unfrequently,  want  of  success  has  countenanced  the 
spirit  of  criticism,  —  the  constancy  of  your  support  was  the 
essential  prop  of  the  efforts,  and  a  guarantee  of  the  plans,  by 
which  they  were  effected.  Profoundly  penetrated  with  this 
idea,  I  shall  carry  it  with  me  to  my  grave,  as  a  strong  incite- 
ment to  unceasing  vows,  tha-t  Heaven  may  continue  to  you  the 
choicest  tokens  of  its  beneficence  ;  that  your  union  and  brotherly 
affection  may  be  perpetual ;  that  the  free  Constitution,  which 
is  the  work  of  your  hands,  may  be  sacredly  maintained ;  that 
its  administration,  in  every  department,  may  be  stamped  with 
wisdom  and  virtue  ;  that,  in  fine,  the  happiness  of  the  people  of 
these  States,  under  the  auspices  of  liberty,  may  be  made  com- 
plete, by  so  careful  a  preservation  and  so  prudent  a  use  of  this 
blessing  as  will  acquire  to  them  the  glory  of  recommending  it 
to  the  applause,  the  affection,  and  the  adoption  of  every  nation 
which  is  yet  a  stranger  to  it. 

Here,  perhaps,  I  ought  to  stop  ;  but  a  solicitude  for  your 
welfare,  which  cannot  end  but  with  my  life,  and  the  apprehen- 
sion of  danger  natural  to  that  solicitude,  urge  me,  on  an  occasion 
like  the  present,  to  offer  to  your  solemn  contemplation,  and  to 
recommend  to  your  frequent  review,  some  sentiments,  which 
are  the  result  of  much  reflection,  of  no  inconsiderable  observa- 
tion, and  which  appear  to  me  all-important  to  the  permanency 
of  your  felicity  as  a  people.  These  will  be  afforded  to  you 
with  the  more  freedom,  as  you  can  only  see  in  them  the  dis- 
interested warnings  of  a  parting  friend,  who  can  possibly  have 
no  personal  motive  to  bias  his  counsel;  nor  can  I  forget,  as  an 
encouragement  to  it,  your  indulgent  reception  of  my  senti- 
ments on  a  former  and  not  dissimilar  occasion. 

Interwoven  as  is  the  love  of  liberty  with  every  ligament  of 
your  hearts,  no  recommendation  of  mine  is  necessary  to  fortify 
or  confirm  the  attachment. 

The  unity  of  government,  which  constitutes  you  one  people, 
is  also  now  dear  to  you.  It  is  justly  so  ;  for  it  is  a  main  pillar 
in  the  edifice  of  your  real  independence  —  the  support  of  your 
tranquillity  at  home,  your  peace  abroad,  of  your  safety,  of  your 
prosperity,  of  that  very  liberty  which  you  so  highly  prize. 
But  as  it  is  easy  to  foresee  that,  from  different  causes  and  from 
different  quarters,  much  pains  will  be  taken,  many   artifices 
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employed,  to  weaken  in  your  minds  the  conviction  of  this  truth ; 
as  this  is  the  point  in  your  political  fortress  against  which  the 
batteries  of  internal  and  external  enemies  will  be  most  con- 
stantly and  actively  (though  often  covertly  and  insidiously) 
directed,  —  it  is  of  infinite  moment  that  you  should  properly 
estimate  the  immense  value  of  your  national  union  to  your 
collective  and  individual  happiness;  that  you  should  cherish  a 
cordial,  habitual^  and  immovable  attachment  to  it;  accustoming 
yourselves  to  think  and  speak  of  it  as  of  the  palladium  of  your 
political  safety  and  prosperity;  watching  for  its  preservation 
with  jealous  anxiety;  discountenancing  whatever  may  suggest 
even  a  suspicion  that  it  can,  in  any  event,  be  abandoned;  and 
indignantly  frowning  upon  the  first  dawning  of  every  attempt 
to  alienate  any  portion  of  our  country  from  the  rest,  or  to 
enfeeble  the  sacred  ties  which  now  link  together  the  various 
parts. 

For  this  you  have  every  inducement  of  sympathy  and 
interest.  Citizens,  by  birth  or  choice,  of  a  common  country, 
that  country  has  a  right  to  concentrate  your  affections.  The 
name  of  American,  which  belongs  to  you  in  your  national 
capacity,  must  always  exalt  the  just  pride  of  patriotism,  more 
than  any  appellation  derived  from  local  discriminations.  With 
slight  shades  of  difference,  you  have  the  same  religion,  man- 
ners, habits,  and  political  principles.  You  have,  in  a  common 
cause,  fought  and  triumphed  together ;  the  independence  and 
liberty  you  possess  are  the  work  of  joint  counsels  and  joint 
efforts,  of  common  dangers,  sufferings,  and  successes. 

But  these  considerations,  however  powerfully  they  address 
themselves  to  your  sensibility,  are  greatly  outweighed  by  those 
which  apply  more  immediately  to  your  interest ;  here  every 
portion  of  our  country  finds  the  most  commanding  motives  for 
carefully  guarding  and  preserving  the  union  of  the  whole. 

The  North,  in  an  unrestrained  intercourse  with  the  South, 
protected  by  the  equal  laws  of  a  common  government,  finds,  in 
the  productions  of  the  latter,  great  additional  resources  of 
maritime  and  commercial  enterprise,  and  precious  materials  of 
manufacturing  industry.  The  South,  in  the  same  intercourse, 
benefiting  by  tlie  agency  of  the  North,  sees  its  agriculture 
grow,  and  its  commerce  expand.  Turning  partly  into  its 
own  channels  the  seamen  of  the;  North,  it  finds  its  particular 
navigation  invigorated;  and  while  it  contributes,  in  different 
ways,  to  nourish  and  increase  the  general  mass  of  the  national 
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navigation,  it  looks  forward  to  the  protection  of  a  maritime 
strength  to  which  itself  is  unequally  adapted.  The  East,  in 
like  intercourse  with  the  West,  already  finds,  and  in  the  pro- 
gressive improvement  of  interior  communication,  by  land  and 
water,  will  more  and  more  find,  a  valuable  vent  for  the  com- 
modities which  it  brings  from  abroad,  or  manufactures  at  home. 
The  West  derives  from  the  East  supplies  requisite  to  its 
growth  and  comfort ;  and  M^hat  is  perhaps  of  still  greater 
consequence,  it  must,  of  necessity,  owe  the  secure  enjoyment 
of  indispensable  outlets  for  its  own  productions,  to  the  weight, 
influence,  and  the  future  maritime  strength  of  the  Atlantic 
side  of  the  Union,  directed  by  an  indissoluble  community  of 
interest  as  one  nation.  Any  other  tenure  by  which  the  West 
can  hold  this  essential  advantage,  whether  derived  from  its  own 
separate  strength,  or  from  an  apostate  and  unnatural  connec- 
tion with  any  foreign  power,  must  be  intrinsically  precarious. 

While,  then,  every  part  of  our  country  thus  feels  an  immediate 
and  particular  interest  in  union,  all  the  parts  combined  cannot 
fail  to  find,  in  the  united  mass  of  means  and  efforts,  greater 
strength,  greater  resource,  proportionably  greater  security  from 
external  danger,  a  less  frequent  interruption  of  their  peace  by 
foreign  nations  ;  and  what  is  of  inestimable  value,  they  must 
derive  from  union  an  exemption  from  those  broils  and  wars 
between  themselves,  which  so  frequently  afflict  neighboring 
countries,  not  tied  together  by  the  same  government ;  which 
their  own  rivalships  alone  would  be  sufficient  to  produce,  but 
which  opposite  foreign  alliances,  attachments,  and  intrigues 
would  stimulate  and  embitter.  Hence,  likewise,  they  will  avoid 
the  necessity  of  those  overgrown  military  establishments,  which, 
under  any  form  of  government,  are  inauspicious  to  liberty,  and 
which  are  to  be  regarded  as  particularly  hostile  to  republican 
liberty  ;  in  this  sense  it  is  that  your  union  ought  to  be  con- 
sidered as  a  main  prop  of  your  liberty,  and  that  the  love  of  the 
one  ought  to  endear  to  you  the  preservation  of  the  other. 

These  considerations  speak  a  persuasive  language  to  every 
reflecting  and  virtuous  mind,  and  exhibit  the  continuance  of  the 
Union  as  a  primary  object  of  patriotic  desire.  Is  there  a  doubt, 
whether  a  common  government  can  embrace  so  large  a  sphere? 
Let  experience  solve  it.  To  listen  to  mere  speculation,  in  such 
a  case,  were  criminal.  We  are  authorized  to  hope,  that  a  proper 
organization  of  the  whole,  with  the  auxiliary  agency  of  govern- 
ments for  the  respective  subdivisions,  will  afford  a  happy  issue 
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Letter  to  tlie  Earl  of  Biichan  on  the  prirK'i})les  that  should 
guide  the  United  States  in  connection  with  foreign  politics,  on 
the  new  city  of  Washington,  etc.     Philadelphia,  22  Apr.,  1T9S. 

.....  are  alknvetl  to  pursue  it,  the  Agriculture  and  mechanical  arts; — the 
wealth  and  population  of  these  States  will  increase  with  that  degree  of 
raj>idity  as  to  baffle  all  calculation,  and  must  surpass  any  idea  your  Lord- 
ship can,  hitherto,  have  entertained  on  the  occasion.  To  evince  that  our  views 
(whether  realised  or  not)  are  expanded,  I  take  the  liberty  of  sending  you 
the  Plan  of  a  New  City,  situated  about  the  centre  of  the  Union  of  these 
States  which  is  designed  for  the  permanent  seat  of  tiie  Government — and 
we  are  at  this  moment  deeply  engaged,  and  far  advanced  in  on  extending 
the  inland  navigation  of  the  River  (Potomac)  on  which  it  stands  and  the 
branches  thereof  through  a  tract  of  as  rich  a  Country—for  hundreds  of 
miles— as  any  in  the  world.  Nor  is  this  a  solitary  instance  of  attempts  of 
the  Kind,  although  it  is  the  only  one  which  is  near  completion  and  in  partial 
use.  Several  other  very  important  ones  are  commenced  and  little  doubt  is 
entertained  that  if  left  undisturbed  we  shall  open  a  communication  by  .... 
With  great  esteem  and  respect, 

I  have  the  honor  to  be 

your  Lordships  Most 

Obedt  Hmble.  servant 

G.  WASHINGTON. 


[Vol.  XX.  p.  6953.] 


2: 

O 

H 
O 


in 


C    ~ 
O 


^i>i^  ^C^l^  /'^^  /^t^-^-  cr^/Z,  '>(a.^-<J    Ct.^  ^  ^ii^tZiSt..^^ 
'P^-.-^L^  ^j^Tce^  iZ-'ZjS,  ,iS:7-::K-*»v-^<;^-<ie-<^  ^*i-<;;^^  <^Lit^^  eCo^z^^^^ 


GEORGE   WASHINGTON. 


FAREWELL  ADDRESS  OF  GEORGE  WASHINGTON.      G953 

to  the  experiment.  It  is  well  worth  a  fair  and  full  experiment. 
With  such  powerful  and  obvious  motives  to  Union,  alfecting 
all  parts  of  our  country,  while  experience  shall  not  have  demon- 
strated its  impracticability,  there  will  always  be  reason  to  distrust 
the  patriotism  of  those  who,  in  any  quarter,  may  endeavor  to 
weaken  its  bands. 

In  contemplating  the  causes  which  ma}'  disturb  our  Union, 
it  occurs,  as  a  matter  of  serious  concern,  tliat  any  ground  should 
have  been  furnished  for  characterizing  parties  by  geographical 
discriminations  —  Northern  and  Southern  —  Atlantic  and  West- 
ern :  whence  designing  men  may  endeavor  to  excite  a  belief 
that  there  is  a  real  difference  of  local  interests  and  views.  One 
of  the  expedients  of  party  to  acquire  influence  within  particular 
districts,  is  to  misrepresent  the  opinions  and  aims  of  other  dis- 
tricts. You  cannot  shield  yourselves  too  much  against  the 
jealousies  and  heartburnings  whicli  spring  from  these  misrepre- 
sentations ;  they  tend  to  render  alien  to  each  other  those  who 
ought  to  be  bound  together  by  fraternal  affection.  The  inhabit- 
ants of  our  western  country  have  lately  had  a  useful  lesson  on 
this  head ;  they  have  seen  in  the  negotiation  by  the  Executive, 
and  in  the  unanimous  ratification  by  the  Senate,  of  the  treaty 
with  Spain,  and  in  the  universal  satisfaction  at  that  event 
throughout  the  United  States,  a  decisive  proof  how  unfounded 
were  the  suspicions  propagated  among  them,  of  a  policy  in  the 
General  Government,  and  in  the  Atlantic  States,  unfriendly  to 
their  interests  in  regard  to  the  INIississippi :  they  have  been 
witnesses  to  the  formation  of  two  treaties  —  that  with  Great 
Britain,  and  that  with  Spain,  which  secure  to  them  everything 
they  could  desire  in  respect  to  our  foreign  relations,  towards 
confirming  their  prosperity.  Will  it  not  be  their  wisdom  to 
rely  for  the  preservation  of  these  advantages  on  the  Union  by 
which  they  were  procured  ?  Will  they  not  henceforth  be  deaf 
to  those  advisers,  if  such  there  are,  who  would  sever  them  from 
their  brethren,  and  connect  them  with  aliens? 

To  the  efficacy  and  permanency  of  your  Union,  a  Govern- 
ment for  the  whole  is  indispensable.  No  alliance,  liowever 
strict  between  the  parts,  can  be  an  adequate  substitute  ;  thoy 
must  inevitably  experience  the  infractions  and  interruptions 
which  all  alliances,  in  all  time,  have  experienced.  Sensible  of 
this  momentous  truth,  you  have  improved  upon  your  first  essay, 
by  the  adoption  of  a  Constitution  of  Government  better  calcu- 
lated tlian  your  former  for  an  intimate  Union,  and  for  tlio  eni- 
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cacious  management  of  your  common  concerns.  This  Govern- 
ment, the  offspring  of  our  own  choice,  uninfluenced  and  unawed, 
adopted  upon  full  investigation  and  mature  deliberation,  com- 
pletely free  in  its  principles,  in  the  distribution  of  its  powers, 
uniting  security  with  energy,  and  containing  within  itself  a 
provision  for  its  own  amendment,  has  a  just  claim  to  your  con- 
fidence and  your  support.  Respect  for  its  authority,  compli- 
ance with  its  laws,  acquiescence  in  its  measures,  are  duties 
enjoined  by  the  fundamental  maxims  of  true  liberty.  The 
basis  of  our  political  systems  is  the  right  of  the  people  to 
make  and  to  alter  their  constitutions  of  Government :  but  the 
Constitution  which  at  any  time  exists,  till  changed  by  an  ex- 
plicit and  authentic  act  of  the  whole  people,  is  sacredly  obliga- 
tory upon  all.  The  veiy  idea  of  the  power,  and  the  right  of 
the  people  to  establish  Government,  presupposes  the  duty  of 
every  individual  to  obey  the  established  Government. 

All  obstructions  to  the  execution  of  the  laws,  all  combina- 
tions and  associations,  under  whatever  plausible  character,  with 
the  real  design  to  direct,  control,  counteract,  or  awe  the  regular 
deliberation  and  action  of  the  constituted  authorities,  are  de- 
structive to  this  fundamental  principle,  and  of  fatal  tendency. 
They  serve  to  organize  faction,  to  give  it  an  artificial  and 
extraordinary  force,  to  put  in  the  place  of  the  delegated  will 
of  the  nation,  the  will  of  a  party,  often  a  small  but  artful  and 
enterprising  minority  of  the  community  ;  and,  according  to 
the  alternate  triumphs  of  different  parties,  to  make  the  public 
administration  the  mirror  of  the  ill-concerted  and  incongruous 
projects  of  faction,  rather  than  the  organ  of  consistent  and 
wholesome  plans,  digested  by  common  counsels,  and  modified 
by  mutual  interests. 

However  combinations  or  associations  of  the  above  descrip- 
tion may  now  and  then  answer  popular  ends,  they  are  likely,  in 
the  course  of  time  and  things,  to  become  potent  engines,  by 
which  cunning,  ambitious,  and  unprincipled  men  will  be  en- 
abled to  subvert  the  power  of  the  people,  and  to  usurp  for 
themselves  the  reins  of  Government;  destroying,  afterwards, 
the  very  engines  which  had  lifted  them  to  unjust  dominion. 

Towards  the  preservation  of  your  Government,  and  the  per- 
manency of  your  present  happy  state,  it  is  requisite,  not  only 
that  you  steadily  discountenance  irregular  oppositions  to  its 
acknowledged  authority,  but  also  that  you  resist  with  care  the 
spirit  of  innovation  upon  its  principles,  however  specious  the 
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pretexts.  One  method  of  assault  ma}'  be  to  effect,  in  the  forms 
of  the  Constitution,  alterations  which  will  impair  the  energy  of 
the  system,  and  thus  to  undermine  what  cannot  be  directly 
overthrown.  In  all  the  changes  to  which  you  may  be  invited, 
remember  that  time  and  habit  are  at  least  as  necessary  to  fix 
the  true  character  of  governments  as  of  other  human  institu- 
tions ;  that  experience  is  the  surest  standard  by  which  to  test 
tlie  real  tendency  of  the  existing  constitution  of  a  country  ; 
that  facility  in  changes,  upon  the  credit  of  mere  hypothesis  and 
opinion,  exposes  to  perpetual  change,  from  the  endless  variety 
of  hypothesis  and  opinion  ;  and  remember,  especially,  that  for 
the  efficient  management  of  your  common  interests,  in  a  coun- 
try so  extensive  as  ours,  a  Government  of  as  much  vigor  as  is 
consistent  with  the  perfect  security  of  liberty,  is  indispensable. 
Liberty  itself  will  find  in  such  a  Government,  with  powers 
properly  distributed  and  adjusted,  its  surest  guardian.  It  is, 
indeed,  little  else  than  a  name,  where  the  Government  is  too 
feeble  to  withstand  the  enterprises  of  faction,  to  confine  each 
member  of  the  society  within  the  limits  prescribed  by  the  laws, 
and  to  maintain  all  in  the  secure  and  tranquil  enjoyment  of  the 
rights  of  person  and  property. 

I  have  already  intimated  to  you  the  danger  of  parties  in  the 
State,  with  particular  reference  to  the  founding  of  them  on 
geographical  discriminations.  Let  me  now  take  a  more  com- 
prehensive view,  and  warn  you,  in  the  most  solemn  manner, 
against  the  baneful  effects  of  the  spirit  of  party  generally. 

This  spirit,  unfortunately,  is  inseparable  from  our  nature, 
having  its  root  in  the  strongest  passions  of  the  human  mind. 
It  exists  under  different  shapes,  in  all  Governments,  more  or  less 
stifled,  controlled,  or  repressed ;  but  in  those  of  the  popular  form 
it  is  seen  in  its  greatest  rankness,  and  is  truly  their  worst  enemy. 
The  alternate  domination  of  one  faction  over  another,  shari)- 
ened  by  the  spirit  of  revenge,  natural  to  party  dissensicd,  whic  lu 
in  different  ages  and  countries,  has  perpetrated  the  most  horrid 
enormities,  is  itself  a  frightful  despotism.  But  this  leads,  at 
length,  to  a  more  formal  and  permanent  despotism.  The  dis- 
orders and  miseries  which  result,  gradually  incline  the  minds  of 
men  to  seek  security  and  repose  in  the  absolute  power  of  an 
individual;  and,  sooner  or  later,  the  chief  of  some  prevailing 
faction,  more  able  or  more  fortunate  than  his  competitors,  turns 
this  disposition  to  the  purposes  of  his  own  elevation  on  the  ruins 
of  public  liberty. 
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Without  looking  forward  to  an  extremity  of  this  kind 
(which,  nevertheless,  ought  not  to  be  entirely  out  of  sight),  the 
common  and  continual  mischiefs  of  the  spirit  of  party  are  suffi- 
cient to  make  it  the  interest  and  duty  of  a  wise  people  to  dis- 
courage and  restrain  it. 

It  serves  always  to  distract  the  public  councils,  and  enfeeble 
the  public  administration.  It  agitates  the  community  with  ill- 
founded  jealousies  and  false  alarms ;  kindles  the  animosity  of 
one  part  against  another  ;  foments,  occasionally,  riot  and  insur- 
rection. It  opens  the  door  to  foreign  influence  and  corruption, 
which  find  a  facilitated  access  to  the  Government  itself,  through 
the  channels  of  party  passions.  Thus  the  policy  and  the  will 
of  one  country  are  subjected  to  the  policy  and  will  of  another. 

There  is  an  opinion  that  parties,  in  free  countries,  are  useful 
checks  upon  the  administration  of  the  Government,  and  serve 
to  keep  alive  the  spirit  of  liberty.  This,  within  certain  limits, 
is  probably  true  ;  and  in  Governments  of  a  monarchical  cast, 
patriotism  may  look  with  indulgence,  if  not  with  favor,  upon 
the  spirit  of  party.  But  in  those  of  the  popular  character,  in 
Governments  purely  elective,  it  is  a  spirit  not  to  be  encouraged. 
From  their  natural  tendency,  it  is  certain  there  will  always  be 
enough  of  that  spirit  for  every  salutary  purpose.  And  there 
being  constant  danger  of  excess,  the  effort  ought  to  be,  by  force 
of  public  opinion,  to  mitigate  and  assuage  it.  A  fire  not  to 
be  quenched,  it  demands  a  uniform  vigilance  to  prevent  its 
bursting  into  a  flame,  lest,  instead  of  warming,  it  should  consume. 

It  is  important,  likewise,  that  the  habits  of  thinking,  in  a 
free  country,  should  inspire  caution  in  those  intrusted  with  its 
administration,  to  confine  themselves  within  their  respective 
constitutional  spheres,  avoiding,  in  the  exercise  of  the  powers 
of  one  department,  to  encroach  upon  another.  The  spirit  of 
encroachment  tends  to  consolidate  the  powers  of  all  departments 
in  one,  and  thus  to  create,  whatever  the  form  of  Government,  a 
real  despotism.  A  just  estimate  of  that  love  of  power,  and 
proneness  to  abuse  it  which  predominates  in  the  human  heart, 
is  sufficient  to  satisfy  us  of  the  truth  of  this  position.  The 
necessity  of  reciprocal  checks  in  the  exercise  of  political  power, 
by  dividing  and  distributing  it  into  different  depositories,  and 
constituting  each  the  guardian  of  the  public  weal,  against  inva- 
sions by  the  others,  has  been  evinced  by  experiments,  ancient 
and  modern ;  some  of  them  in  our  own  country,  and  under  our 
own  eyes.    To  preserve  them  must  be  as  necessary  as  to  institute 
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them.  If,  in  the  opinion  of  the  people,  the  distribution  or 
modification  of  the  constitutional  powers  be,  in  any  particular, 
wrong,  let  it  be  corrected  by  an  amendment  in  the  way  which 
the  Constitution  designates.  But  let  there  be  no  change  by 
usurpation  ;  for  though  this,  in  one  instance,  may  be  the  instru- 
ment of  good,  it  is  the  customary  weapon  by  which  free  Gov- 
ernments are  destroj^ed.  The  precedent  must  always  greatly 
overbalance,  in  permanent  evil,  any  partial  or  transient  benefit 
which  the  use  can,  at  any  time,  yield. 

Of  all  the  dispositions  and  habits  which  lead  to  political 
prosperity,  religion  and  morality  are  indispensable  supports. 
In  vain  would  that  man  claim  the  tribute  of  patriotism,  who 
should  labor  to  subvert  these  great  pillars  of  human  happiness, 
these  firmest  props  of  the  duties  of  men  and  citizens.  The  mere 
politician,  equally  with  the  pious  man,  ought  to  respect  and  to 
cherish  them.  A  volume  could  not  trace  all  their  connections 
"udth  private  and  public  felicity.  Let  it  simply  be  asked,  where 
is  the  security  for  property,  for  reputation,  for  life,  if  the  sense 
of  religious  obligation  desert  the  oaths  which  are  the  instruments 
of  investigation  in  courts  of  justice  ?  And  let  us  with  caution 
indulge  the  supposition,  that  morality  can  be  maintained  with- 
out religion.  Whatever  may  be  conceded  to  the  influence  of 
refined  education  on  minds  of  peculiar  structure,  reason  and 
experience  both  forbid  us  to  expect  that  national  morality  can 
prevail  in  exclusion  of  religious  principles. 

It  is  substantially  true  that  virtue  or  morality  is  a  neces- 
sary spring  of  popular  Government.  The  rule,  indeed,  extends 
with  more  or  less  force  to  every  species  of  free  Government. 
Who,  that  is  a  sincere  friend  to  it,  can  look  with  indifference 
upon  attempts  to  shake  the  foundation  of  the  fabric  ? 

Promote,  then,  as  an  object  of  primary  importance,  institu- 
tions for  the  general  diffusion  of  knowledge.  In  proportion  as 
the  structure  of  a  Government  gives  force  to  public  opinion, 
it  is  essential  that  public  opinion  should  be  enlightened. 

As  a  very  important  source  of  strength  and  security,  cherish 
public  credit.  One  method  of  preserving  it  is  to  use  it  as  spar- 
ingly as  possible  ;  avoiding  occasions  of  expense  by  cultivating 
peace,  but  remembering  also  that  timely  disbursements  to  pre- 
pare for  danger,  frequently  prevent  much  greater  disburse- 
ments to  repel  it  ;  avoiding,  likewise,  tlie  accumulation  of  debt, 
not  only  by  shunning  occasions  of  expense,  but  by  vigonMis 
exertions  in  time  of  peace  to  discharge  the  debts  which  unavoid- 
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able  wars  may  have  occasioned  ;  not  ungenerously  throwing 
upon  posterity  the  burden  which  we  ourselves  ought  to  bear. 
The  execution  of  these  maxims  belongs  to  your  representa- 
tives, but  it  is  necessary  that  public  opinion  should  cooperate. 
To  facilitate  to  them  the  performance  of  their  duty,  it  is  essen- 
tial that  you  should  practically  bear  in  mind,  that  towards  the 
payment  of  debts  there  must  be  revenue  ;  that  to  have  revenue 
there  must  be  taxes  ;  that  no  taxes  can  be  devised,  which  are 
not  more  or  less  inconvenient  and  unpleasant ;  that  the  intrinsic 
embarrassment  inseparable  from  the  selection  of  the  proper 
objects  (which  is  always  a  choice  of  difficulties)  ought  to  be  a 
decisive  motive  for  a  candid  construction  of  the  conduct  of  the 
Government  in  making  it,  and  for  a  spirit  of  acquiescence  in 
the  measures  for  obtaining  revenue,  which  the  public  exigen- 
cies may  at  any  time  dictate. 

Observe  good  faith  and  justice  towards  all  nations  ;  culti- 
vate peace  and  harmony  with  all  ;  religion  and  morality  enjoin 
this  conduct ;  and  can  it  be  that  good  policy  does  not  equally 
enjoin  it?  It  will  be  worthy  of  a  free,  enlightened,  and,  at  no 
distant  period,  a  great  nation,  to  give  to  mankind  the  magnani- 
mous and  too  novel  example  of  a  people  always  guided  by  an 
exalted  justice  and  benevolence.  Who  can  doubt  that,  in  the 
course  of  time  and  things,  the  fruits  of  such  a  plan  would  richly 
repay  any  temporary  advantages  which  might  be  lost  by  a 
steady  adherence  to  it  ?  Can  it  be  that  Providence  has  not 
connected  the  permanent  felicity  of  a  nation  with  its  virtue  ? 
The  experiment,  at  least,  is  recommended  by  every  sentiment 
which  ennobles  human  nature.  Alas  !  is  it  rendered  impossible 
by  its  vices  ? 

In  the  execution  of  such  a  plan,  nothing  is  more  essential 
than  that  permanent  inveterate  antipathies  against  particular 
nations,  and  passionate  attachments  for  others,  should  be 
excluded  ;  and  that,  in  place  of  them,  just  and  amicable  feel- 
ings towards  all  should  be  cultivated.  Tlie  nation  wliich 
indulges  towards  another  an  habitual  hatred,  or  an  habitual 
fondness,  is,  in  some  degree,  a  slave.  It  is  a  slave  to  its  ani- 
mosity or  to  its  affection  ;  either  of  which  is  sufficient  to  lead 
it  astray  from  its  duty  and  its  interest.  Antipathy  in  one 
nation  against  another,  disposes  each  mere  readily  to  offer 
insult  and  injury,  to  lay  hold  of  slight  causes  of  umbrage,  and 
to  be  haughty  and  intractable,  when  accidental  or  trifling  occa- 
sions of  dispute  occur.     Hence  frequent  collisions,  obstinate, 
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envenomed,  and  bloody  contests.  The  nation,  prompted  by  ill 
will  and  resentment,  sometimes  impels  to  war  the  Government, 
contrary  to  the  best  calculations  of  policy.  The  Government 
sometimes  participates  in  the  national  propensity,  and  adopts, 
through  passion,  what  reason  would  reject ;  at  other  times  it 
makes  the  animosity  of  the  nation  subservient  to  projects  of 
hostility,  instigated  by  pride,  ambition,  and  other  sinister  and 
pernicious  motives.  The  peace  often,  sometimes  perhaps  the 
liberty,  of  nations  has  been  the  victim. 

So,  likewise,  a  passionate  attachment  of  one  nation  to  another 
produces  a  variety  of  evils.  Sympathy  for  the  favorite  nation, 
facilitating  the  illusion  of  an  imaginary  common  interest,  in 
cases  where  no  real  common  interest  exists,  and  infusing  into 
one  the  enmities  of  the  other,  betrays  the  former  into  a  partici- 
pation in  the  quarrels  and  wars  of  the  latter,  without  adequate 
inducement  or  justification.  It  leads  also  to  concessions  to  the 
favorite  nation  of  privileges  denied  to  others,  which  is  apt 
doubly  to  injure  the  nation  making  the  concessions ;  by  un- 
necessarily parting  with  what  ought  to  have  been  retained,  and 
by  exciting  jealousy,  ill  will,  and  a  disposition  to  retaliate,  in 
the  parties  from  whom  equal  privileges  are  withheld  ;  and  it 
gives  to  ambitious,  corrupted,  or  deluded  citizens  (who  devote 
themselves  to  the  favorite  nation)  facility  to  betray  or  sacrifice 
the  interest  of  their  own  countr}^  without  odium  ;  sometimes 
even  with  popularity ;  gliding  with  the  appearance  of  a  vir- 
tuous sense  of  obligation,  a  commendable  deference  for  public 
opinion,  or  a  laudable  zeal  for  public  good,  the  base  or  foolish 
compliances  of  ambition,  corruption,  or  infatuation. 

As  avenues  to  foreign  influence  in  innumerable  ways,  sucli 
attachments  are  particularly  alarming  to  the  truly  enlightened 
and  independent  patriot.  How  many  opportunities  do  they 
afford  to  tamper  with  domestic  factions,  to  practice  the  art  of 
seduction,  to  mislead  public  opinion,  to  influence  or  awe  the 
public  councils  !  Such  an  attachment  of  a  small  or  weak, 
towards  a  great  and  powerful  nation,  dooms  the  former  to  be 
the  satellite  of  the  latter. 

Against  the  insidious  wiles  of  foreign  influence  (I  conjure 
you  to  believe  me,  fellow-citizens)  the  jealousy  of  a  free  people 
ought  to  be  constantly  awake  ;  since  history  and  experience 
prove  that  foreign  influence  is  one  of  the  most  baneful  foes 
of  republican  Government.  But  that  jealousy,  to  be  useful, 
must  bo  iiuDartial;  else  it  becomes  the  instrument  of  the  very 
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influence  to  be  avoided,  instead  of  a  defense  against  it.  Ex- 
cessive partiality  for  one  foreign  nation,  and  excessive  dislike 
for  another,  cause  those  whom  they  actuate  to  see  danger  only 
on  one  side,  and  serve  to  veil,  and  even  second,  the  arts  of 
influence  on  the  other.  Real  patriots,  who  may  resist  the  in- 
trigues of  the  favorite,  are  liable  to  become  suspected  and 
odious  ;  while  its  tools  and  dupes  usurp  the  applause  and  con- 
fidence of  the  people,  to  surrender  their  interests. 

The  great  rule  of  conduct  for  us,  in  regard  to  foreign  nations, 
is,  in  extending  our  commercial  relations,  to  have  with  them  as 
little  political  connection  as  possible.  So  far  as  we  have  already 
formed  engagements,  let  them  be  fulfilled  with  perfect  good 
faith.     Here  let  us  stop. 

Europe  has  ?•  set  of  primary  interests,  which  to  us  have 
none,  or  a  very  remote  relation.  Hence  she  must  be  engaged 
in  frequent  controversies,  the  causes  of  which  are  essentially 
foreign  to  our  concerns.  Hence,  therefore,  it  must  be  unwise 
in  us  to  implicate  ourselves,  by  artificial  ties,  in  the  ordinary 
vicissitudes  of  her  politics,  or  the  ordinary  combinations  and 
collisions  of  her  friendships  or  enmities. 

Our  detached  and  distant  situation  invites  and  enables  us 
to  pursue  a  different  course.  H  we  remain  one  people,  under 
an  efficient  Government,  the  period  is  not  far  off  when  we  may 
defy  material  injury  from  external  annoyance  ;  when  we  may 
take  such  an  attitude  as  will  cause  the  neutrality  we  may  at 
any  time  resolve  upon,  to  be  scrupulously  respected ;  when 
belligerent  nations,  under  the  impossibility  of  making  acquisi- 
tions upon  us,  will  not  lightly  hazard  the  giving  us  provoca- 
tion ;  when  we  may  choose  peace  or  war,  as  our  interest,  guided 
by  justice,  shall  counsel. 

Why  forego  the  advantages  of  so  peculiar  a  situation? 
Why  quit  our  own  to  stand  upon  foreign  ground  ?  Why,  by 
interweaving  our  destiny  with  that  of  any  part  of  Europe, 
entangle  our  peace  and  prosperity  in  tho  toils  of  European 
ambition,  rivalship,  interest,  humor,  or  caprice  ? 

It  is  our  true  policy  to  steer  clear  of  permanent  alliances 
with  any  portion  of  the  foreign  world ;  so  far,  I  mean,  as  we 
are  now  at  liberty  to  do  it ;  for  let  me  not  be  understood  as 
capable  of  patronizing  infidelity  to  existing  engagements.  I 
hold  the  maxim  no  less  applicable  to  public  than  to  private 
affairs,  that  honesty  is  always  the  best  policy.  I  repeat  it, 
therefore,  let  those  engagements  be  observed  in  their  genuine 


FAREWELL  ADDRESS  OF  GEORGE  WASHINGTON.      6061 

sense.  But,  in  my  opinion,  it  is  unnecessary,  and  would  be 
unwise,  to  extend  them. 

Taking  care  always  to  keep  ourselves,  by  suitable  establish- 
ments, on  a  respectable  defensive  posture,  we  may  safely  trust 
to  temporary  alliances  for  extraordinary  emergencies. 

Harmony,  and  a  liberal  intercourse  with  all  nations,  are 
recommended  by  policy,  humanity,  and  interest.  But  even 
our  commercial  policy  should  hold  an  equal  and  impartial  hand; 
neither  seeking  nor  granting  exclusive  favors  or  preferences ; 
consulting  the  natural  course  of  things ;  diffusing  and  diversi- 
fying, b}'^  gentle  means,  the  streams  of  commerce,  b'lt  forcing 
nothing ;  establishing,  with  powers  so  disposed,  in  order  to 
give  trade  a  stable  course,  to  define  the  rights  of  our  mer- 
chants, and  to  enable  the  Government  to  support  them,  conven- 
tional rules  of  intercourse,  the  best  that  present  circumstances 
and  mutual  opinions  will  permit,  but  temporary,  and  liable  to 
be,  from  time  to  time,  abandoned  or  varied,  as  experience  and 
circumstances  shall  dictate ;  constantly  keeping  in  view,  that 
it  is  folly  in  one  nation  to  look  for  disinterested  favors  from 
another  ;  that  it  must  pay,  with  a  portion  of  its  independence, 
for  whatever  it  may  accept  under  that  character ;  that  by  such 
acceptance  it  may  place  itself  in  the  condition  of  having  given 
equivalents  for  nominal  favors,  and  yet  of  being  reproached 
with  ingratitude  for  not  giving  more.  There  can  be  no  greater 
error  than  to  expect,  or  calculate  upon,  real  favors  from  nation 
to  nation.  It  is  an  illusion  which  experience  must  cure,  which 
a  just  pride  ought  to  discard. 

In  offering  to  you,  my  countrymen,  these  counsels  of  an  old 
and  affectionate  friend,  I  dare  not  hope  they  will  make  the 
strong  and  lasting  impression  I  could  wish;  that  they  will 
control  the  usual  current  of  the  passions,  or  prevent  our  nation 
from  running  the  course  which  has  hitherto  marked  the  destiny 
of  nations ;  but  if  I  may  even  flatter  myself  that  they  may  be 
productive  of  some  partial  benefit,  some  occasional  good  ;  that 
they  may  now  and  then  recur  to  moderate  the  fury  of  party 
spirit,  to  warn  against  the  mischiefs  of  foreign  intrigues,  to 
guard  against  the  impostures  of  pretended  patriotism ;  this 
hope  will  be  a  full  recompense  for  the  solicitude  for  your  wel- 
fare by  which  they  have  been  dictated. 

How  far,  in  the  discharge  of  my  official  duties,  I  have  been 
guided  by  the  principles  which  have  been  delineated,  the  pub- 
lic records,  and  other  evidences  of  my  conduct,  must  witness 


6962      FAREWELL   ADDRESS  OF  GEORGE  WASHINGTON. 

to  you  and  the  world.  To  myself,  the  assurance  of  my  own 
conscience  is,  that  I  have  at  least  believed  myself  to  be  guided 
by  them. 

In  relation  to  the  still  subsisting  war  in  Europe,  my  procla- 
mation of  the  22d  of  April,  1793,  is  the  index  to  my  plan. 
Sanctioned  by  your  approving  voice,  and  by  that  of  your 
Representatives  in  both  Houses  of  Congress,  the  spirit  of  that 
measure  has  continually  governed  me,  uninfluenced  by  any 
attempts  to  deter  or  divert  me  from  it. 

After  deliberate  examination,  with  the  aid  of  the  best  lights 
I  could  obtain,  I  was  well  satisfied  that  our  country,  under  all 
the  circumstances  of  the  case,  had  a  right  to  take,  and  was 
bound  in  duty  and  interest  to  take,  a  neutral  position.  Hav- 
ing taken  it  I  determined,  as  far  as  should  depend  upon  me,  to 
maintain  it  with  moderation,  perseverance,  and  firmness. 

The  considerations  which  respect  the  right  to  hold  this  con- 
duct, it  is  not  necessary  on  this  occasion  to  detail.  I  will  only 
observe,  that,  according  to  my  understanding  of  the  matter, 
that  right,  so  far  from  being  denied  by  any  of  the  belligerent 
powers,  has  been  virtually  admitted  by  all. 

The  duty  of  holding  a  neutral  conduct  may  be  inferred, 
without  anything  more,  from  the  obligation  which  justice  and 
humanity  impose  on  every  nation,  in  cases  in  which  it  is  free 
to  act,  to  maintain  inviolate  the  relations  of  peace  and  amity 
towards  other  nations. 

The  inducements  of  interest,  for  observing  that  conduct, 
will  best  be  referred  to  your  OAvn  reflections  and  experience. 
With  me,  a  predominant  motive  has  been  to  endeavor  to  gain 
time  to  our  country  to  settle  and  mature  its  yet  recent  institu- 
tions, and  to  progress,  without  interruption,  to  that  degree  of 
strength  and  consistency  which  is  necessary  to  give  it,  humanly 
speaking,  the  command  of  its  own  fortunes. 

Though  in  reviewing  the  incidents  of  my  administration,  I 
am  unconscious  of  intentional  error,  I  am,  nevertheless,  too 
sensible  of  my  defects  not  to  think  it  probable  that  I  may  have 
committed  many  errors.  Whatever  they  may  be,  I  fervently 
beseech  the  Almighty  to  avert  or  mitigate  the  evils  to  which 
they  may  tend.  I  shall  also  carry  with  me  the  hope,  that  my 
country  will  never  cease  to  vie\^  them  with  indulgence ;  and  that, 
after  forty -five  years  of  my  life  dedicated  to  its  service  with  an 
upright  zeal,  the  faults  of  incompetent  abilities  will  be  consigned 
to  oblivion,  as  myself  must  soon  be  to  the  mansions  of  rest. 
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Relying  on  its  kindness  in  this,  as  in  other  things,  and  actu- 
ated by  that  fervent  love  towards  it  which  is  so  natural  to  a 
man  who  views  in  it  the  native  soil  of  himself  and  liis  progeni- 
tors for  several  generations,  I  anticipate,  mth  pleasing  expecta- 
tion, that  retreat  in  which  I  promise  myself  to  realize,  without 
alloy,  the  sweet  enjoyment  of  partaking,  in  the  midst  of  my 
fellow-citizens,  the  benign  influence  of  good  laws  under  a  free 
Government  —  the  ever  favorite  object  of  my  heart  —  and  tlic 
happy  reward,   as  I  trust,   of   our  mutual  cares,  labors,  and 

dangers. 

Geokge  Washington. 

United  States,  17th  September,  1796. 


THE  CHARACTER   OF  WASHINGTON. 

By  THOMAS  JEFFERSON. 

I  THINK  I  knew  General  Washington  intimately  and  thor- 
oughly, and  were  I  called  on  to  delineate  his  character,  it  should 
be  in  terms  like  these  :  — 

His  mind  was  great  dnd  powerful,  without  being  of  the 
very  first  order,  his  penetration  strong,  though  not  so  acute  as 
that  of  a  Newton,  Bacon,  or  Locke ;  and  as  far  as  he  saw,  no 
judgment  was  ever  sounder.  It  was  slow  in  operation,  being 
little  aided  by  invention  or  imagination,  but  sure  in  conclusion. 
Hence  the  common  remark  of  his  officers,  of  the  advantage  he 
derived  from  councils  of  war,  where,  hearing  all  suggestions, 
he  selected  whatever  was  best ;  and  certainly  no  general  ever 
planned  his  battles  more  judiciously.  But  if  deranged  during 
the  course  of  the  action,  if  any  member  of  his  plan  was  dislo- 
cated by  sudden  circumstances,  he  was  slow  in  rciidjustment. 
The  consequence  was,  that  he  often  failed  in  tlie  lield,  and 
rarely  against  an  enemy  in  station,  as  at  Boston  and  New  York. 
He  was  incapable  of  fear,  meeting  personal  dangers  with  tlie 
calmest  unconcern.  Perhaps  the  strongest  feature  in  his  char- 
acter was  prudence  ;  never  acting  until  every  circumstance, 
every  consideration,  was  maturely  weighed;  refraining  if  lio 
saw  a  doubt,  but,  wiien  once  decided,  going  through  with  his 
purpose,  whatever  obstacles  opposed.  His  integrity  was  most 
pure,  his  justice  the  most  inflexible  I  have  ever  known,  no  mo- 
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tives  of  interest  or  consanguinity,  of  friendship  or  hatred,  being 
able  to  bias  his  decision.  He  was,  indeed,  in  every  sense  of  the 
words,  a  wise,  a  good,  a,nd  a  great  man.  His  temper  was  natu- 
rally irritable  and  high-toned;  but  reflection  and  resolution  had 
obtained  a  firm  and  habitual  ascendency  over  it.  If  ever,  how- 
ever, it  broke  its  bounds,  he  was  most  tremendous  in  his  wrath. 
In  his  expenses  he  was  honorable,  but  exact;  liberal  in  contribu- 
tion to  whatever  promised  utility,  but  frowning  and  unyielding 
on  all  visionary  projects  and  all  unworthy  calls  on  his  cliarity. 
His  heart  was  not  warm  in  its  affections ;  but  he  exactly  cal- 
culated every  man's  value,  and  gave  him  a  solid  esteem  pro- 
portioned to  it.  His  person,  you  know,  was  fine,  his  stature 
exactly  what  one  could  wish,  his  deportment  easy,  erect,  and 
noble ;  the  best  horseman  of  his  age,  and  the  most  graceful 
figure  that  could  be  seen  on  horseback.  Although  in  the  circle 
of  his  friends,  where  he  might  be  unreserved  with  safety,  he 
took  a  free  share  in  conversation,  his  colloquial  talents  were 
not  above  mediocrity,  possessing  neither  copiousness  of  ideas 
nor  fluency  of  words.  In  public,  when  called  on  for  a  sud- 
den opinion,  he  was  unready,  short,  and  embarrassed.  Yet  he 
wrote  readily,  rather  diffusely,  in  an  easy  and  correct  style. 
This  he  had  acquired  by  conversation  with  the  world,  for  his 
education  was  merely  reading,  writing,  and  common  arithmetic, 
to  which  he  added  surveying  at  a  later  day.  His  time  was 
employed  in  action  chiefly,  reading  little,  and  that  only  in 
agriculture  and  English  history.  His  correspondence  became 
necessarily  extensive,  and,  with  journalizing  his  agricultural 
proceedings,  occupied  most  of  his  leisure  hours  within  doors. 
On  the  whole,  his  character  was,  in  its  mass,  perfect,  in  noth- 
ing bad,  in  few  points  indifferent ;  and  it  may  truly  be  said 
that  never  did  nature  and  fortune  combine  more  perfectly  to 
make  a  man  great,  and  to  place  him  in  the  same  constellation 
with  whatever  worthies  have  merited  from  man  an  everlastingr 
remembrance.  For  his  was  the  singular  destiny  and  merit,  of 
leading  the  armies  of  his  country  successfully  through  an  ardu- 
ous war  for  the  establishment  of  its  independence  ;  of  conduct- 
ing its  councils  through  the  birth  of  a  government,  new  in  its 
forms  and  principles,  until  it  had  settled  down  into  a  quiet  and 
orderly  train  ;  and  of  scrupulously  obeying  the  laws  through 
the  whole  of  his  career,  civil  and  military,  of  which  the  history 
of  the  world  furnishes  no  other  example. 
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FROM   "THE   GREEN   MOUNTAIN   BOYS." 

By  DANIEL  P.  THOMPSON. 

[Daniel  Pierce  Thompson,  an  American  novelist,  was  born  in  Charlcstown, 
Mass.,  October  1,  1795  ;  died  in  Montpelier,  Vt.,  June  6,  1868.  He  graduated  at 
Middlebury  College  (1820),  was  admitted  to  the  bar  (1823),  and  held  several 
high  legal  offices.  In  1853  he  was  Secretary  of  State.  His  novels  and  short 
stories,  chietiy  illustrative  of  Vermont  life  and  Revolutionary  history,  include : 
"  The  Green  Mountain  Boys,"  "  Locke  Amsden,"  "The  Rangers,"  "  Tales  of  the 
Green  Mountains,"  "  Gant  Gurley,"  "  Centeola,"  and  other  tales.] 

It  seems  to  be  universally  conceded  that  the  first  settlers 
of  Vermont  were  men  of  an  iron  mold  and  of  an  indomitable 
spirit.  And  it  is  no  less  true,  we  apprehend,  that  with  corpo- 
real frames  unusually  large  and  muscular,  and  constitutions 
peculiarly  robust  and  enduring,  they  possessed,  also,  intelli- 
gence and  mental  energies  which,  considering  what  might  natu- 
rally be  expected  of  men  of  their  condition  in  life,  and  their 
situation  in  a  wilderness,  affording  none  of  the  ordinary  means 
of  intellectual  culture,  were  equally  remarkable.  The  proof  of 
these  assertions  is  to  be  abundantly  found,  we  think,  in  the 
unequaled  stand  taken  by  them  for  their  rights  in  their  memo- 
rable controversy  with  New  York,  and  in  the  multiplied  docu- 
ments that  grew  out  of  it  in  the  shape  of  resolves  and  decrees 
of  conventions,  addresses  to  the  people,  memorials  and  remon- 
strances to  the  governor  of  that  province,  and  to  the  British 
throne  itself,  all  drawn  up  with  great  clearness  and  cogency  of 
reasoning,  and  evincing  a  knowledge  of  natural  and  constitu- 
tional rights  in  a  people  among  whom  law,  as  a  profession,  was 
then  entirely  unknown,  which  are  generally  to  be  found  only  in 
the  courts  and  councils  of  old  and  highly  civilized  countries. 
And  even  were  tliese  testimonials  to  their  character  wholly 
wanting,  ample  evidence  that  they  were  a  generation  of  no 
ordinary  men  may  still  be  seen  in  the  scattered  remnant  of  tliis 
noble  band  of  heroes  yet  lingering  among  us,  like  th^  few  and 
aged  pines  on  their  evergreen  mountains,  and,  though  now 
bowed  down  by  the  weight  of  nearly  a  century  of  years,  exhib- 
iting frames  which  would  almost  seem  to  indicate  them  as  men 
belonging  to  another  race,  and  which  are  still  animated  by  the 
light  of  wisdom  and  intelligence  and  warmed  by  the  unconquer- 
able spirit  of  freedom  yet  burning  unwasted  within  them. 

Those  who  have  treated  on  this  subject,  when  alluding  to 
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the  facts  we  have  stated,  have  generally  coupled  them  with 
observations  upon  the  invigorating  effects  of  mountain  air, 
etc.,  leaving  us  to  infer  that  these  peculiarities  of  the  early 
settlers  were  attributable  only  to  such  causes.  It  is,  indeed, 
doubtless  the  case,  that  the  wild  scenery  and  the  pure,  elastic 
air  of  mountainous  countries  are  the  most  favorable,  under  the 
same  degree  of  culture,  to  the  formation  of  the  highest  grade 
of  physical  as  well  as  moral  and  intellectual  character — impart- 
ing, in  the  one  instance,  that  health  and  peculiar  vigor  which 
brings  the  human  system  to  all  the  perfection  that  it  is  capable  of 
attaining,  and,  in  the  other,  engendering,  with  firmness  of  nerves 
and  firmness  of  purpose,  the  usual  attendants  of  great  bodily  pow- 
ers, a  healthy  and  high-toned  imagination  and  those  lofty  aspi- 
rations thab  exalt  the  character  and  prompt  to  great  and  noble 
actions.  But  whatever  influence  the  peculiar  climate  and  scenery 
of  this  Switzerland  of  America,  as  Vermont  may,  perhaps,  be  ap- 
propriately termed,  may  have  had,  in  this  respect,  on  the  descend- 
ants of  these  hardy  settlers,  little  of  this  influence,  probably, 
would  have  been  perceptible  on  the  settlers  themselves  ;  they, 
it  must  be  recollected,  were  not  natives  of  these  mountains, 
but  recent  emigrants  from  other  New  England  colonies.  And 
whatever  peculiarities  they  possessed  must  mainly  have  origi- 
nated in  other  causes  —  from  the  very  nature  of  the  enter- 
prise, probably,  which  brought  them  together,  that  of  settling  a 
wild  and  rough  frontier  country,  known  to  be  attended  by  a 
thousand  difliculties  and  hardships  and  beset  by  a  thousand 
dangers,  in  which  men  of  ordinary  stamina  would  never  think 
of  engaging.  They,  indeed,  may  be  looked  upon  in  the  light 
of  picked  men,  or  more  rightly,  perhaps,  in  that  of  volunteers, 
stepping  boldly  and  confidently  forth  for  some  extraordinary 
enterprise,  of  which  the  hazard  and  difficulty  are  so  great  that 
nothing  but  an  uncommon  union  of  courage  and  strength  can 
accomplish  it,  and  of  which  the  success,  or  even  the  attempt,  it 
may  be,  furnishes  the  best  evidence  of  these  qualities  in  those 
who  voluntarily  enlist  in  the  undertaking.  And  as  regards  the 
intelligence  and  mental  character  of  these  settlers,  their  educa- 
tions were  generally  equal  to  those  usually  received  among  the 
better  classes  of  the  old  settlements  where  they  were  obtained, 
and  superior,  probably,  to  what  the  same  were  able  to  furnish 
to  their  immediate  descendants.  And  this  fact,  together  with 
the  emergencies  which  not  only  called  all  the  energies  of  their 
minds  into  action,  but  constantly  improved  them,  and  enlarged 
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their  information  by  the  investigations  they  were  induced  to 
make  for  the  successful  prosecution  of  their  cause  in  the  New 
York  controversy,  will  sufficiently  account  for  their  intellectual 
superiority  over  the  ordinary  settlers  of  other  new  countries. 

With  these  observations,  here  thrown  in  by  way  of  showing 
our  warrant  for  many  of  the  descriptions  of  character  which  we 
have  introduced,  and  which  we  thought  it  not  impossible  might 
otherwise  subject  us  to  the  charge  of  indulging  in  improbabili- 
ties, we  will  now  proceed  with  the  incidents  of  our  story. 

The  morning  of  the  9th  of  May  broke  brightly  upon  the 
encampment  of  our  troops  at  Castleton,  disclosing  to  the  view, 
now  for  the  first  time,  an  organized  band  of  about  three  hun- 
dred as  brave  and  hardy  rnen  as  ever  assembled  for  deeds  of 
daring  and  danger.  Of  this  number  more  than  three  fourths 
were  Green  Mountain  Boys.  The  remainder  were  men  col- 
lected from  the  nearest  parts  of  Massachusetts  and  Connecti- 
cut, and  led  on  by  several  enterprising  militia  officers  of  these 
colonies,  who  had  actively  cooperated  in  getting  up  the  expe- 
dition. A  council  had  been  held  the  night  previous,  for  the 
purpose  of  organizing  these  united  forces,  which  had  been 
dropping  in  irregularly  through  the  day  and  a  greater  part  of 
the  night,  and  also  for  making  all  other  necessary  arrange- 
ments to  march  for  their  destination  the  following  morning. 
At  this  council  Ethan  Allen  had  been  unanimously  appointed 
the  commander  in  chief  of  the  expedition.  Colonel  Easton, 
one  of  the  Massachusetts  officers,  was  placed  second  in  com- 
mand. And  the  third  grade  was  assigned  to  Warrington  ; 
while  Selden,  in  making  the  subordinate  appointments,  was 
raised  to  the  post  of  captain  to  supply  the  place  left  vacant 
by  the  promotion  of  his  superior.  Even  our  friend  Pete  Jones, 
though  now  absent,  was  not  forgotten  in  the  distribution  of 
honors,  but  named  to  take  charge  of  the  scouts,  provided  he 
joined  the  expedition.  All  these  arrangements  liaving  been 
made  the  night  before,  as  just  stated,  the  troops  by  sunrise 
had  breakfasted,  and  were  now  under  arms  and  undergoing  a 
review  preparatory  to  marching.  All  were  in  high  spirits  and 
animated  at  the  thought  of  being  immediately  led  to  the  im- 
portant object  of  their  enterprise.  Their  gallant  leader,  now 
dressed  and  equipped  in  a  manner  appropriate  to  his  rank,  and 
mounted  on  his  own  noble  cliarger,  was  riding  proudly  along 
their  imposing  front  —  now  pausing  to  give  some  directions  to 
an  oihcer,  now  to  inspect  the  equipments  of  a  company,  and 
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now  backing  his  curveting  steed  to  take  a  view  of  the  whole  ; 
while  his  towering  form  seemed  to  dilate,  and  rise  still  higher 
to  the  view,  his  bosom  heave  with  pride,  and  his  eyes  glisten 
with  delight,  as  they  ran  along  the  lines  of  his  stout  and  broad- 
chested  Green  Mountain  Boys,  and  read  in  their  hardy  features, 
lit  up  with  enthusiasm,  and  eagerness  for  action  in  a  cause 
which  every  man  had  made  his  own,  the  same  high  resolves, 
the  same  burning  desires  to  signalize  themselves,  that  animated 
his  own  bosom. 

At  this  moment  a  stranger,  who,  with  a  single  attendant  in 
the  capacity  of  a  servant,  had  but  a  short  time  before  arrived, 
came  on  to  the  ground  and  took  a  conspicuous  stand  in  front  of 
the  troops.  He  was  ^f  about  the  middle  age,  stout,  well  made, 
and  handsomely  featured,  while  a  Roman  nose,  a  thin,  curling  lip, 
and  a  black,  flashing  eye,  with  the  peculiarly  contemptuous  and 
even  sinister  expression  and  reckless  air  which  tliey  combined 
to  give  his  countenance,  denoted  no  ordinary  degree  of  self- 
esteem  and  a  fiery  and  impetuous  disposition.  He  was  richly 
and  fashionably  dressed,  and  wore  a  sword,  epaulet,  and  other 
insignia  usually  worn  by  field  officers  of  the  times. 

"  Captain  Blagden,"  said  Selden,  turning  to  a  Connecticut 
officer  near  him,  and  pointing  to  the  stranger  just  described, 
"  can  you  inform  me  who  that  proud  and  scornful-looking  fellow 
yonder  may  be?  He  belongs  not  to  us  of  the  Green  Mountains ; 
nor  does  he  appear  to  have  any  connection  with  the  troops  from 
Massachusetts,  or  with  those  from  your  own  colony ;  and  yet 
his  demeanor  and  showy  military  appendages  would  lead  one 
to  suppose  that  he  came  here  to  take  command  of  the  whole 
of  us." 

"  I  have  been  looking  at  the  man  myself,"  replied  the  person 
addressed,  "and,  though  not  quite  certain,  yet  I  believe  I  know 
him.  I  think  he  must  be  one  whom  I  well  knew  when  we  were 
boys,  and  of  whose  singular  career  I  have  since  been  often  in- 
formed. And,  if  my  conjectures  are  right,  his  name  is  Arnold, 
Benedict  Arnold  of  New  Haven." 

"  But  what  do  you  imagine  has  brought  him  here  with  these 
apparent  assumptions  ?  " 

"  Well,  now  I  bethink  me,  sir,  I  remember  that  the  day  I 
left  hom.e  a  townsman  of  mine,  who  had  just  returned  from  New 
Haven,  reported  that,  when  the  news  of  the  battle  of  Lexington 
arrived  at  that  place.  Captain  Arnold,  who  is  the  commander  of 
an  independent  company  there,  started  with  several  other  mill- 
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tary  men  posthaste  for  the  scene  of  action.  And  as  he  is  said 
to  be  a  good  officer,  having  been  a  soldier  in  the  army  (into 
which  he  ran  away  and  enlisted  in  his  youth),  I  sliould  not  be 
surprised  to  learn  that  he  had  received  a  commission  from  the 
Massachusetts  Committee  of  Safety.  And,  further,  as  he  was 
stationed,  while  a  boy  soldier,  at  Ticonderoga,  and  knows, 
doubtless,  considerable  of  its  situation,  I  will  hazard  a  bottle 
with  you,  Captain  Selden,  that  he  has  craved  and  obtained  per- 
mission of  that  committee  to  take  charge  of  the  troops  which 
they  probably  heard  were  collecting  for  this  expedition." 

"  Aha  !  Colonel  Allen,  I  imagine,  will  have  a  word  to  say 
to  that  bargain.  It  would  fairly  break  his  heart  to  be  deprived 
of  the  chance  of  receiving  the  first  charge  of  grape  or  canister 
that  shall  salute  us  from  the  wide-mouthed  war  dogs  of  Old  Ti. 
And  if  your  surmises  are  correct,  a  collision,  I  fear,  is  unavoid- 
able unless  J\[r.  Arnold  should,  as  I  think  he  certainly  ought, 
waive  his  pretensions  to  the  command." 

"  A  collision  it  will  be,  then  ;  for  Arnold,  it  is  said,  was 
never  yet  known  to  yield  to  anything  when  his  purposes  were 
fixed.  A  more  reckless  dare-devil,  I  suppose,  never  trod  the 
footstool.  Why,  sir,  when  we  were  but  boys,  I  have  known 
him  spring  upon  a  large  water  wheel  in  full  motion,  grasp  one 
of  its  arms,  with  his  head  toward  the  circumference,  and  there 
remain  till  he  had  been  dashed  through  the  backwater  beneath 
during  forty  revolutions  !  I  have  known  him,  single-handed, 
seize  and  overcome  a  mad  ox,  which  had  broken  away  from  and 
nearly  killed  a  dozen  men.  One  or  more  duels  he  has  fought 
abroad  ;  while  scores  of  bullies  have  been  cudgeled  and  con- 
quered by  him  about  home.  Indeed,  if  one  half  that  is  told  of 
him  is  true,  the  wild  bulls  of  Bashan  had  not  a  spirit  more 
untamable,  nor  scarcely  more  bodily  strength  to  back  it." 

"All  that  may  be,  sir,  but  those  who  know  Ethan  Allen  will 
laugh  at  the  very  idea  of  there  being  found  a  man  in  New  Eng- 
land who  can  outdo  him  in  feats  of  either  strength  or  courage. 
And  when  they  tell  you,  as  they  truly  may,  that  they  have  seen 
him  bite  off  the  heads  of  board  nails  by  dozens,  seize  by  his 
teeth  and  throw  over  his  head  bugs  containing  each  a  bushel  of 
salt,  as  fast  as  two  men  could  bring  them  round  to  him  ;  grasp 
two  opponents  who  had  beset  him,  one  in  each  hand,  and,  lift- 
ing them  clear  off  the  ground,  IkjUI  them  out  at  arm's  length 
and  beat  them  together  till  they  cried  for  mercy  ;  engage  alone 
77ith  a  York  sheriff  and  his  po.s.se  of  six  common  men,  rout  tho 
10 
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whole,  and  leave  tliera  sprawling  on  the  ground,  you  will  prob- 
ably allow  that  such  a  man  will  not  be  very  likely  to  succumb 
to  your  hero.  Let  this  Arnold  but  offer  to  assume  the  com- 
mand, and,  unless  I  am  sadly  mistaken,  you  will  see  what  kind 
of  stuff  our  old  Green  Mountain  lion  is  made  of.  But  see  ! 
the  fellow  is  beckoning  the  officers  to  approach  him.  Let  us 
move  up  to  the  spot  and  hear  what  he  has  to  offer  on  the 
occasion." 

Understanding  and  heeding  the  intiliiation  of  the  stranger 
officer,  who  was,  indeed,  no  other  than  Benedict  Arnold,  after- 
ward so  infamously  conspicuous  in  the  annals  of  our  revolution, 
most  of  the  officers,  including  Allen,  who  had  dismounted  for 
the  purpose,  immediately  advanced  and  formed  an  irregular 
line  before  him. 

"Gentlemen,"  said  he,  with  a  perfectly  assured  and  confi- 
dent air,  after  waiting  till  all  had  approached  and  assumed  a 
listening  attitude,  "  I  am  personally  unknown,  I  presume,  to 
most,  or  all  of  you,  but  having  been  clothed  with  the  proper 
authority,  and  directed  to  proceed  to  this  place  for  the  purpose, 
1  have  the  honor  to  announce  myself  to  you  as  the  commander 
of  this  expedition  ;  consequently,  it  is  now  my  duty  to  take 
charge  of  these  troops." 

"  Sir,"  said  Allen,  taking  a  step  in  advance  of  his  fellow- 
officers,  placing  his  arms  akimbo,  and  turning  up  his  ear,  as  if 
the  better  to  catch  the  words  of  the  speaker,  whom  he  eyed 
askance  with  a  look  of  queerly  blended  doubt  and  scorn  :  "  Sir, 
did  I  hear  aright  ?  Did  you  say  that  you  thought  it  your  duty 
to  take  charge  of  these  troops  ?  " 

"  I  did,  sir,  and  still  so  consider  it,"  replied  Arnold,  rather 
restively. 

"  Do  you,  indeed,  sir,"  rejoined  Allen,  with  a  look  of  cool 
derision.  "  Then  it  was  altogether  a  mistake  of  mine  in  sup- 
posing that  the  reverse  of  your  proposition  would  have  made 
out  a  more  probable  case  ?  " 

"  I  know  not  what  you  mean,"  said  Arnold,  his  voice  trem- 
bling with  stifled  anger  at  the  biting  significance  of  the  other's 
remark.  "  You  may  learn,  however,  that  I  am  not  a  person  to 
be  trifled  with,  sir." 

"  Well,  I  can't  pretend  to  say  what  or  who  you  are  not," 
replied  Allen,  waxing  warm, .  and  giving  token  of  a  direct 
onset,  "  but  I  should  like  to  know  who  the  devil  you  are  that 
come  here  from  another   colony  to  take  the  control   of  men 
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who  now  own  allegiance  to  no  power  short  of  that  of  the  God 
of  heaven  ?  " 

"  My  name  is  Arnold,"  replied  the  other,  biting  his  lips  in 
suppressed  rage,  "  and  I  hold  a  commission  of  colonel,  with  the 
orders  I  named,  from  the  Massachusetts  Committee  of  Safety. 
•There  !  examine  it  for  yourselves !  "  he  added,  pulling  out  a 
parchment  and  disdainfully  hurling  it  at  their  feet. 

The  roll  was  instantly  picked  up  and  attentively  examined 
by  several  of  the  officers,  while  Arnold  stood  aloof  in  con- 
temptuous silence,  scarcely  deigning  to  bestow  a  glance  on  the 
company  thus  engaged.  It  indeed  proved,  as  he  had  stated,  a 
colonel's  commission  from  the  source  above  mentioned,  inclos- 
ing another  document  signed  by  the  same  Connnittec,  author- 
izing Arnold  to  raise  troops  in  Massachusetts  or  elsewhere,  to 
the  number  of  four  hundred,  and  march  them  for  the  reduction 
of  Ticonderoga. 

"  Now,  sir,  where  is  your  commission  ?  I  should  like  to  see 
it  in  turn,"  said  Arnold,  addressing  Allen,  and  advancing 
with  an  air  of  triumph,  as  soon  as  the  examination  of  liis  cre- 
dentials, which  he  supposed  must  silence  all  further  question 
of  the  right  he  had  assumed,  was  completed. 

"  My  commission  ?  "  promptly  replied  Allen,  by  no  means 
disturbed  by  this  unexj)ected  demand,  though  in  fact  he  h;ul 
no  paper  commission  to  show,  as  the  council  appointing  him 
had  not  deemed  such  an  instrument  essential ;  "  where  is  my 
commission,  do  you  ask  ?  There,  sir  !  "  he  continued,  point- 
ing to  his  troops,  who,  understanding  Arnold's  claim  to  take 
command  of  them,  already  began  to  exhibit  visible  tokens  of 
displeasure  at  the  thought  of  having  their  idolized  leader 
superseded  by  a  stranger,  "  there,  sir,  it  is,  engraven  on  the 
Iiearts  of  these  two  hundred  and  thirty  Green  Mountain  Boys  ! 
'j'race  it  out  there  for  yourself  !  Read  it  in  their  eyes,  in  every 
lineament  of  their  countenances  !  And  if  that  is  not  enough 
for  you,  then  ask  them  whether  Ethan  Allen,  wlio  is  getting 
gray  in  their  service,  is  to  be  thrust  aside  for  a  commander 
wliom  they  have  never  before  seen  ?  " 

"Never!  no,  never!"  fiercely  burst  from  a  hundred  lips 
along  the  lines,  wliile  many  indignantly  threw  down  their  arms, 
and  all,  either  by  word,  look,  or  gesture,  gave  unecpiivocal 
indication  of  their  determination  to  allov/  no  man  to  usurp  the 
place  of  their  chosen  leader. 

The  countenance  of  Arnold,  with  all  his  assurance,  instantly 
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fell  at  so  decided  and  to  him  so  unexpected  a  manifestation  of 
the  disposition  of  the  troops  ;  and  he  bit  his  lips  in  vexation 
and  mortified  pride  at  his  defeat. 

At  this  crisis  of  the  affair  Warrington,  fearing  in  common 
with  the  other  officers  that  the  altercation  might  prove  ruinous 
to  the  enterprise,  stepped  forward  and  interposed.  He  first 
respectfully,  and  in  a  manner  calculated  to  soothe  the  irritated 
feelings  of  Arnold,  set  forth  the  doubtfulness  of  his  right,  even 
under  the  instructions  and  commission  he  had  received,  to  as- 
sume the  command  of  troops  who  had  not  been  enhsted  by  him, 
but  who  had  volunteered  without  any  knowledge  of  him  or  his 
instructions,  and  with  the  implied  condition  that  they  should 
be  left  to  the  choice  of  their  own  leaders.  He  then  appealed 
to  him  as  a  gentleman,  a  patriot,  and  friend  to  the  common 
cause,  whether  he  would  do  well  to  insist  on  his  claim,  since 
doing  so,  as  he  must  see,  would  prove  destructive  of  their  ex- 
pedition. This  courteous  and  well-timed  appeal,  which  opened 
a  door  by  which  Arnold  might  honorably  retreat  from  his  awk- 
ward position,  seemed  to  produce  on  his  mind  an  instantaneous 
effect.  The  dark  and  angry  frown  which  had  settled  on  his 
countenance  gave  way  to  a  bright  and  cheerful  look.  With 
one  hand  he  instantly  tore  the  epaulets  from  his  shoulders, 
while  with  the  other  he  drew  his  sword  and  threw  it  on  the 
ground,  gallantly  exclaiming :  — 

"  Gentlemen,  I  most  cheerfully  waive  all  pretensions  to  the 
command,  which  of  right,  I  am  now  convinced,  belongs  to  the 
brave  leader  of  the  far-fained  Green  Mountain  Boys.  But  as  to 
going  with  you  on  this  glorious  enterprise,  it  is  a  privilege  which, 

by ,  I  won't  relinquish  !     Gentlemen,  will  you  furnish  me 

with  a  common  musket  and  accept  me  as  a  volunteer  soldier  of 
your  gallant  band  ?  " 

Allen  appeared  to  be  taken  completely  aback  by  this  sudden 
declaration  of  Arnold.  His  naturally  forgiving  and  noble  dis- 
position and  quick  feelings  were  instantly  touched  with  this 
mark  of  magnanimity,  as  unexpected  to  him  as  it  was  remark- 
able in  the  man,  being  the  most  striking,  and  perhaps  the  only 
instance  of  the  kind  ever  displayed  by  this  brave  but  unprin- 
cipled officer  in  his  whole  public  career. 

"Done  like  a  man,  by  Jove!"  exclaimed  the  chivalrous 
leader  of  the  Green  Mountain  Boys,  advancing  and  cordially 
proffering  the  other  his  hand,  while  the  tears  of  admiring  and 
grateful  emotion  fairly  started  out  on  to  his  brawny  cheeks. 
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"  Done  like  a  man  and  a  hero  !  Here,  God  bless  you,  give  us 
your  list  !  There  is  about  the  right  kind  of  stuff  in  you,  after 
all,  my  friend.  Will  you  accept  the  post  of  my  aid-de-camp, 
\Yith  the  rank  your  commission  gives  you  ?" 

'•'■  Most  cheerfully,  sir,''  replied  the  flattered  Arnold,  waving 
his  hand  with  easy  and  graceful  courtesy. 

"  Pick  up  your  sword  and  badges,  then,  sir,"  resumed  Allen. 
"Call  for  your  horse,  and  we  will  on  togetliei,  like  brotliers, 
in  the  cause  of  God  and  the  people.  Olticers  and  soldiers  I  " 
he  continued,  in  a  loud  and  cheering  voice,  that  rung  like  a 
deep-toned  trumpet  far  and  wide  over  field  and  forest  arcund, 
while  he  sprang  upon  his  impatient  charger  and  waved  his 
sword  on  high  ;  "  prepare  to  march !  Ethan  Allen  still  com- 
mands you.  Peace  is  in  the  camp,  the  Lord  on  our  side,  and 
victory  before  us  !     Forward,  march  !  " 

Three  loud  and  lively  cheers  told  the  satisfaction  of  the  men 
at  this  double  announcement ;  and  in  another  moment,  the 
whole  corps,  wheeling  off  to  the  brisk  and  stirring  notes  of 
shrieking  fife  and  rattling  drum,  were  sweeping  down  the  road 
in  full  march  toward  the  object  of  their  destination. 

The  route  of  the  troops  was  along  the  military  road  which, 
in  the  French  war  of  1759,  had  been  opened  from  Charleston  on 
Connecticut  River,  r^ross  the  Green  Mountains,  to  Lake  Cham- 
plain,  by  a  New  Hampshire  regiment  acting  under  the  orders 
of  General  Amherst.  This  road,  leading  directly  through 
Castleton  and  taking  a  northerly  direction,  branched  off  within 
a  few  miles  of  the  lake,  one  fork  running  down  to  the  shore 
opposite  to  Ticonderoga  and  the  other  proceeding  onward  to 
Crown  Point.  Although  this,  at  the  period,  was  perhaps  the 
best  road  in  the  settlement,  still  it  was  little  more  than  a  roughly 
cut  path  through  the  wilderness,  abounding  at  this  season  witii 
deep  sloughs,  fallen  trees,  and  other  obstacles  calculated  to  pre- 
vent much  expedition  in  traveling.  But  such  was  the  spirit  and 
constitutional  vigor  of  the  men  that  a  march  of  four  or  live 
hours  brought  them  over  half  the  distance  from  their  late  ren- 
dezvous to  their  destined  landing  on  the  lake,  the  former  place 
being  about  thirty  miles  from  the  latter.  They  hail  now  for 
several  miles  been  passing  through  a  heavy  unbroken  forest, 
and  the  mounted  officers,  ridirg  a  short  distance  in  advance  of  the 
men,  Avere  anxiously  looking  forward  for  a  clearing,  or  some 
suitable  place  to  halt  for  a  midday  refreshment. 

"  There,"  said  Allen,  turning  to  his  companions,  a.s  the  sound 
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of  a  falling  tree  came  booming  through  the  forest  from  a  dis- 
tance, "  did  you  hear  that  ?  We  are  nearly  through  these  end- 
less woods  at  last,  it  seems." 

"  Is  tliat  so  clearly  proved  by  the  falling  of  a  tree  ?  "  asked 
Arnold,  who  was  but  little  of  a  woodsman.  "  Old  trees,  I 
thought,  like  old  men,  often  fell  without  human  agency." 

"True,  sir,"  rejoined  Allen,  "but  human  agency  brought 
that  tree  to  the  ground  ;  and  it  stood  beside  some  opening,  too, 
or  I  will  agree  to  be  reckoned,  like  the  prophets  of  old,  without 
honor  in  my  own  country." 

"  Colonel  Allen  is  right,"  observed  Warrington.  "  The  fall- 
ing of  a  green  tree  always  produces  a  dull,  heavy,  lumbering 
sound,  such  as  we  just  heard,  occasioned  by  the  air  it  gathers, 
or,  more  properly  perhaps,  disturbs  in  its  course  ;  while  the 
sound  of  a  dry  tree  in  falling  is  sharper,  and  comes  with  a 
single  jar  to  the  ear.  That  this  tree  stood  near  an  opening  is 
sufficiently  evident  from  the  echoes  that  followed  the  sound, 
which,  in  this  flat  land,  could  only  be  produced  by  the  rever- 
berating woods  wall  of  an  opening.  Yes,  the  colonel  is  cor- 
rect: I  can  now  hear  the  chopper's  blows  quite  distinctly." 

The  falling  of  another  tree  in  the  same  direction  here  inter- 
rupted the  conversation ;  while  the  axman's  blows,  sounding  in 
the  distance,  and  in  the  tranquil  medium  through  which  they 
were  conveyed  to  the  ear,  like  the  ticking  of  a  clock  in  the 
stillness  of  night,  could  now  plainly  be  heard  by  all.  In  two 
or  three  moments  a  third  tree  came  thundering  to  the  earth. 
Another  and  yet  another  followed  at  equally  brief  intervals — 
the  noise  attending  each  successive  fall,  as  well  as  that  of  the 
fast  repeating  blows  of  the  chopper,  who  was  causing  such 
destruction  among  the  sturdy  tenants  of  the  forest,  all  growing 
more  loud  and  distinct  as  the  party  approached. 

"  There  must  be  more  than  one  of  them,"  observed  Colonel 
Easton,  "  to  level  so  large  trees  at  that  rapid  rate. " 

"  No,  sir,"  replied  Warrington  ;  "  the  regular  and  non- 
interfering  sounds  of  those  blows  indicate  but  one  axman. 
You  have  not  witnessed  so  much  of  the  execution  of  which  our 
Green  Mountain  Boys  are  capable  as  I  trust  you  will  within 
twenty-four  hours,  colonel.  At  all  events,  the  fate  of  a  tree 
under  the  sinewy  arms  of  one  of  them  is  very  soon  decided." 

"  This  fellow,  however,"  remarked  Allen,  "  does  indeed  lay  to 
it  with  a  will.  I  think  he  must  make  a  good  soldier  ;  and  as 
such  he  shall  go  with  us,  if  of  the  right  way  of  thinking,  if  not, 
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as  a  prisoner  ;  for  it  behooves  us  now  to  know  pretty  well  the 
character  of  every  man  who  is  permitted  to  remain  behind." 

The  party  now  soon  came  in  sight  of  the  man  who  hud 
been  the  subject  of  their  conversation.  He  had  made  an  open- 
ing in  the  forest  of  about  two  acres,  which  he  was  rapidly 
enlarging.  Having  just  leveled  one  large  tree,  he  was  now 
bending  his  tall  frame  in  an  attack  upon  another,  a  giant  hem- 
lock standing  near  the  road,  and  had  strnck  two  or  three  blows, 
sending  the  blade  of  his  ax  into  the  huge  circumference  up  to 
the  helve  at  every  stroke,  when  the  tramp  of  the  approaching 
party  reached  his  ear,  causing  him  to  suspend  and  look  around 
him. 

"  As  I  live,  it  is  Pete  Jones  !  "  exclaimed  Warrington,  "just 
beginning  upon  his  new  pitch,  which  he  mentioned  to  us." 

"  Good  !  "  said  Allen,  "  I  am  glad  we  have  come  across  the 
droll  devil.  But  we  will  furnish  him  with  business  a  notch 
or  two  above  that  :  the  redcoats  need  leveling  a  cursed  sight 
more  than  the  trees,  at  this  crisis.  If  nothing  more,  he  shall 
lend  us  that  everlasting  long  body  of  his  for  a  ladder  to  scale 
the  walls  of  Old  Ti  !  Jupiter  !  if  Frederick  of  Prussia  had  a 
regiment  of  such  chaps,  how  the  fellow  would  brag  !  Hallo, 
there  !  "  he  added,  dashing  forward  toward  the  woodsman,  who 
stood  gazing  with  an  expression  of  quizzical  wonder,  now  at  the 
approaching  cavalcade  of  officers  near  by,  and  now  straining 
forward  his  long  neck  to  get  a  view  of  the  lengthened  columns 
of  men,  just  beginning  to  make  their  appearance  in  the  dis- 
tance. 

"  Well,  hallo  it  is,  then,  colonel,  if  there's  nothing  better 
to  be  said,"  responded  Jones,  after  waiting  an  instant  to  see 
if  the  other  was  going  to  proceed.  "But  now  I  think  on't, 
colonel,  where  did  you  get  so  much  folks  ?  By  Jehu,  how 
they  string  along  yonder  !  Why,  there's  more  than  a  hundred 
slev/  of  men  coming  !  And  then  what  pokerish-looking  tools 
they've  all  got !  Now  I  wonder  if  they  ain't  a  going  a  visiting 
over  to  Old  Ti,  or  somewheres  ?  " 

"  I  should  not  be  surprised  if  something  of  that  kind  shonld 
prove  the  case,"  replied  Allen,  laughing.  "  But  what  are  you 
about,  that  you  have  not  joined  us  in  the  proposed  visit?" 

"  Why,  I  calculate  to  be  about  this  old  hendock  till  I  get  it 
dovrn,  colonel." 

"Nonsense,  you  ninny!  Why  were  you  not  up  to  Castle- 
ton  last  niiiht  ?  " 
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"  Now,  don't  fret,  colonel  — •  I  did  think  of  it,  honestly  ;  but 
knowing  you  must  all  come  this  way,  I  thought  I  might  as 
well  be  making  a  small  beginning  here  till  you  got  on.  And 
so  I  put  in  yesterday  a  little,  and  have  now  let  in  heaven's 
light  on  something  over  two  acres,  I  calculate.  But  if  you  are 
expecting  to  have  pretty  funny  times  of  it  over  there,  I  don't 
much  care  if  I  —  that  is,  I'll  think  of  it,  after  I  have  brought 
the  top  of  this  old  hemlock  a  little  lower " 

"Your  most  obedient,  Captain  Jones,"  gayly  exclaimed 
Warrington,  now  riding  up. 

"  Captain  of  what  ?  "  asked  Jones,  a  little  puzzled  to  know 
whether  he  was  to  receive  this  address  as  a  joke,  and  let  off 
one  of  his  own  in  return,  or  whether  something  serious  was 
intended  by  it  :  "captain  of  what? —  of  the  surveyor,  that  I 
sent  over  the  York  line  a  day  or  two  ago,  by  a  gentle  touch 
with  my  foot  on  his  northerly  parts  ?  " 

"No,  seriously,  Jones,"  said  Allen,  "in  organizing  last 
night,  we  deemed  it  best  to  have  a  small  band  of  scouts,  of 
whom  you  were  fairly  voted  in  the  captain,  or  scout  master, 
if  you  like  the  name  better.  No  man  in  the  settlement  can 
go  before  you  in  performing  the  duties  of  this  post.  Will 
you,  without  more  words,  accept  it  and  join  us  ?  " 

"Can't  you  let  me  stop  to  cut  this  tree  down  first?  'T won't 
take  scarce  a  minute,  colonel." 

"  No,  the  men  are  at  hand.  We  did  think  to  find  a  spot  to 
halt  and  dine  here,  but  as  I  see  neither  place  nor  water,  we 
must  on  till  we  find  them.  How  soon  shall  we  meet  Avith  such 
a  place  ?  " 

"Let  me  see,  as  the  blind  man  said.  Oh  !  there  is  a  cute 
little  beauty  of  a  brook,  with  smooth  banks,  that's  just  your 
sorts,  not  half  a  mile  ahead." 

"Fall  in  here  with  the  troops  then.  But  where  is  your 
rifle  ?  '* 

"  Hard  by  there,  under  a  log,"  replied  Pete.  "  I'll  warrant 
you  never  catch  me  far  separated  from  old  Trusty,  with  a  good 
store  of  bullets  to  go  on  such  errands  as  she  and  I  liave  a  mind 
to  send  them.  Well,  old  ax,"  he  added,  in  an  undertone,  as  he 
took  up  the  implement  to  which  he  seemed  addressing  himself, 
and  carried  it  round  to  the  back  side  of  the  tree,  "  the  colonel 
thinks  it  best  that  you  and  I  should  bid  each  other  good-by  for 
a  short  time  ;  and  there  !  you  may  sit  in  that  nook  between 
those  two  roots  till  I  coiue  buck  again. 
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"  So  now  in  the  Avars  I  go,  I  go, 
All  for  to  go  a  sotljering. 

Trol.  lol,  lol  do  larly." 

And  thus,  in  the  prompt  spirit  of  the  times,  and  with  the 
characteristic  sang-froid  of  the  man,  tliis  jolly  and  fearless 
wood&man,  drawing  out  his  rifle  from  under  an  old  log  and 
cheerily  trolling  the  above-quoted  catch  of  some  homely  old 
song  wuth  a  chorus  of  his  own  making,  fell  into  the  ranks  of 
the  troops  then  passing,  having  left  his  favorite  ax,  for  whicii 
he  seemed  to  have  contracted  a  sort  of  fellow-feeling,  standing 
behind  the  tree  on  which  we  found  him  engaged,  where  it  Mas 
destined  to  remain  unregarded  by  its  owner  during  a  great  part 
of  the  Revolutionary  War  —  and  where,  on  returning,  after 
many  years  of  hardship  and  danger,  spent  in  bravely  battling 
for  his  country's  freedom,  he  found  it  in  the  same  place  and 
position,  safe  and  uninjured,  except  in  the  thick  coat  of  rust 
that  had  gathered  over  it  —  an  incident  of  olden  times  well 
known  as  an  historical  fact  by  many  in  that  section  of  the 
country  where  it  occurred. 

The  spot  described  by  Jones  being  found  and  appropriated, 
the  troops  partook  of  a  dinner  from  the  provisions  of  their 
packs,  after  which  they  were  allowed  an  hour's  rest,  which 
was  enlivened,  as  they  were  seated  along  the  mossy  banks  of 
the  gurgling  rivulet,  with  song,  tale,  and  jest,  till  the  deep 
recesses  of  the  forest  rang  with  the  sounds  of  their  merriment. 
While  the  officers,  who  were  seated  in  a  group  by  themselves, 
were  consulting  their  watches  and  awaiting  the  moment  set  by 
them  for  resuming  their  march,  a  horseman,  approaching  from 
the  west,  suddenly  rode  up,  dismounted,  and  stood  before  them. 

"Ah,  Phelps  !  "  exclaimed  Colonel  Allen,  springing  up  and 
shaking  the  newcomer  heartily  by  the  hand.  "Is  it  possible  — 
a  spy  returned  unhung  from  a  British  fort?  Well,  sir,  what 
news  from  the  camp  of  the  Philistines  ?  " 

"Almost  everything  we  could  wish,  gentlemen,"  replied 
the  person  addressed,  a  Connecticut  gentleman  of  considerable 
shrewdness  and  address,  who  had  been  dispatched  a  day  or  two 
previous  to  go  over  to  the  fort,  enter  it  on  some  feigned  errand, 
and  gain  the  best  knowledge  of  its  situation  the  circnmstunces 
would  permit.  "  I  have  been  within  the  fort  —  mostly  over  tlio 
works  ;  stayed  there  last  night,  and  camo  away  unsuspect  d  (his 
morning." 
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Phelps  then  proceeded  to  give  an  account  of  the  manner  he 
had  effected  his  discoveries  at  the  fort  without  exciting  the 
suspicions  of  the  garrison  relative  to  the  object  of  his  visit ; 
how,  in  the  assumed  character  of  a  green  country  bumpkin,  he 
made  it  his  ostensible  errand  to  see  a  war  cannon,  and  also  the 
strange  man  that  shaved  other  men,  called  a  barber ;  how  the 
soldiers  laughed  at  his  pretended  ignorance,  and  the  officers, 
coming  to  see  the  green  Yankee,  amused  themselves  by  question- 
ing him  and  listening  to  his  replies,  at  which  they  were  amaz- 
ingly tickled,  and  then  ordered  a  twenty-four  pounder  to  be 
fired,  for  the  fun  of  witnessing  the  prodigious  fright  into  which 
the  report  appeared  to  throw  him.  And  finally,  having  induced 
him,  after  many  entreaties,  to  permit  the  barber  to  shave  him, 
how  they  all  stood  by  to  see  the  performance,  laughing  heartily 
at  the  wincing  and  woeful  countenances  he  assumed  and  the 
fears  he  pretended  of  having  his  throat  cut. 

After  finishing  his  diverting  description  of  this  part  of  his 
adventures,  he  detailed  with  great  accuracy  the  situation  of  the 
fortress,  the  names  and  grades  of  the  officers,  and  the  number  of 
the  garrison. 

"  But,  gentlemen,"  said  he,  in  conclusion,  "  there  is  one  ques- 
tion which  I  will  no  longer  delay  to  ask  you.  Have  you  made 
provision  for  boats  to  transport  the  troops  across  the  lake? 
There  is  not  a  single  craft  larger  than  a  skiff  on  this  side,  just 
now,  within  ten  miles  of  the  fort." 

"  God  forgive  me  the  oversight !  "  exclaimed  Allen.  "  We 
must  instantly  set  measures  on  foot  for  repairing  it.  Douglass 
—  Lieutenant  Douglass,  step  forward  here  a  moment!  Whab 
boats  are  there  this  side  the  lake  to  the  north  of  this?  " 

"  An  excellent  scow  for  our  purpose  is  owned  by  the  Smiths, 
a  few  miles  this  side  of  Crown  Point,"  replied  the  blue-eyed  and 
broad-shouldered  descendant  of  his  Caledonian  namesakes,  step- 
ping promptly  forward  and  comprehending  at  a  glance  the  emer- 
gency that  produced  the  question. 

"  The  Smiths  ?  Good  !  They  are  with  us,  too,  in  heart,  and 
should  be  also  in  person,"  rejoined  the  colonel.  "Well,  their 
scow  we  must  have  at  all  events.  And  you,  Douglass,  are  the 
very  man  to  go  and  get  it.     Will  you  do  it  ?  " 

"I  am  the  very  man  who  is  willing  to  try,  Colonel  Allen," 
answered  the  other. 

"  And  can  you  reach  the  landing  against  Ti  with  it  by  nine 
o'clock  this  evening  ?  " 
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"  Hardly,  I  fear.  It  is  nearly  a  dozen  miles.  But  FU  do 
my  best,  colonel." 

*'  Go,  then,  as  if  the  devil  kicked  you  on  end.  The  salvation 
of  our  project  may  depend  upon  your  getting  back  in  season. 
But  stay  !  We  must  have  more  boats  than  one.  To  the  south 
I  know  of  none.  Perhaps  you  may  meet  with  some  going  up 
or  down  the  lake  which  might  be  pressed  into  the  service ;  or, 
as  the  last  resort,  one  might  possibly  be  got  away  from  Crown 
Point  without  a  discovery  which  would  endanger  us.  Another 
man,  however,  will  be  wanted  for  any  of  these  purposes,  besides 
the  oarsmen  you  Avill  pick  up  on  your  way.  And  —  Jones! 
this  way  !  Have  you  heard  what  we  are  at?  Very  well.  You 
are  just  the  chap  to  go  on  this  haphazard  errand.  What  say 
you?     Can  you  bring  anything  to  pass  if  we  send  you  ?  " 

"  Why,  I  can't  exactly  say,  colonel,"  replied  Jones,  placing 
his  feet  astride  and  looking  up  with  one  eye  queerly  cocked  on 
his  interrogator,  while  the  other  was  tightly  closed.  "  I  ain't 
so  much  of  a  waterfowl  as  some  ;  but  perhaps  I  mought  make 
fetch  come  a  little." 

"  Pack  up,  then,  and  be  off  with  Douglass  in  two  minutes ; 
and  remember,  both  of  you,  if  you  fail  us " 

"  Then  what  ?  "  asked  Jones,  suddenly  stopping  and  looking 
back.  "  I  don't  calculate  to  be  overparticular,  colonel,  but  if 
it  wouldn't  be  too  much  trouble  I  should  like  to  know  that 
before  we  start." 

"  You  shall  be  doomed  to  sit  forty  days  and  nights  in  sack- 
cloth and  ashes,"  humorously  said  Allen. 

"  By  Jonah  !  "  exclaimed  Pete,  "  the  boats  shall  be  there  by 
the  time,  colonel !  " 

While  the  latter  part  of  this  dialogue  was  going  on,  Warring- 
ton stood  with  his  back  to  the  company,  with  one  foot  on  a  log, 
busily  engaged  in  writing  with  his  pencil  on  a  blaidc  leaf  torn 
from  his  pocketbook  and  placed  on  his  knee. 

"  Aha,  my  lad  !  "  said  Allen,  in  a  playful  undertone,  as  ho 
approached  the  former  and  sij^iificantly  [»laced  one  iinger  on 
his  shoulder ;  "  more  faith  now  than  v/hen  we  two  were  lying 
on  the  hay  in  the  captain's  barn  Avaiting  for  our  rifles,  oh?" 

"  I  really  wish  you  would  mind  your  own  business,  colonel," 
replied  Warrington,  with  affected  anger. 

"Well,  well,"  resumed  Allen,  laughing,  '^sl'M(l  i(,  my  boy. 
Mars,  they  say,  never  prospers  so  well  as  whm  he  has  ('upid 
in  his  train,   iii  any   case.      But   with   oUch   a   [liccc   of    (iotl's 
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handiwork  as  yours  to  incite  to  action  —  heavens !  if  the 
knights  of  old  had  been  blessed  with  such  ladyloves  they 
would  never  have  needed  to  carry  half  a  hundredweight  of 
old  iron  on  their  lubberly  carcasses  to  make  them  heroes." 

Stripping  off  their  coats  to  fit  them  for  a  rapid  march,  these 
athletic  and  resolute  woodsmen  now  seized  their  rifles,  took  a 
glance  at  the  sun  for  a  hasty  calculation  of  the  bearing  of  the 
course  to  be  taken  to  lead  them  to  their  proposed  destination, 
and,  plunging  into  the  Avoods,  were  soon  lost  to  the  sight  of 
their  companions. 

A  small  guard  was  then  sent  on  in  advance,  with  orders  to 
pick  up  and  detain  every  man  on  the  road  not  in  the  secret  of 
the  expedition.  Scouts,  to  range  the  woods  on  the  right  and 
left,  were  also  dispatched  for  the  same  purpose  ;  after  which  the 
main  body  of  the  forces  quietly  resumed  their  march  for  the  lake. 

Leaving  Allen  and  his  companions  in  arms  to  make  their 
way  to  the  lake  shore,  we  will  now,  by  way  of  marking  the 
progress  of  the  two  active  foresters  who  had  been  dispatched 
northward  for  boats,  change  the  scene,  for  a  short  time,  to  the 
quiet  residence  of  Captain  Hendee. 

It  was  a  little  past  sunset  on  the  evening  of  the  day  on 
which  the  events  last  described  transpired.  It  had  been  a  day 
of  unusual  stillness  in  the  northern  part  of  the  Grants.  The 
lively  sounds  of  the  plying  axmen,  v/hich  were  usually  heard 
ringing  through  the  forests  in  every  direction,  were  all  hushed. 
The  women  went  a  visiting,  and  were  seen  to  whisper  in  the 
corners  apart  from  the  children.  The  boys  finished  their  tasks 
by  noon,  and  for  the  remainder  of  the  day  were  sauntering 
round  the  brooks  with  their  fishing  poles.  All  the  active  men 
had  disappeared,  —  though  no  one  mentioned  aloud  the  cause  of 
their  absence.  And  a  sort  of  Sabbath-day  quiet  and  inaction 
seemed  to  prevail  over  all  this  section  of  the  settlement.  Cap- 
tain Hendee  was  sitting  in  his  open  door,  enjoying  as  usual 
his  evening  pipe,  and  wrapped  in  that  placid  and  contempla- 
tive mood  to  which  this  indulgence  generally  disposes.  His 
daughter  Avas  seated  near  him  at  a  window  in  an  attitude 
equally  calm  and  contemplative,  though  engrossed  with  reflec- 
tions, probably,  of  a  far  different  nature  ;  for  her  fair  white 
hand  rested  on  a  small  volume  lying  on  the  window  sill  before 
her,  opened  upon  those  heart-melting  strains  of  the  hapless 
Eloise,  which  Pope,  that  master  of  rhyme  and  marrer  of  reason, 
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sung  with  such  seductive  sweetness  ;  and  her  tear-moistened 
eye  was  fixed,  pensively  and  unobservant,  on  the  shimbering 
waters  of  the  outspread  lake  ;  while  occasionally  a  gentle  sigli, 
betokening  the  inward  conflicts  of  hope  and  fear,  was  heaving 
her  snowy  bosom.  While  the  father  and  daughter  were  thus 
seated  and  their  minds  thus  absorbed  in  their  different  trains  of 
reflection,  their  attention  was  suddenly  arrested  by  the  sounds 
of  advancing  footsteps. 

"  By  all  the  saints  in  the  calendar  !  "  exclaimed  the  captain, 
after  gazing  an  instant  in  surprise  at  the  striking  })roportions 
of  our  young  Anak  of  the  woods,  for  it  was  no  other  than  Pete 
Jones,  who,  at  the  distance  of  eight  or  ten  rods,  was  now  seen 
stalking  toward  the  house,  "  what  a  cloud  br  usher  is  there, 
Alma  !     Can  you  imagine  who  he  may  be  ?  " 

"No,  father,"  replied  Alma,  who  was  also  looking  at  the 
approaching  visitor  with  an  expression  of  mingled  wonder  and 
curiosity  ;  "  but  I  just  noticed  that  young  Tyler  and  Wilcox 
of  this  neighborhood  passed  beyond  the  barn  yonder,  and  I  coji- 
clude  that  this  man  is  some  friend  of  theirs.  They  are  prob- 
ably all  going  on  some  fishing  excursion.  The  man,  I  presume, 
wishes  to  get  a  little  fire  for  this  purpose." 

By  this  time  Jones  had  reached  the  door  in  which  the  cap- 
tain was  sitting. 

"  Good  evening  !  Will  you  walk  in,  sir  ?  "  said  the  latter 
in  an  indifferent  tone  and  without  moving,  as  if  he  expected 
the  other  would  decline  the  invitation  and  announce  his  errand 
at  his  door. 

"  Why,  yes,  I  may  as  well,"  replied  Jones,  offering  to  pass 
in,  without  appearing  to  notice  the  hesitating  and  inquiring 
look  of  the  captain,  who  now  at  once  yielded  tlie  space  to  his 
guest.  "  You  see  I  was  bred  to  manners,"  continued  the  woods- 
man, jocosely  bowing,  so  as  to  enable  him  to  enter  the  door. 

The  captain,  smiling  good-naturedly  at  the  remark,  handed 
Jones  a  chair,  took  another  himself,  and  waited  in  silence,  and 
with  the  same  expecting  air  as  before,  for  the  stranger  to  name 
his  business.  This,  however,  Jones  did  not  seem  ready  to  make 
known,  but  continued  sitting  in  silence,  with  a  pu/.zled  and 
undecided  air,  as  if  greatly  at  loss  what  to  say,  or  liow  to  bring 
about  some  object  he  liad  in  view,  now  glancing  at  tlie  cai)laiii, 
now  at  the  different  objects  about  tlu^  room,  and  now  at  Miss 
Hendee,  on  whom  his  eyes  lingered  with  an  expression  of  un- 
feigned admiration. 
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"  Very  fine  weather,  tins,"  remarked  the  captain  by  way  of 
breaking  the  silence,  which  he  seemed  to  think  was  becoming 
a  little  awkAvard. 

"Very,  considering  the  times  and  the  state  of  the  nation," 
responded  Pete,  dryly,  and  with  the  manner  of  one  who  would 
show  that  he  is  too  busy  in  thought  to  engage  in  conversation. 

The  captain  then  made  some  other  commonplace  observa- 
tion, which  met  with  no  reply  of  any  kind  ;  when,  finding  him- 
self thus  defeated  in  every  attempt  to  draw  the  other  into 
conversation,  and  tired  of  waiting  for  him  to  name  his  errand, 
he  withdrew  his  attention  and  sunk  into  his  own  reveries. 

After  Jones  had  sat  awhile  longer  chewing  his  cud  of  per- 
plexity, a  change  appeared  suddenly  to  come  over  him.  A 
flash  of  intelligence  and  decision  lit  up  his  countenance.  And 
after  dropping  his  head  an  instant,  as  if  settling  the  details 
of  a  plan  which  he  appeared  to  have  hit  upon,  he  slowly  drew 
up  his  features  into  a  sober  and  troubled  air,  and  began  to 
catch  his  breath  and  shiver  all  over,  like  a  man  taken  with  an 
ague  fit.  He  then  rose,  tottled  across  the  floor  to  the  hearth, 
raked  open  the  fire,  and  spread  his  shaking  hands  over  the 
coals,  at  the  same  time  attempting  to  speak  as  he  observed  the 
eyes  of  the  captain  and  his  daughter  were  turned  upon  him 
with  a  look  of  lively  concern. 

"  Oh,  nev  —  never  mind  !  "  he  said,  articulating  with  great 
apparent  difficulty,  in  his  attempt  to  quiet  their  alarm  ;  "  'twill 
s  —  s  —  soon  be  o  —  o  —  over  now  —  though  the — the  —  these 
swamp  ag — ag  —  agues  are  bad  while  they  last.  You,  you 
don't  —  keep  —  keep  great  fires — here  —  I  —  I  —  I  see." 

"  We  will  have  one  in  a  moment,  my  friend,"  said  the  cap- 
tain, leaping  up  at  this  hint,  and  hobbling  out  of  doors  after 
wood  Avith  unwonted  activity. 

No  sooner  was  the  old  gentleman  fairly  out  of  sight  than 
Jones'  malady  entirely  disappeared.  He  quickly  drew  out  a 
billet,  and  turning,  tossed  it  into  the  lap  of  the  astonished 
Miss  Hendee. 

"  Here,  mum,"  said  he,  in  a  low,  confidential  tone,  "  there's 
no  time  to  be  polite  ;  but  read  that,  and  if  you  Avant  to  scrab- 
ble off  tAvo  lines  or  so  in  ansAA^er,  contrive  to  get  it  into  my  old 
hat  there  on  the  table,  in  almost  no  time,  as  I'm  in  a  taking  of 
a  hurry.     But  stay,  Avhere's  the  Indian  ?  " 

"He  has  gone  to  take  a  letter  for  me  to  Major  Skene's 
colored  man,  now  lying  Avith  his  boat  doAvn  here  at  the  landing, 
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I  believe,"  replied  the  blushing  girl,  already  on  her  way  to  her 
apartment  to  read  and  answer  the  billet,  which  a  glance  at  the 
hand\vriting  told  her  was  from  her  accepted  lover. 

"  That's  luck}',''  said  Jones  ;  "  now  I  want  that  chap  to  go 
with  us.  We  have  got  a  trifling  chore  to  do  to-night  some- 
where in  the  neighborhood  of  Old  Ti.  Had  I  better  speak  to 
the  old  gentleman  about  his  going  or  not  ?  " 

"My  father  should  be  consulted,  and  yet "  answered 

Alma,  hesitating  lest  the  suggested  application  to  Captain 
Hendee  might  in  some  way  lead  to  a  discovery  of  her  own 
secret  —  "I  heard  him  promise  Neshobee's  services  to  Colonel 
Allen  for  such  an  emergency.  Perhaps  you  had  better  consult 
no  one  but  Neshobee  himself,  and  if  he  is  willing  to  go,  I  will 
stand  his  friend  in  defending  the  delinquency,  if  such  it  be." 

Captain  Hendee  now  returned  with  the  wood,  and  found 
Pete's  ague  much  as  he  had  left  it.  But  as  the  fire  blazed  up 
from  the  light  combustibles  which  had  been  thrown  on  to  it, 
the  attack  seemed  gradually  to  subside.  Meanwhile,  Alma 
had  retired,  read  the  brief  outpouring  of  her  lover's  heart,  and 
penned  in  answer  :  — 

From  my  heart  I  thank  you  for  your  kind  note.  All  as  yet 
remains  imdiscovered — painful,  painful  exigency!  which  compels 
concealment  of  so  important  a  step  from  an  only  parent !  And  yet 
I  regret  not  my  troth ;  and  whatever  of  sorrow  it  may  cost  me,  I 
will  not  lepine  at  the  fruit  of  a  tree  of  my  own  planting.  Heaven 
preserve  you,  my  very  dear  friend,  in  the  hour  of  peril,  and  crown 
with  success  your  efforts  in  the  cause  of  freedom. 
Yours,  but  too  truly, 

A.  H. 

By  the  time  Alma  had  completed  her  note  and  managed  on 
her  return  to  the  room  to  slip  it,  unobserved,  into  the  desig- 
nated place  of  deposit,  Jones  had  so  far  recovered  from  his 
pretended  indisposition  that  he  announced  himself  in  a  condi- 
tion for  proceeding  on  his  way.  And  taking  a  coal  of  fire 
between  a  couple  of  chips,  by  way  of  accounting  to  the  captain 
for  Ins  call,  and  stopping  a  moment  to  listen  to  the  sage  nos- 
trums recommended  by  liis  host  to  prevent  the  recurrence  of 
his  ague,  he  departed  and  joined  his  two  newly  enlisted  asso- 
ciates, wlio  were  impatiently  awaiting  liis  coming  in  the  adjoin- 
ing field.  It  being  now  sufficiently  dusk  to  })revent  all 
observation  from  the  opposite  garrison,  tliey  proceeded  immc- 
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diately  to  the  landing,  which  they  found  guarded  by  two  Green 
Mountain  Boys,  who,  making  fishing  their  ostensible  business, 
had  in  pursuance  of  the  arrangement  before  mentioned  closely 
Avatched  the  place  during  the  two  preceding  days.  Here  also 
they  met  Neshobee,  who  had  just  returned  in  a  skiff  from 
Major  Skene's  scow,  in  possession,  as  before  intimated,  of  a 
stout  negro,  who,  with  two  low,  sottish  fellows  under  his  com- 
mand, having  spent  that  day  at  the  fort  to  take  in  some  loading 
and  visit  the  soldiers  previous  to  starting  for  home,  as  they 
intended  to  do  the  next  morning,  had  come  over  just  at  night 
and  taken  a  fishing  station  near  the  landing.  Jones  and  his 
companions  hesitated  not  to  open  their  project  of  obtaining  this 
boat  to  Neshobee,  who  very  cheerfully  agreed  to  cooperate  with 
them  in  duping  the  negro,  and  to  assist  in  rowing  the  boat  up 
to  the  landing  where  they  Avere  to  be  met  by  Allen's  forces. 
The  boat  was  lying  about  a  dozen  rods  from  the  shore  ;  and 
Black  Jack,  as  he  was  called,  and  his  men,  having  pulled  up 
their  anchor,  were  now  on  the  point  of  putting  back  for  the 
fort,  when  the  party  on  shore,  their  plan  of  operations  being  all 
arranged,  hailed  the  black  commander  and  desired  him  to  haul 
up  to  the  landing. 

"  Who  the  debil  you,  who  want  me  do  all  dat  for  notting  ?  " 
replied  Jack,  in  a  swaggering,  consequential  tone. 

"  Oh,  pull  up  to  the  shore,"  said  Wilcox ;  "  there  are  three 
or  four  of  us  here  who  are  wishing  to  make  a  bargain  with 
you." 

"  Bargain,  hey?  you  shackaroons,  you  !  You  tink  for  play 
some  deblish  trick,  don't  you?  Guess  you  find  out  you  no 
catch  weasel  sleep  so  easy  as  all  dat  come  to  !  "  responded  the 
negro,  chuckling  at  his  own  wit  and  sagacity. 

"  No,  now,  honestly,  Captain  Jack,"  rejoined  the  first  speaker, 
"  we  want  to  go  to  Shoreham  landing  to-night,  to  be  ready  to 
join  a  wolf  hunt  Avhich  they  are  going  to  start  there  early  to- 
morrow morning." 

"  Gosh  all  firelock  !  "  exclaimed  the  black,  whose  opinion 
of  his  own  importance  was  greatly  raised  by  being  addressed 
as  captain  :  "  you  tink  I  row  my  boat  all  de  way  op  dar  in  de 
dark  jest  for  commodate  you  ?     No  !  see  you  all  dam  f us  !  " 

"  Now  you  are  too  bad,  captain  ;  but  you  won't  damn  our 
jug  of  old  Jamaica,  that  we  intended  to  offer  you  for  carrying 
us  up  there,  will  you  ?  "  said  the  other,  taking  a  jug  from  under 
his  coat  and  swinging  it  over  his  head,  so  that  the  black,  whose 
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taste  for  liquor  was  well  known  to  the  young  men,  might  catch 
a  view  of  it  in  the  twilight. 

"  What  you  say  clere  ? "  eagerly  said  Jack,  stretching  for- 
ward his  neck  to  see  and  make  sure  of  the  existence  of  the 
tempting  implement. 

"  We  say,"  replied  the  former,  "  that  here  is  a  gallon  of  as 
good  rum  as  ever  run  down  your  throat,  which  is  at  your  service 
if  you  will  close  the  bargain.  Come,  give  us  your  answer,  for 
if  we  can't  make  a  trade  with  you,  we  must  be  off  for  a  boat 
somewhere  else.  What  say  you?  —  and  mind  ye,  we  will  lend 
you  a  stiff  hand  at  the  oars  to  boot." 

"  You  help  row  de  boat,  you  say  ?  "  answered  Jack,  in  an 
altered  and  yielding  tone.  "  Why  de  debil  you  no  say  so  fore? 
Dat  be  a  case  dat  alter  de  circumstance.  You  werry  much  to 
blame,  gemmen,  dat  you  no  mention  so  portant  a  difference  in 
fus  place,"  added  the  negro,  while  he  and  his  men  headed  round 
the  boat,  and  handled  the  oars  with  such  effect  that  nearly  the 
next  moment  she  was  lying  at  the  landing. 

Within  five  minutes  from  this  time,  the  magic  jug,  which 
had  effected  such  a  wonderful  change  in  the  aspect  of  aft'airs, 
having  been  well  tested  in  the  mean  while  by  Jack  and  his 
associates,  all  hands  were  stripped  and  bending  to  the  oars  of 
the  old  scow,  which,  under  the  forceful  strokes  of  Jones  and 
his  party,  aided  by  the  rum  power  of  Jack's  two  besotted  boat- 
men, was  surging  through  the  waters  toward  the  south  as  fast 
as  their  united  strength  would  drive  her. 

They  were  soon  met,  however,  by  puffs  of  south  wind, 
against  which  they  found  it  possible  to  make  but  a  very  slow 
headway.  And  it  was  not  till  considerably  past  midnight  that 
they  came  to  the  last  reach  and  hove  in  sight  of  the  destined 
landing.  But  here,  overhauling  Douglass  with  the  other  scow, 
and  the  party  he  had  enlisted  to  help  man  it,  both  boats,  with 
renewed  efforts  of  rival  speed,  pushed  forward  for  the  appointed 
shore. 

"  Boat  ahoy  !  "  called  out  Allen  from  the  landing,  where, 
as  the  boats  neared  the  place,  his  huge  towerlike  form,  rising 
in  bold  relief  over  the  stationary  group  of  ofiicers  around  him, 
could  now  plainly  be  discerned  by  the  approaching  crews :  "  boat 
ahoy  !  who  comes  there  ?  " 

"  Douglass  and  friends,  in  this,"  was  the  reply  from  the  lirst 
boat,  coming  in  about  its  length  in  advance  of  the  other. 

"  And  who  in  the  next  ?  "  asked  Allen. 
11 
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"  Jones  and  a  thundercloud  !  "  responded  the  well-known 
voice  of  the  jolly  woodsman.  "  Now  you  needn't  think  I  am 
fibbing,  colonel ;  for  you  will  see  it  lighten  when  we  get 
ashore." 

"  All  is  well,  then,"  said  Allen,  without  heeding  the  remarks 
of  Jones  further  than  his  announcement  of  himself  with  a  boat, 
"  all  is  well,  and  glory  to  God  in  the  highest,  that  you  have  got 
here  at  last !  I  thought  you  would  have  never  come.  Why, 
it  has  been  an  age  since  dark  !  Some  old  sun-stopping  Joshua 
must  be  fighting  on  the  other  side  of  the  earth,  or  I  swear  it 
would  have  been  daylight  long  ago  !  " 

By  this  time  the  first  boat  had  struck  the  shore,  and  the 
crew,  leaping  out,  Avere  all  readily  recognized  by  the  leader, 
wiio  then  turned  to  the  other  boat,  at  that  instant  driving  up 
with  the  astonished  and  frightened  negro  (now  for  the  first 
time  mistrusting  a  trick)  gibbering  and  sputtering  aloud  :  — 

"  What  de  hell  all  dis  ?  —  who  all  dese  ?  what  pretty  dam 
scrape  you  got  me  into  here,  you  shackaroon  debils,  you  ?  " 

"  What  in  the  name  of  all  that  is  black  and  red  have  you 
got  here,  Jones?"  cried  Allen,  in  surprise,  stepping  up  and 
peering  into  the  boat  on  hearing  Jack's  exclamations. 

"  Why,  just  what  I  told  you,  colonel.  Here !  don't  you  see 
it  lighten,  now  ?  "  said  Pete,  pointing  to  the  negro's  eyes,  which, 
glaring  wide  with  fear  and  astonishment  at  what  he  saw  and 
heard,  glimmered  like  fire  bugs  in  the  dark.  "  But  the  English 
of  it  is,  colonel,  that  we  came  across  Major  Skene's  scow  com- 
manded by  Captain  Darky,  with  his  two  oarsmen  here,  who  for 
a  gallon  of  rum  were  kind  enough  to  bring  us  along  to  join  the 
hunting  match  at  Shoreham,  where  we  have  now  arrived,  safe 
and  sound,"  he  continued,  turning  to  the  black ;  "  so  now.  Cap- 
tain Jack,  you  have  fulfilled  5'^our  bargain  with  us ;  and  we 
have  nothing  more  to  say,  so  far  as  we  are  concerned.  If  these 
rough-looking  chaps  here  want  to  employ  you  further,  they  will 
let  you  know  it,  likely." 

"  Jones,  you  deserve  a  pension  for  life  !  "  exclaimed  Allen, 
comprehending  the  whole  affair  in  an  instant.  "You  and  your 
friends  here  have  killed  more  birds  with  one  stone  than  you 
dreamed  of  yourselves,  perhaps.  But  we  have  not  a  moment 
to  lose,  so  leap  out,  my  lads.  And  as  to  Major  Skene's  boat,  it 
is  my  lawful  prize ;  and  Major  Skene's  negro,  and  Major  Skene's 
negro  understrappers  here,  are  all  my  prisoners !  " 

"  Oh,  no,  totally  unpossible  to  stop,  gemmen !  "  said  Jack, 
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in  a  good-lord,  good-devil  sort  of  tone,  being  doubtful  whether 
they  really  intended  to  make  him  prisoner  or  engage  him  and 
his  boat  to  carry  them  to  t^ome  other  place.  ''  I  have  provision 
for  de  major's  family  aboard.  Dey  all  out  ob  supply  for  dere 
necessity.     Quite  unpossible,  gemmen." 

^  We  will  take  caro  of  the  provisions.  So  out  with  you  in 
no  time,  you  black  Satan !  "  said  Allen,  impatiently. 

"  Oh,  it  be  out  ob  all  question  I  stop !  "  persisted  the  negro, 
with  increasing  alarm;  "I  have  odder  portant  business — I  have 
letter  from  de  young  leddy  at  Captain  Hendee's  to  do  young 
leddy  ob  Colonel  Reed  at  de  major's  dat  I  oblige  for  deliver 
early  in  the  morning." 

"  We  will  undertake  the  delivery  of  the  letter,"  said  Selden 
and  Warrington  simultaneously. 

"  Tumble  them  out,  boj's  !  "  sternly  exclaimed  Allen. 

"  Oh,  lordy,  I  den  be  ruin !  totally,  foreber  ruin !  "  groaned 
the  distressed  and  frightened  black,  as  the  men  seized  him  and 
his  two  drunken  associates,  and  led  them  to  the  rear  to  be  put 
under  guard. 

The  boats  were  now  instantly  headed  round,  the  oars  muf- 
fled, careful  oarsmen  selected  and  placed  in  their  seats ;  when, 
after  each  boat  had  been  filled  with  as  many  troops  as  their 
respective  burthens  would  safely  permit,  they  pushed  off  from 
the  shore,  preceded  a  short  hailing  distance  by  a  skiff  occupied 
by  Allen  and  Arnold,  with  Phelps  to  pilot  them  to  their  con- 
templated landing  on  the  opposite  shore.  The  wind  had  some 
time  since  died  wholly  away ;  and  the  elements  were  now 
all  hushed,  as  if  in  the  slumbers  of  death;  while  the  deeply 
freighted  crafts  glided  slowly  on,  impelled  by  the  light  dip  ol 
the  feathery  oars  which,  in  the  hands  of  the  experienced  and 
careful  men  who  plied  them,  unitedly  rose  and  fell  as  noiseless 
as  the  feet  of  fairies  on  beds  of  flowers.  At  length  the  dark, 
massy  walls  of  the  fortress,  looming  up  and  marking  their 
broad  outlines  against  the  western  sky,  became  discernible  to 
the  men.  And  yet,  as  they  drew  near  these  frowning  walls, 
pierced  by  a  hundred  cannon,  over  whicli,  for  aught  they  knew, 
the  lighted  matches  were  suspended,  awaiting  but  the  signal  to 
send  their  iron  showers  of  death  to  every  man  of  their  devoted 
band,  no  misgivings,  no  weak  relentings,  came  over  them ;  but 
at  a  moment  like  this,  and  that  which  followed  at  the  onset,  — 
moments  furnisliing,  >)erhaps,  a  more  undoubted  test  of  courage 
than  those  of  the  half -frantic,  half- mechanical  charges  of  the 
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disciplined  legions  of  Napoleon  at  the  later  fields  of  Austerlitz 
and  Marengo,  —  at  a  moment  like  this,  we  say,  their  stout 
hearts,  nothing  daunted  at  the  dangers  before  them,  beat  high 
and  proudly  at  the  thought  of  the  coming  encounter,  and  with 
stern  determination  gleaming  in  every  eye,  and  with  the  low, 
vvhispered  words  of  impatience  for  the  moment  of  action  to 
arrive,  they  moved  steadily  on  to  the  daring  purpose. 

Passing  down  obliquely  by  the  works,  they  landed  some 
distance  to  the  north  of  them.  The  instant  they  touched  the 
shore  the  troops  leaped  on  the  banks ;  and  scarcely  had  the 
last  foot  been  lifted  from  the  boats  before  they  were  backed, 
"wheeled,  and  on  their  return  for  another  load,  leaving  those  on 
shore  to  await  in  silence  the  arrival  of  a  reinforcement  from 
their  companions  left  behind,  before  marching  to  the  onsfet. 
Those  companions,  however,  were  not  destined  to  share  in  the 
glory  of  this  splendid  achievement  of  the  eighty  Green  Moun- 
tain Boys  who  had  landed ;  for  in  a  few  moments,  to  the  dis- 
may of  Allen,  the  faint  suffusions  of  dawning  day  became 
visible  in  the  east.  Cursing  the  luck  which  had  caused  such 
delays,  and  chafing  like  a  chained  lion  held  back  from  his  prey, 
that  impetuous  leader  for  a  few  moments  rapidly  paced  the 
shore  before  his  men  in  an  agony  of  impatience  —  now  casting 
an  eager  look  at  the  fort,  still  silent  and  undisturbed,  now 
straining  his  vision  after  the  receding  boats,  which,  to  him, 
seemed  to  move  like  snails  across  the  Avaters,  and  now  throw- 
ing an  uneasy  glance  at  the  reddening  east,  whose  twilight 
glow,  growing  broader  and  brighter  every  instant,  plainly  told 
him  that  before  another  detachment  of  troops  could  arrive  his 
forces  would  be  discovered,  and  the  enterprise,  in  all  proba- 
bility, would  thus  be  defeated.  Maddened  at  the  thought,  he 
stopped  short  in  his  walk,  paused  an  instant,  and  brought  his 
foot  with  a  significant  stamp  to  the  ground,  showing  that  his 
resolution  was  taken.  And  quickly  calling  out  Jones  and 
Neshobee,  he  dispatched  them  to  go  forward,  cautiously  recon- 
noiter  the  fort  on  all  sides,  and  return  as  speedily  as  possible 
to  report  their  discoveries.  He  then  formed  his  men  in  three 
ranks  and  addressed  them. 

"  You  see,  my  friends  and  fellow-soldiers,"  he  commenced, 
pointing  his  sword  toward  the  east,  "  that  daylight  will  reveal 
us  to  the  enemy  before  a  reinforcement  can  possibly  arrive. 
But  can  you,  who  have  so  long  been  the  scourge  of  tyrants, 
bring  your  minds  to  relinquish  the  noble  enterprise,  and  with 
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it  the  proud  name  you  have  achieved,  by  turning  your  backs 
on  the  glorious  prize  when  it  is  now  ahnost  within  your 
grasp  ?  " 

He  paused  for  a  reply,  when  "  No  !  no  I  no  !  "  ran  through 
the  lines  in  eager  responses. 

"I  see — I  see,  my  brave  fellows,"  resumed  the  gratified 
leader,  "  I  see  what  you  would  do.  I  read  it  in  your  deeply 
breathed  tones  of  determination  —  in  your  quick  and  short- 
drawn  respirations,  and  in  your  restless  and  impatient  move- 
ments. But  have  you  all  well  considered  ?  1  now  propose  to 
lead  you  through  yonder  gate ;  and  I  fear  not  to  tell  men  of 
your  stamp  that  we  incur  no  small  hazard  of  life  in  the 
attempt.  And,  as  I  would  urge  no  man  to  engage  against  his 
own  free  will,  I  now  give  free  and  full  permission  to  all  who 
choose  to  remain  behind.  You,  therefore,  who  will  voluntarily 
accompany  me,  poise  your  guns." 

Every  man's  gun  was  instantly  brought  to  a  poise  with  a 
motion  which  told  with  what  good  will  it  was  made. 

"God  bless  you,  my  noble  fellows!"  exclaimed  Allen, 
proudly,  and  with  emotion.  "  Courage  like  that,"  he  continued 
in  tones  of  concentrated  energy,  "courage  like  that,  with 
hearts  of  oak  and  nerves  of  steel  like  yours,  must,  will,  and,  by 
the  help  of  the  God  of  hosts,  shall  triumph  !  Come  on,  then ! 
follow  me — march  while  I  march  —  run  and  rush  when  I  set 
the  example ;  and,  if  I  fall,  still  rush  on,  and  over  me,  to  ven- 
geance and  victory  !     To  the  right,  wheel  !  march  !  " 

When  the  band  arrived  within  about  a  furlong  of  the  ram- 
parts they  were  met  by  the  scouts,  who  reported  that  all  was 
quiet  in  and  about  the  fort,  while  the  open  gate  was  guarded 
only  by  one  sluggish  and  sleepy -looking  sentinel.  Halting  no 
longer  than  was  necessary  to  hear  this  report,  Allen,  placing 
himself  at  the  head  of  the  center  column,  silently  waved  his 
sword  to  the  troops  as  a  signal  for  resuming  the  march  ;  when 
they  all  again  moved  forward  with  rapid  and  cautious  steps  to- 
ward tliL'  guarded  gateway.  And  so  noiseless  and  unexpected 
was  their  approach  that  they  came  within  twenty  paces  of  the 
entrance  before  the}'  were  discovered  by  the  drowsy  sentry, 
who  was  slowly  pacing  to  and  fro  with  shouhlered  musket 
before  it.  Turning  round  with  a  start,  the  aroused  solilier 
glared  an  instant  at  the  advancing  array,  in  mute  astonishment 
and  alarm  ;  when  he  liastily  cocked  and  leveletl  his  piece  at 
Allen,  who  was  striding  toward  liini  several  yards  in  advance  of 
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his  men.  It  was  an  instant  on  which  hung  the  fate  of  the  hero  of 
tlie  Green  Mountains  and,  probably,  also  the  destinies  of  Ticon- 
deroga.  But  the  gun  missed  fire.  The  life  of  the  daring  leader 
was  safe  and  the  garrison  slept  on,  unalarmed  and  unconscious 
of  their  danger.  Leaping  forward  like  the  bounding  tiger  on 
his  victim,  Allen  followed  up  the  retreating  soldier  so  hotly 
that,  with  all  the  speed  which  fear  could  lend  him,  he  could 
scarcely  keep  clear  of  the  rapidly  whirling  sword  of  his  fiery 
pursuer,  till  he  gained  the  interior  of  the  fortress  ;  when  he 
gave  a  loud  screech  of  alarm,  and,  making  a  desperate  leap  for 
a  bombproof,  disappeared  within  its  recesses.  Meanwhile  the 
rushing  column  of  troops  came  sweeping  like  a  whirlwind 
through  the  gate  ;  when  fairly  gaining  the  parade  ground  in 
front  of  the  barracks  they  gave  three  cheers  which  made  the 
old  walls  tremble  with  the  deafening  reverberations  and  caused 
the  slumbering  garrison  to  start  from  their  beds  in  wild  dismay 
at  the  unwonted  sound.  Scarcely  had  the  last  huzza  escaped 
the  lips  of  the  men  and  their  leader,  who  disdained  not  to  mingle 
his  own  stentorian  voice  in  the  peals  of  exultation  and  defiance 
which  rose  in  thunders  to  heaven,  before  the  latter  was  rapidly 
threading  his  way  through  flying  sentries  and  half-dressed 
officers  toward  the  quarters  of  the  commandant  of  the  fortress. 
Pausing  an  instant  on  his  way  to  chastise  a  dastard  sentinel 
whom  he  caught  making  a  pass  at  one  of  our  officers  with  his 
bayonet,  and  whom,  with  one  blow  with  the  flat  of  his  sword, 
he  sent  reeling  to  the  earth  with  the  cry  of  mercy  on  his  lips, 
the  daring  leader  bounded  up  the  stairway  leading  to  the  com- 
mandant's room,  and  thundering  at  the  door,  called  loudly  to 
that  officer  to  come  forth.  Captain  La  Place,  who  had  just 
leaped  from  his  bed  on  hearing  the  tumult  below,  soon  made 
his  appearance  with  his  clothes  in  his  hand,  but  suddenly 
recoiling  a  step,  he  stood  gazing  in  mute  amazement  at  the 
stern  and  threatening  air  and  the  powerful  and  commanding 
figure  of  the  man  before  him. 

"  I  come,  sir,  to  demand  the  immediate  surrender  of  this 
fortress  !  "  sternly  said  Allen  to  the  astonished  commander. 

"  By  what  authority  do  you  make  this  bold  demand  of  His 
Majesty's  fort,  sir?"  said  the  other,  almost  distrusting  his 
senses. 

"  By  what  authority  ?  "  thundered  Allen  ;  "  I  demand  it, 
sir,  in  the  name  of  the  Great  Jehovah  and  the  Continental 
Congress  !  " 
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"The  Continental  Congress?"  stammered  the  hesitating 
officer ;  "  I  know  of  no  right  — I  don't  acknowledge  it,  sir " 

"But  you  soon  will  acknowledge  it,  sir!"  fiercely  inter- 
rupted the  impatient  leader.  "  And  hesitate  to  obey  me  one 
instant  longer  and,  by  the  eternal  heavens  I  I  will  sacrifice 
every  man  in  your  fort  ! — beginning  the  work,  sir,"  he  added, 
whirling  his  sword  furiously  over  the  head  of  the  other,  and 
bringing  the  murderous  blade  at  every  glittering  circle  it  made 
in  the  air  nearer  and  nearer  the  head  of  its  threatened  victim, 
"  beginning  the  work,  sir,  by  sending  your  own  head  dancing 
across  this  floor  !  " 

"I  yield,  I  yield  !  "  cried  the  shrinking  commandant. 

"  Down  !  down,  then,  instantly  !  "  exclaimed  Allen,  "  and 
communicate  the  surrender  to  your  men  while  any  of  them 
are  left  alive  to  hear  it." 

Scarcely  allowing  the  crestfallen  officer  time  to  encase  his 
legs  in  his  breeches,  Allen  hurried  him  down  to  the  scene  of 
action  in  the  open  parade  below.  Here  they  found  the  Green 
Mountain  Boys  eagerly  engaged  in  the  work  of  capturing  the 
garrison,  who  were  making  considerable  show  of  resistance. 
Two  of  the  barrack  doors  had  been  beaten  down,  and  about  a 
third  of  the  enemy  already  made  prisoners.  And  the  fiery 
Arnold  was  on  the  point  of  blowing  a  third  door  from  its 
hinges  with  a  swivel,  which  he  had  caused  to  be  drawn  up  for 
the  purpose  ;  while  a  fourth  was  shaking  and  tottering  under 
the  tremendous  blows  of  an  ax,  wielded  by  the  long  and  power- 
ful arms  of  Pete  Jones,  who  was  found  among  the  foremost  in 
the  contest. 

"Cease,  cease  ye  all ! "  cried  Allen,  in  a  loud  voice  of  com- 
mand, as  he  appeared  among  them  Avith  La  Place  by  his 
side. 

"Now,  raaly,  colonel,"  said  Jones,  suspending  his  elevated 
implement  and  holding  it  back  over  his  head  in  readiness  for 
another  blow,  "  I  wish  you  would  let  me  settle  with  this  devil- 
ish old  oak  door  before  I  stop.  Why,  I  never  was  so  bothered 
with  such  a  small  potato  in  my  life  !  " 

"  No,  no !  "  answered  the  other,  smiling,  "  let  us  have 
silence  a  moment,  and  we  will  save  you  all  troubles  of  that 
kind." 

"  Well,  then,  here  goes  for  a  parting  blessing  !  "  exclaimed 
the  woodsman,  bringing  down  his  ax  with  a  tremendous  blow, 
which  brought  the  sliattered  door  tunil)liiig  to  the  ground. 
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The  British  commandant  then  calling  his  officers  around 
him,  informed  them  that  he  had  surrendered  the  fortress,  and 
ordered  them  to  parade  the  men  without  arms.  While  this 
was  in  performance  a  second  detachment  of  Green  Mountain 
Boys  reached  the  shore,  and,  having  eagerly  hastened  on  to  the 
fort  to  join  their  companions,  now,  with  Warrington  at  their 
head,  came  pouring  into  the  arena.  A  single  glance  sufficed 
to  tell  the  latter  that  he  was  too  late  to  participate  in  aught 
but  the  fruits  of  the  victory.  With  a  disappointed  and  morti- 
fied air  he  halted  his  men  and  approached  to  the  side  of  his 
leader. 

"  Ah,  colonel ! "  said  he,  "  is  this  the  way  you  appropriate 
all  the  laurels  to  yourself,  entirely  forgetful  of  your  friends  ?  " 

"  Pooh  !  pooh  I  Charles,"  replied  Allen,  turning  to  the  other 
with  a  soothing,  yet  self-complaisant  smile  at  the  half -reproach- 
ful compliment  thus  conveyed,  "you  need  not  mourn  much  lost 
glory  in  this  affair.  Why,  the  stupid  devils  did  not  give  us 
fight  enough  to  whet  our  appetites  for  breakfast !  But  never 
mind,  Charles,  there  is  more  business  yet  to  be  done ;  Crown 
Point  and  Major  Skene's  stone  castle  must  both  be  ours  to- 
night. The  taking  of  the  first  shall  be  yours  to  perform.  And 
after  breakfast  and  a  few  bumpers  in  honor  of  our  victory,  we 
will  dispatch  you  for  that  purpose,  with  a  corps  of  your  own 
selection." 

"  Thank  you,  thank  you,  colonel,"  replied  the  other  with  a 
grateful  smile.  "But  the  expedition  to  Skenesboro' — may  I 
not  speak  a  word  for  our  friend  Selden  ?  " 

"  Aha  !  "  replied  Allen,  laughing,  "  then  this  offer  to  take 
charge  of  the  negro's  letter  had  its  meaning,  eh  ?  I  don't  know 
exactly  about  that  chip  of  a  British  colonel  for  a  Yankee  patriot. 
Now,  yours,  major,  I  acknowledge  to  be  a  true  cynosure.  But 
his,  I  fear,  will  prove  a  dog  star.  However,  this  is  his  own 
hunt ;  and,  as  he  is  a  finished  fellow,  and  doubtless  hrcve  and 
true,  I  think  I  will  give  him  the  command  of  the  expedition, 
unless  claimed  by  Easton.  But  hush  !  the  commandant  is 
about  to  go  througli  the  forms  of  the  surrender.  I  must  away, 
but  will  see  you  again." 

The  brief  ceremonies  of  the  surrender  were  soon  over ; 
when,  as  the  fortress  was  pronounced  to  be  in  full  possession 
of  the  conquerors,  the  heavens  were  again  rent  by  the  reiterated 
huzzas  of  the  Green  IMountain  Boys,  while  British  cannon  were 
made  to  peal  forth  with  their  deep-mouthed  thunders  to  the 


The  iiielaiicliuly  days  an;  conic,  tlic  saddcHl  of  tlit-  yc;ir, 
01  wailing  winds,  and  naked  woods  " 


THE  DEATH  OF   THE   FLOWERS.  6i)L»3 

trembling  hills  and  reverberating  mountains  of  the  coiintrv 
round,  the  proclamation  of  victory! — the  first  triuni[)h  of 
Young  Freedom  over  the  arms  of  her  haughty  oppressor. 

THE   DEATH   OF   THE   FLOWERS.  ' 

By  WILLIAM  CULLEN  BRYANT. 

The  melancholy  days  are  come,  the  saddest  of  the  year, 

Of  wailing  winds,  and  naked  woods,  and  meadows  brown  and  sear. 

Heaped  in  the  hollows  of  the  grove,  the  withered  leaves  lie  dead; 

They  rustle  to  the  eddying  gust,  and  to  tlie  rabbit's  tread. 

The  robin  and  the  wren  are  flown,  and  from  the  shrubs  the  jay. 

And  from  the  wood  top  calls  the  crow,  through  all  the  gloomy  (.lay. 

"Where  are  the  flowers,  the  fair  young  flowers,  that  lately  sprang  and 

stood 
In  brighter  light  and  softer  airs,  a  beauteous  sisterhood  ? 
Alas !  they  all  are  in  their  graves,  the  gentle  race  of  flowers 
Are  lying  in  their  lowly  beds,  with  the  fair  and  good  of  (uirs. 
The  rain  is  falling  where  they  lie,  but  the  cold  November  rain, 
Calls  not,  from  out  the  gloomy  earth,  the  lovely  ones  again. 

The  windflower  and  the  violet,  they  perished  long  ago. 

And  the  brier  rose  and  the  orchis  died  amid  the  summer  glow; 

But  on  the  hill  the  golden-rod,  and  the  aster  in  the  wood, 

And  the  yellow  sunflower  by  the  brook  in  autumn  beauty  stood, 

Till  fell  the  frost  from  the  clear  cold  heaven,  as  falls  the  plague  on 

men, 
And  the  brightness  of  their  smile  was  gone,  from  upland,  glade,  and 

glen. 

And  now,  when  comes  the  calm  mild  day,  as  still  such  days  will 

come, 
To  call  the  squirrel  and  the  bee  from  out  their  winter  home  ; 
When  the  sound  of  dropping  nuts  is  heard,  though  all  the  trees  are 

still. 
And  twinkle  in  the  smoky  light  the  waters  of  the  rill, 
The  south  wind  searches  for  the  flowers  whose  fragrance  late  he 

bore. 
And  sighs  to  find  them  in  the  wood  and  by  the  stream  no  more. 

And  then  I  think  of  one  who  in  lu"-  youthful  boauty  died, 
The  fair,  meek  blossom  that  grew  up  and  ];uk'd  by  my  side : 
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In  the  cold  moist  earth  we  laid  her,  when  the  forest  cast  the  leaf, 
And  we  wept  that  one  so  lovely  should  have  a  life  so  brief : 
Yet  not  unmeet  it  was  that  one,  like  that  young  friend  of  ours, 
So  gentle  and  so  beautiful,  should  perish  with  the  flowers. 


MARY   MAGDALEN. 

By  LUPERCIO  LEONARDO  DE  ARGENSOLA. 

[Argensola,  Lupercio  Leonardo  de  :  A  notable  Spanish  poet ;  bom  at 
Barbasto,  Aragon,  December  14,  1559  ;  died  at  Naples,  March,  1613.  His  three 
tragedies,  "Isabella,"  "Alexandra,"  and  "  Phyllis,"  brought  him  fame  while 
still  a  young  man ;  but  his  forte  was  lyric  poetry,  in  which  he  won  distinction. 
His  ballads  and  songs  are  notable  for  vigor  of  thought  and  richness  of  pictorial 
fancy.     Some  of  his  sonnets  are  masterpieces.] 

Blessed,  yet  sinful  one,  and  broken-hearted ! 
The  crowd  are  pointing  at  the  thing  forlorn. 
In  wonder  and  in  scorn ! 
Thou  weepest  days  of  innocence  departed, 

Thou  weepest,  and  thy  tears  have  power  to  move 
The  Lord  to  pity  and  to  love. 

The  greatest  of  thy  follies  is  forgiven, 

Even  for  the  least  of  all  the  tears  that  shine 
On  that  pale  cheek  of  thine. 
Thou  didst  kneel  down  to  Him  who  came  from  heaven. 
Evil  and  ignorant,  and  thou  shalt  rise 
Holy,  and  pure,  and  wise. 

It  is  not  much  that  to  the  fragrant  blossom 
The  ragged  brier  should  change  ;  the  bitter  fir 
Distil  Arabian  myrrh ; 
Nor  that,  upon  the  wintry  desert's  bosom, 

The  harvest  should  rise  plenteous,  and  the  swain 
Bear  home  abundant  grain. 

But  come  and  see  the  bleak  and  barren  mountains 
Thick  to  their  top  with  roses ;  come  and  see 
Leaves  on  the  dry,  dead  tree : 
The  perished  plant,  set  out  by  living  fountains. 
Grows  fruitful,  and  its  beauteous  branches  rise 
Forever  to  the  skies. 
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